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(i) 

The chief sources for this book are: 

(1) The daily diary which Hugh Walpole kept from I9< 4 until his 
death. The entries vary from a whole page to half a ( ozen lines. 
They were mostly written down immediately and h^.ve proved 
factually reliable. 

(2) The fifteen volumes of the journal which he kept int rmittently 
from 1923 to 1941. 

(3) His letters, especially thi se to the four members of his immediate 
family; those to AmoLl Bennett (which he bought back after 
Bemiett’s death); and those to a host of other correspondents 
which have survived and which I have been able to s^ee. Except 
in the schoolboy letters, spelling and punctuation have been cor¬ 
rected or supplied where necessary. 

(4) His published books, pamphlets, articles, reviews and intro¬ 
ductions, particularly the autobiographical volumes. The Crystal 
Box (1924), Reading (1926), My Religious Experience (1928), 
The Apple Trees (1932) and Roman Fountain (1940). Also the 
twenty-five prefaces he wrote in 1933 for the Cumberland 
edition of his works. As evidence of fact these sources are of 
unequal value. 

(5) The letters of his friends. Since he knew many of the leading 
English writers during more than thirty years, and kept almost 
all the letters he received, their number is considerable. Thus 
seventy-eight letters from Henry James have survived, seventy- 
three from Arnold Bemiett, sixty from Virginia Woolf, fifty from 
John Galsworthy, thirty-two from Joseph Conrad, and so on. 
Every quotation from a letter is taken directly from the original 
or from a photostat, except for diree of which the sources are 
stated in footnotes. 

(6) The memories, presented to me either in writing or by word of 
mouth, of the relations and friends whose names are given below. 
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(7) The books mentioned in the BibUography on p. 484 and in the 
footnotes. 

(8) My own friendship with Hugh, which covered the last ten years 
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BOOK ONE 


THE ENEMY IN AMBUSH 


It is the tragedy of childhoo i that its catastrophes arc eternal. 

Now fear crept on him fron every side. He was afraid because 
there was no one to turn to. 

You walk forward through jungle, the enemy lying in ambush. 

Hugh Walpole 
Jeremy at Crale 




CHAPTER ONE 


FIRST BEGINNINGS 

I 

H ugh walpole was bom in New Zealand on 13 March [884, but 
his story begins more (xacUy, and much more appr )priately, 
with the building of an English cathedral. 

For eight hundred years the See of Cornwall had been me: ged with 
the neighbouring diocese of E>eter, and it was not until the nghteen- 
forties that tliere arose a move: aent to restore the ancient pri rileges of 
this inaccessible outpost of Clristian endeavour. During he thirty 
years of argument which ensmd, other benefits arrived: in : 859 L K. 
Brunei completed his great bridge across the river Tamar at Sa Itash, and 
later in the same year the town of Truro was for the first time (onnected 
with London by railway. Many local lines were started in tae sixties, 
and gradually the peninsula was opened up to receive the blessings of 
Victorian progress. 

In 1876 the reformers had their way, the Bishopric was re-established 
by an Order in Council, with Truro (shortly afterwards promoted to 
City) as its cathedral town, and a year later Edward White Benson was 
consecrated first Bishop. This remarkable man, who had already been 
the first Master of Wellington College and was later to be Archbishop 
of Canterbury and a great favourite with Queen Victoria, was now at 
the height of his powers. Ardent, active, masterful, handsome, elo¬ 
quent, and a good administrator, he discerned in this new appointment 
a call to carry the light of the Gospel to the backward Comishmen, 
hidden in their sheltered valleys, beset by Dissenters and remote from 
the civihsing influences of Church and State. The people of Cornwall 
took fire from his enthusiasm: 

In dereliction by the deafening shore 

We sought no more aloft, but sunk our eyes, 

Probing the sea for food, the earth for ore. 

Ah, yet had one good soldier of the skies 

Burst through the wrack reporting news of them, 

How had we run and kissed his garment’s hem! 

B 3 
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Nay, but be came! Nay, but he stood and cried. 

Panting with joy and the fierce fervent race, 

“Arm, arm! for Christ returns!”—and all our pride, 

Our ancient pride, answered that eager face: 

“Repair Fhs battlements!—^Your Christ is near!” 

And, half in dream, we raised the soldiers’ cheer. 

Far, as we flung that challenge, fled the ghosts— 

Back, as we built, the obscene foe withdrew— 

High to the song of hammers sang the hosts 
Of Heaven—and lo! the daystar, and a new 
Dawn with its chaUce and its wind as wine; 

And youth was hope, and Hfe once more divine! ^ 

The song of hammers was indeed soon audible, as the greater part of 
St Mary’s Church in the centre of Truro was demolished to make room 
for the first Anglican cathedral to be built in England since the Refor¬ 
mation. The architect was J. L. Pearson, the foundation stone was 
laid by the Prince of Wales, and before long the huge building began 
to grow like a granite cuckoo in Truro’s crowded nest. 

2 

Bishop Benson made haste to gather round him a band of colleagues 
as eager and energetic as himself. Among those whom he summoned 
to his bright new enterprise was the Rev. Arthur J. Mason, a junior 
Fellow of Trinity College, Cambridge. The son of a Nottinghamshire 
squire, Mason was a man of iron will and extraordinary charm—“steel 
under velvet,” Benson said of him. When he first came to Truro he 
filled the position of Bishop’s Chaplain, but he was soon sent out as 
Diocesan Missioner, a new post which Benson created and for which 
Mason was particularly suited. Now, as he prepared to leave Cambridge 
for Cornwall, he looked around for a likely fellow-worker to take with 
him, and his eye fell upon a young graduate of his ovm college. 

George Henry Somerset Walpole had been bom at Newark-on- 
Trent in 1854 and brought up by his father, an irascible martinet who 
had retired from the Army to take Holy Orders and now kept his parish 
in more than military submission. Somerset was educated at King’s 
Lynn Grammar School, where, his tutor reported, he was “invariably 
^ From E.W.B,, by A. T. Quillcr-Couch (The Vigil of Venus, 1912). 
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distinguished by his studious habits, excellent conduct, good common 
sense, cheerful disposition, and gentlemanlike deportment.’’ He left 
Trinity with first-class honours in the Theological Tripos and a deter¬ 
mination to take Holy Orders, although his father, with all the perversity 
of parents, had decided that he was to be a soldier. He ha d neither 
money nor clear plans for the future, so that Mason’s invitatio i came as 
an answer to prayer and was instantly accepted. 

At twenty-two Somerset alpole was a shy, serious yoi ng man, 
with a natural belief in God an I a guilelessness of heart whic i were to 
remain with him all his life. H t threw himself into all the ac ivities of 
the new diocese: first he taught in the college for ordinandi; in 1878 
he was himself ordained, and appointed, first Priest-Vicar, and then 
Succentor of the Cathedral. One year he suggested to the B; >hop that 
a Carol Service should be held cn Christmas Eve, as a counter- ittraction 
to the public-houses, and Ben^on drew up the “Service of the Nine 
Carols,” which is now held all (‘ver the country. Walpole also laboured 
a great deal among the working people, as well as starting a Philhar¬ 
monic Society and a Shakespeare Society in the city. 

By degrees his shyness left him, and the young A. C. Benson found 
him “entirely boyish and approachable.” 

He was a sound theologian, but in ordinary talk he had the intcnsest relish 
for argument and ideas. The delight of his company was that he never chose 
or insisted upon his own topics. He would take anything that turned up, 
convert it into a debatable question, and argue it with ineffable good-humour, 
pertinacity, and deftness. He had an overpowering sense of humour, and a 
clear, rather shrill laugh, which sometimes rendered him wholly incapable 
of speech. His face, with its rather irregular features and expressive mouth, 
was delightful, from its rapid changes and its engaging look of comradeship, 
as he turned to opponent after opponent. “Come, Walpole,'' I can hear my 
father say, “you must leave something undecided." “Not while my breath 
lasts, my lord!" says the undefeated Priest-Vicar.^ 

3 

The leading physician in Truro at this time was Dr Charles Barham, 
a connection of the author of The Ingoldsby Legends. He had been bom 
in 1805, had married Caroline Carlyon, who came of an old Cornish 

^ The Trefoil (1923). 
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family, and in the fifties he had been Mayor of Truro. His portrait by 
H. Jef&ey Dunn hangs over the stairs in tlie Town Hall to this day. 
A. C. Benson recalled him as ‘‘a cultivated man with much sweetness 
and charm,’’ and went on to say: 

I remember his appearance at some domestic festivity in a long claret- 
coloured coat, very tight about the waist, with metal buttons, which he had 
worn at his own wedding some fifty years before, and very well it became 
his handsome and serene presence.^ 

The Barhams lived in Strangways Terrace, a dignified and comfort¬ 
able street with houses on one side only, leading off the long climbing 
Lemon Street where it reaches the top of the hill, and overlooking the 
main part of Truro in the valley below. There were ten children, of 
whom the youngest was a daughter, Mildred Helen, bom in 1854. A 
pretty, elegant little creature, she naturally became the pet of this 
very happy family and of the nest of relations by which they were 
surrounded. 

Even after the coming of the railway, Truro was stdl almost as cut off 
from the rest of the world as one of Jane Austen’s villages. But there 
were diversions enough close at hand: the high-banked lanes thick with 
primroses and violets in early spring, the stir of market days, the ex¬ 
citement of county balls, garden-parties, and summer expeditions to 
the sea—to Newquay and Perranporth, The Lizard and Penzance. 

And then this happy little world was shattered by a severe epidemic 
of scarlet fever which swept through the neighbourhood. Mildred 
caught the disease at school, but although her father was a doctor, no¬ 
thing was done to prevent the infection from spreading. One of her 
brothers died of it, and she herself sustained a perforated ear-drum 
which left her partially deaf for life. Moreover the shock of this tragic 
occurrence set up in her a strain of diffidence, even of apprehension, 
which she was never to lose. 


4 

Mildred Barham and Somerset Walpole were of an age. They fell 
in love almost at first sight, read Browning together, pledged their troth 
with a sprig of honeysuckle, and he asked her father’s consent to their 

1 Ibid. 
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engagement. Mrs Barham was away from home, and the Doctor 
at once wrote to her: 

Sunday, 4 July 1880. Strangways Terrace. 

Dearest Caroline, 

It may perhaps have struck you that Mildred and Mr. Walpole w( re getting 
''rather thick'* and I could not fail to perceive a strong tendency in them 
both, these centenary days,^ in the direction of ultimate matrimon ',—still, I 
was not prepared for the declaration^ which came from him last nig it that all 
was settled as between themselves, and asking my consent to the : engage¬ 
ment. They had been to one of th<' musters at Penmount and had t Jked over 
matters by the way. 

I wish you had been here that ' ve might have conferred on the jubject,— 
but I felt assured that you would agree with me that we could not do other¬ 
wise than sanction the engagemei t, and indeed that we should b* -th be in¬ 
clined to give Walpole a cordial v elcome into our family, being tl oroughly 
satisfied of the goodness of his char acter, temper and disposition, h e is about 
a year younger than Mildred, and they both say they will not be in my hurry 
to get married. As to worldly goods he is slenderly endowed. The Bishop, 
he says, told him he should take care of him in due time, and he would not 
think of settling till he has a hving. Such a delay will tend no doubt to calm¬ 
ness and sohdity of character as far as these qualities may be at all lacking. 

The family history, which W. gave me, is not very satisfactory. His father, 
pretty nearly related to Lord Orford,^ was a spoilt child. He went as a youth 
to Australia—lost the bulk of his fortune—came home and became a Captain 
in some Cavalry regiment—then took Orders—for the sake of a family 
hving. His temper was so bad and violent—towards liis wife especially (she 
was an Apthorpe—and, it seems, good in every way)—that the household was 
broken up—and she went with three sons, and I think two daughters, to 
Austraha where they are doing well. W. has never distinctly been discarded 
by his father, but there is very Uttle communication between them, and he 
does not know where he is at this time—he tliinks on the Continent. His 
Aunts seem very kind, and he visits them when he goes away for his holiday. 
He was to have gone this week but will not now. 

The young people would very much enjoy a few days at Veryan. Would 
John and Con. invite them to succeed you ? I thought they might meet you 
at Grampound Road, and spend an hour or so with you and the Freds—and 
go on to Veryan under William’s protection. . . , Walpole would of course 
take any duty required at Veryan. 

^ The centenary of the foundation of Sunday Schools, which was celebrated through¬ 
out the county during 1880. 

* See Appendix A, p. 446. 
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... I was called out by Walpole from the tea table. Mildred is rather ex¬ 
cited you will imagine but very happy. She has no time for visiting today of 
course and I daresay not much inclination. 

Hoping you will not be quite overcome by the news and with much love to 
you and the Cornishes. 

I am ever yours, 

C. B. 


5 

They were married by the Bishop in Truro Cathedral on 12 Septem¬ 
ber 1882; the wedding was an important social occasion, and after a 
brief honeymoon the young couple set out on what was then a hazard¬ 
ous adventure—a sea voyage to New Zealand. On the advice of Bishop 
Benson, Somerset had accepted the incumbency of St Mary’s Church 
(afterwards to become the Cathedral) at Parnell, Auckland. 

The voyage was long and stormy: their cabin was directly over the 
screw and they were both very seasick. Somerset’s previous travelling 
had not exceeded a Channel crossing, while Mildred had never before 
left England, and seldom Cornwall. Her upbringing had been so se¬ 
cluded, and her experience of the world so trifling, that at the age of 
twenty-eight she had little knowledge of either the married state or con¬ 
ditions in the Antipodes, and though her husband’s devotion sustained 
her, as it was to do all the rest of her life, she was a sick, bewildered, 
and apprehensive girl when finally she landed in New Zealand. 

Their new home was a little wooden vicarage alongside the church. 
Parishioners, anxious to welcome and assist the newcomers, unpacked 
most of their china and other household goods without being asked, 
and this simple gesture of friendliness seemed to Mildred a gross intru¬ 
sion on her privacy. The more the New Zealanders—plain pioneer¬ 
ing folk mostly, but good-natured and helpful—tried to make friends, 
the deeper did she retire into herself and long for the security of home. 
Naturally, to begin with, her shyness was interpreted as pride, her 
breeding as arrogance, her gently ironical humour as conceit. In the 
course of years she came to understand and appreciate her neighbours, 
but during these first months her self-confidence was so shaken that she 
never again quite believed that anyone liked or wanted her, and it is 
not surprising that her first child should have been a difficult boy, bear- 
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ing through Hfe, as his share of this forced emigration, an innate self¬ 
distrust and a permanent instability of temperament. 

On 31 March 1884 Mildred wrote home to her mother: 

This is Monday, and it will be three weeks next Thursday sinco the 13 th 
when baby was bom, and today I am in the drawing-room for the first time. 
Somerset and Nurse brought me in on the sofa—^it is such a pleasuj e to be in 
a fresh room—though you can im.igine the state it is in, as Somersc : has been 
using it as his study, so that baby’5 crying might not disturb his W( rk. Two 
days I have been on the verandah )utside my room, and the fresh ; ir did me 
good. 

Baby is a dear little fellow, he is really so good and does not often cry 
without a reason—he seems a ver\ gentle little boy. At present h has grey 
eyes (very pretty ones) and a gO( d nose and head and a capacioi s mouth. 
Somerset is such a good nurse and can keep him beautifully quiet He will 
be called Hugh we hope, I don’t k low whether anytliing else—anc we want 
him to be christened on Easter Su iday. 

They had their wish, and the baby was christened Hugh Seymour by 
Bishop Cowie in St Mary’s Church. The godparents were A. J. Mason 
(by proxy), Mrs Cowie, and Mr N. F. Giblin, a local banker. The 
Cowies and the Walpoles became great friends, and this companion¬ 
ship did much to soften the pangs of homesickness and exile. Somer¬ 
set’s mother came from Australia to live with them, but the experiment 
was not a success, and she soon went back again. A new vicarage was 
built for them, roomier and more convenient than the old one, and 
from there on 29 July 1885 Mildred wrote another letter home to 
Truro: 

I wish you could see little Hugh. You ask me to tell you about him, but it 
is so difficult to write so as to make Iiim seem different to any other baby. He 
has got on very decidedly since I wrote last, I am thankful to say—we think 
this house so much better for him. He has been cutting some of his double 
teeth and has seven altogether now I think, and he can walk famously— 
almost too fast sometimes. Today I found him sprawled over two steps in 
our passage, neither able to get up or down. 

Sometimes he looks very delicate, and makes me anxious, but I think he is 
stronger than he looks. He is a very gende little boy, though he is very 
determined and rather impatient. ... He is very fond of singing to himself 
and with the dearest little voice ... I don’t know how he learnt what printed 
words meant, but if he gets hold of a card or book it is so funny to hear him 
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reading, he quite tries to cany on a conversation in his own language, and 
will nod his head and gesticulate in the most absurd way. . . . Everyone 
admires Hugh’s curls. 

His mother loved him, clearly, but there was something in the re¬ 
tiring festidiousness of her nature which prevented her from showing 
her love in the accepted ways. She seldom hugged, kissed, petted, or 
spoiled her children, and the lack of such natural endearments may well 
explain Hugh’s lifelong anxiety that everyone should love him. The 
quotation from Jean Paul which he printed on the title-page of his first 
published book, and wliich occupies the same position in this one, was 
indeed the key to his whole life; he loved every dog, and wanted every 
dog to love him. 

Meanwhile he learnt to talk, and by February 1886 was so far ad¬ 
vanced as to call Bishop Cowie “Bishey” to his face. A year later 
Hugh’s sister Dorothea was bom, and his solitary reign was over. 

All this time his father had been battling with the usual ups and 
downs of parochial life. He introduced Shakespeare readings and others 
of those amenities which had proved so rewarding at Truro, but Parnell 
was altogether a tougher proposition, social life was limited and diffi¬ 
cult, and when he was offered a much more congenial living at Welling¬ 
ton he was sorely tempted to accept. A friend whom he consulted 
said: “If you are uncertain which of two paths to take, choose the one 
on which the shadow of the Cross falls.” Somerset accepted tliis counsel 
and decided to stay on at Auckland. As if to test his faith still further, 
a severe attack of food-poisoning in 1887 laid him low and almost 
killed him. 

There are no records of the next two years, during which the children 
grew happily while their parents, longing for home, gradually over¬ 
came the difficulties by which they were surrounded. And then, quite 
unexpectedly, Somerset was offered the Chair of Systematic Theology 
in the General Theological Seminary of New York City. The attendant 
salary, the equivalent of j[,iooo a year, was too good to be refused, and 
although this new post would mean a further period of exile, they 
would at any rate be nearer home than they were now. The offer was 
accepted, and in the late summer of 1889 the whole family sailed for 
England. 
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Somerset travelled straight on to New York, while Mildred took the 
two children to Truro. All tliat winter they stayed with her family 
in Strangways Terrace, and Hugh was taught to read and w ite at the 
nearby High School for Girls, \vhere he sat in the bottom for n, weep¬ 
ing copiously. His grandmother solaced him with lemo: i biscuits 
out of a round silver box and gave him a Bible for Christma . 

In 1890 the three of them j* mmeyed on to New York, •< there the 
children were taught by a governess. From 412 West 2C di Street 
Mildred wrote home to report: hat “Hugh and Dorothy are g itting on 
so happily with Miss Burkitt. . . We have such a nice litt e servant 
who reminds me of Phoebe—he is so cheerful and neat.” Anything 
reminiscent of home was a o >mfort, since Mildred found the New 
York seminary, the noise and ci >nfusion of the city, and the ov trpower- 
ing energy of its inhabitants, little more congenial than the ligours of 
New Zealand. Somerset, however, enjoyed his new work, and while 
he was in New York he wrote and had published the first of his thirty 
books on religious subjects. 

In 1892 the family was increased by the birth of a third child, who 
was christened Robert Henry but always known as Robin. The 
question of Hugh’s education now became urgent. He would soon be 
nine years old; he did not get on especially well with the American 
children he saw, and his parents wanted him to grow up an Enghsh- 
man. The only solution was to send him to a boarding school in Eng¬ 
land, and accordingly in the summer of 1893 Hugh was brought home 
to begin the ten unhappiest years of his life. 
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I T is perhaps unfair to describe Hugh’s first year of school as un¬ 
happy: certainly it was blissful in comparison with what came after, 
but a sensitive and difficult child of nine is seldom happy at boarding- 
school, particularly when he has no real home, and his family are three 
thousand miles away. Indeed this lack of all that is commonly under¬ 
stood by “home” persisted with Hugh for more than thirty years, until 
the first main theme of his life, his passionate desire to associate liimself 
with some part of England, was finally resolved by his absorption in 
Cumberland. 

His first school was at Newham House, Truro, where Mr and Mrs 
Maddrell housed, looked after, and taught six sons of clergymen. On 
22 October 1893, when Hugh had been there a month, Mr Maddrell 
wrote to New York: 

On the whole his conduct has been very good. Just at first he clearly 
showed great dislike of being corrected in any way whatever. After a litde 
quiet talk and explanation in my study, and by following the example of his 
fellow boarders, he has now immensely improved in this respect. He “hits 
it off” very well with the others and as far as I can see tries to lord it over 
them less and less. I fancy they showed him that they would not stand it! 
It is really delightful having such a “happy family” in the house. A litde 
more than a week ago he got rather excited after a bad nightmare, and he 
couldn’t sleep for several hours. ... He takes a fair amount of interest in 
the lessons he hkes. . . . The fretfidness and despondency when a wretched 
sum won’t come out are gradually disappearing, and tears now are very rare 
events! Altogether I am most happy and hopeful about him. He is a manly 
litde fellow and would scorn to do a mean thing, and I pray God that he may 
continue like this. 

All his life Hugh suffered from nightmares in which he “experienced 
exacdy the sense of sudden death; there would be a terrific noise, a 

blow in the chest, a momentary agony of surprise, and then nothing 
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more.” ^ After his experiences in Russia, his nightmares also took the 
form of terror at being left alone. Often he woke screaming, and his 
fear lest anyone should discover this infirmity always complicated his 
visits to strange houses. 

Hugh’s first recorded letter, written about a week later, tell; its own 
story: 

My dear father, I was so glad t o here that you have got my h :ters. My 
favourite lessons are reading and d e Bible. I am going to have my prize [for 
reading] at Crismus. I dont hke chool so much as I thought. I ; m put on 
the bed and beaton with noted h.mgersliifs and I get a good mai y slaps. I 
hke your pictours very much. I .m glad to here that evrey pers( n has not 
forgotten me. I am in a great rui 7 so you will not mind a short 1 tter there 
is nothing important to say. Yoir loving son Hugh. 

It is greatly to Mr MaddrclFs credit that he forwarded this ( ocument 
to New York, and in his covciing letter can be discerned th: age-old 
difficulty of a good and honest man grappling with the unsuspected 
brutality of little boys. 

To all appearance the six boys agree splendidly, and besides seeing them in 
the early morning when I call them and several times in the evening in their 
dormitory, I pay them surprise visits to see that all is right. I was astonished 
therefore to hear of anytliing like bullying, especially as they are all so much 
of an age. The Cartwrights told me about it yesterday. It seems that there 
is really no cruelty whatever. On one or two occasions they put Hugh and 
Clement on their beds, when they were fully dressed I ought to add, and 
gave them a few strokes with their knotted handkercliiefs. “Boys will be 
boys’" you know, and I am not so sure but what Hugh provoked it a httle. 
I can confidently assure you it is notliing in the least serious and I will be on 
the lookout to make it stop altogether. The Cartwrights have promised to 
side with their weaker brethren, so when the other two have four against 
them they will give it up!! 

This simple ruse of shifting the balance of power proved so success¬ 
ful that a fortnight later Hugh was writing: 

My dear father 

I take up my pen to write this letter hopeing that it will reach you 
safley. On Thursday we won a mach, and yesterday I whent to the bubhc 
rooms to a concert and I would show it you only I could not find it. I am 

^ My Religious Experience (1928). 
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very well and I am so very happy with the Cartwrights. I am going to miss 
fosters today. I think the Cartwrights the nicest boys I ever met, I did not 
think there were such nice boys. I have great fun and I Hke school very 
much. I am so glad that Robin is so well and we all laughed at that funny 
saying of his. I remain loving Hugh. 

Two further letters, of uncertain date, complete the picture of life at 
Newham House. The first shows a glimpse of the romantic imagina¬ 
tion already at work: 

I have spent my £ shillings but I do not want you to spend all your pence. 
Truro is jl upset for some robers have come and they are killing all the 
children they can cath. I am always going out and I am going out to aunt 
dorras to tea today. A boy had the cane yesterday. I like school very much. 
I must now end up. Your loving Hugh. 

Dear Father 

I am going to tell you a very amusing story, this morning me and the 
Cartwrights got into a row. We went out to Clement's last night and had 
some baloons. When I woke up this morning I saw Ted with one of these 
baloons. Then Charlie began playing with one. And so then I began doing 
the same. We were called but we dident get up because we Hked the baloons 
so much. Well and so of course we were late and Mr. Maddrell was awfully 
angry and he said he was disgusted that Clergymen's sons should play 
baloons on Sunday. I must now say goodbye send my love to all at home. 

Ever your loving son Hugh. 

In March 1894 politics made their first, and almost their last, appear¬ 
ance in his writing: 

I am so afraid that I shall not be able to wright a long letter as I have been 
doing my lessons and I think that they are a great bother. I am so glad that 
Mr gladstone has resigned and you are to I supposed and I think Lord Rose- 
berry will do very well I don't think Mr gladstons worth a capital letter. 

And in the same month he summed up the situation to his sister: ‘‘I 
am nearly ten and I feel quite old ... I like school very much but some¬ 
times it is nasty.” 


2 

During his seven years in America, Dr Walpole made a practice of 
spending the summer vacation in England, and to help with the expense 
he would take his family to some country vicarage, where he acted as 
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locum during the parson’s holiday. In 1894 the choice fell upon the 
parish of Longbridge Devcrill in Wiltshire, and this visit had happy 
results. Four miles away, at the rectory of Kingston Deverill, lived 
the Rev. William Moore with his wife and four children, v^ho were 
around Hugh’s age; they all played together, and a warm friendship 
grew up between the two families. So much so that when in Septem¬ 
ber the Walpoles sent Hugh to a new school at Marlow and returned 
to America, it was arranged thar: he should spend his hohdays at King¬ 
ston Deverill. 

The rectory, originally a William and Mary farmhouse, wi > a large, 
rambling building, with a gho t in the attic, and plenty of: tairs and 
passages for children to play in. It was clearly much better fo the boy 
to be one of a large family rather than to spend his holidays, as hitherto, 
the guest of one or other of hij aunts in Truro. Miss Elsie Moore has 
written a description of Hugh at this time. She scarcely saw 1 im after 
1896, so that no later images have intruded to blur her cliildhood 
memory. 

Hugh was always very correct in Etons and high hat on Sundays, but at 
other times I always see him in very strong knickerbocker tweeds and thick 
worsted stockings; a sturdily built little figure, hazel eyes with long lashes, 
well-cut features, thick brown hair with a kink in it, a rather dissatisfied 
mouth and clear skin shewing up the very large freckles which I think came 
from New Zealand. Even as children we thought him a pretty boy, but his 
great charm was in his voice. It was not an ordinary boy’s voice—it was low 
and rich and rather husky; in speaking it was pleasant and rather pathetic, 
but in singing it was lovely, with something of the quality of a magnoHa. 

The Moore children, three girls and a boy, were a happy family, and 
their parents were people of uncommon sympathy and wide intellec¬ 
tual interests. Mr Moore knew a great deal about birds and flowers, 
history and poetry. The rectory was full of books, and Hugh was 
allowed to read what he wanted. He plunged into Jane Austen, Char¬ 
lotte M. Yonge, Jules Verne, The Three Musketeers, and raced through 
a novel or two by Mrs Humphry Ward, renaming his favourite doll 
Marcella after one of her heroines. Copies of Guy Mannering and 
Quentin Durward from the rectory bookshelves initiated Hugh’s hfe- 
long passion for their author and all his works. At Christmas the 
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children recited poetry together and acted plays, mostly of Hugh’s com¬ 
position. 

The rough and tumble of a large family was strange to Hugh, but 
certainly beneficial. “The Walpoles,” writes Miss Moore, “were very 
careful to ‘respect’ their children,” while the Moores’ deep affection 
for their father was tempered by a considerable amount of awe: 

Distinguished theologian as he was, I have often seen Dr Walpole bending 
forward in courteous eagerness to listen to what I or someone equally young 
and foolish had to say; while my father did not hesitate to cut us short with 
a sharp “Don’t jaw” if he thought we were taking too large a share of the 
conversation at table. 

Hugh was especially fond of Mrs Moore: he called her “Mother” 
and wrote to her every week from Marlow; indeed he was so demon¬ 
stratively affectionate towards her as to surprise his own mother when 
she came home, while Mrs Moore made a special pet of him, to com¬ 
pensate for the absence of his parents, and encouraged his reading and 
his writing. It is characteristic of the romantic light of unrelieved misery 
in which Hugh afterwards liked to view his own childhood, that when 
he saw Mrs Moore again some ten years later, he said to her: “All I 
can remember of you is your coming into my room one night and 
giving me a scolding.” Her daughter adds with much perspicacity: 

As I see it, Hugh’s boyish life was just one running romance of which the 
hero was always the same misunderstood and lonely and unhappy little boy. 
I take it that the c^tina of h ^ memor y as it were rejected all hght and only 
retained the dark. 

One day he was banished for some reason from the fireside circle in 
the library, and when Elsie sought him out she found him in the disused 
night-nursery: 

I can see him now in the winter twilight, sitting the wrong way round on 
the old rocking-horse, facing the tail, and rocking furiously with a counten¬ 
ance of By tonic gloom. And that was Hugh; quite apart from a passing 
cloud, he was essentially a solitary child. It only strikes me now, after all 
these years, that though he and his parents exchanged letters each week he 
never alluded to their contents. I don’t believe it was lack of sympathy, but 
just a great protective coat of reserve, perhaps inherited from his mother. 
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Meanwhile in term-time his education was proceeding all too swiftly. 
The school that Hugh attended at Marlow is today an admiiable in¬ 
stitution, but fifty years ago it clearly left much to be desired, particu¬ 
larly in the matter of supervision. The headmaster. Canon Graves, 
appears to have been an excellen: fellow; his wife wrote regul irly and 
fully about Hugh to Mrs Walpole and Mrs Moore, and Hugh himself 
wrote of her later with affection, but these good people’s igne ranee of 
what was happening is illustrate vl by the fact that when once by mis¬ 
take Mrs Moore sent Hugh bach three weeks late for the begi ning of 
term, no one at the school had tven noticed Iiis absence. 

The sufferings physical and spiritual which Hugh endured at Marlow 
influenced his whole life, as mm and writer, so profoundb that it 
seems best to allow him to describe them in his own words. Thirty 
years later he wrote: 

When I say that it wasn’t all that it should be, I mean that the food was 
inadequate, the moraHty was '‘twisted,” and Terror— sheer, stark, unblinking 
Terror—stared down every one of its passages. I had two years of it, and a 
passionate desire to be hked, a longing for approval, and a frantic reaction to 
anybody’s geniahty have been for me some of the results of that time. I have 
been frightened since then. I was frightened in the war several times rather 
badly, but I have never, after those days, thank God, known continuous in¬ 
creasing terror night and day. There was a period, from half-past eight to 
half-past nine in the evening, when the small boys (myself with them) were 
dismissed to bed but, instead, spread themselves in an empty classroom that 
is still to me, when I think of it, damp green in retrospective colour. The 
bigger boys held during that hour what they called the Circus. Some of the 
small boys (I was always one) were made to stand on their heads, hang on 
to the gas and swing slowly round, fight one another with hair brushes, and 
jump from the top of the school lockers to the ground. Every night (owing, 
I suppose, to my then unrecognised short sight) was a horror to me. I would 
be pushed up on to the lockers, then, “One, two, three—jump!” I can feel 
now again, as I write, the sick dizziness at my heart as I looked down at the 
sliining floor, bent myself to jump, pulled myself together, fell, to be caught 
generally by some bigger boy who would push me into the arms of someone 
else, thence on again, and so the round of the room. Swinging round die gas 
was worse than the lockers—being roasted in front of the fire (shades of 
Tom Brownl) worse than the gas. Worst of all was being forced to strip 
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naked, to stand then on a bench before them all while some boy pointed out 
one’s various physical deficiencies and the general company ended by sticking 
pins and pen-nibs into tender places to see whether one were real or no— 

Worse than the hour itself was the anticipation of the hour. First thought 
on waking was that eight-thirty was far away! Then, slowly through the 
day, it grew ever closer and closer until by tcatime tears of anticipatory fear 
would fall into one’s cup and salten one’s hunk of bread! ^ 

Sometimes he would gain a respite by cheering on the tbrture of 
some other little wretch and so postponing his own, sometimes by 
telling, like an infant Scheherazade, an endless serial story of adventure, 
whose cessation was the signal for a fresh onslaught. Luckily his 
romantic imagination was already active. “Once upon a time,” he 
would begin, “in the time of Charles I, a lonely horseman could be seen 
spurring across the plain on a dark and stormy night . . .” and so on 
until his tormentors were asleep. 

His own rest was disturbed by noisy nightmares, which often cul¬ 
minated in his being pushed out of bed or half-strangled with a towel. 
Other terrors ^eluded “drill,” for which his short sight rendered liim so 
inept that “Make some excuse and come and see Tadpole on the 
horizontal” became a catchword in the school, and the weekly fire- 
escape practice, when the boys had to descend from an upper window, 
feet first, through a long canvas funnel to the ground. The descent 
lasted only a few moments, but to Hugh each second was an agony of 
blinding, stifling confinement. 

To those who would say: “We’ve all been through these private 
schools; a little roughing it does no one any harm. You ought to have 
stood up for yourself,” Hugh replied: 

Quite so. But I did not stand up for myself then and I’m not trying to 
stand up for myself now. The point is exactly that I was a miserable child, 
and one month at [Marlow] was enough to make me sycophantic, dirty in 
body and mind, a prey to every conceivable terror, so that the banging of a 
door or the dropping of a book sent my heart into my cranium, sentimental, 
too, like a little dog fawning on anyone who was for a moment kind, and— 
worst of all these, I think—muddleheaded and confused beyond any grown 
human’s conception. I went to [Marlow] with a very fair intelligence. 
Mathematics I never could begin to understand (to this day I count on my 

^ The Crystal Box (1924). 
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fingers), but history and. geography and literature I was nosing into like a 
pony with a bundle of hay. Well, [Marlow] flung the hay about my ears 
all right and there it has stuck ever siiice.^ 

It seems a trifle unfair to blame these two years for his lifelong in¬ 
ability to spell, add, or correct proofs. He spent seven more years at 
other schools and three at Cambridge, and it is probable tl at these 
failings had a deeper origin. W hat is certain is that his outw ird mis¬ 
fortunes at Marlow drove him t( * the inward worU of his imaj ination. 
Partial solace could be found creeping away from his pe: sccutors 
and reading Eric Brighteyes in t ie boxroom, but his greatest pleasure 
was to invent an infinite variet v of romantic tales, with Mr Graves 
(who was young and pretty) as iieroine, and himself the knigl t errant. 
“Things were hard,” said Peter Westcott in Fortitude, “so I mt ie diem 
into a story—I coloured them uj .” Once during the hoHdays it Truro 
Hugh and some other children went out in a pony-cart whL :h upset. 
They were all thrown out but no one was hurt. When Hugh told his 
aunt and cousins of the accident, he took all the blame for it on to him¬ 
self, saying: “I ought not to have been telling them such an interesting 
story. 

In a dilapidated writing-case, given him by an uncle, he found an old 
letter. He could not decipher a word of the crabbed and yellowish 
writing, but he decided that the document proved his claim to the 
Earldom of Orford, of which he was being wrongfully defrauded, and 
this fiction he often discussed in an increasingly serious way with the 
Moore children and others. Some of his schoolfellows even believed 
it, and eased their molestations in hope of later favours. 

In his weekly letters to New York and Kingston Deverill Hugh 
never once mentioned his misery, perhaps from some kind of twisted 
loyalty: ironically enough the only letter to survive from this period is 
one from Canon Graves to Dr Walpole, dated ii February 1895 ^d 
saying: “His form-master speaks well of him and he is a general 
favourite amongst the boys.” His report for the Easter term of 1896 
ran: “Conduct excellent. 7th of 22 in class. Top in Reading (excellent), 
3rd in Latin and Geography, 5th in History and Divinity, 20th in 
Writing. Very satisfactory term.” 

1 Ibid. 
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Ten years later, in the first flush of keeping a diary at Cambridge, 
Hugh wrote: 

Of the two years spent at M. I shall say no more. Hell is realised by me 
for I have shared in it. I do not know that I look back on it with real regret 
—it has taught me much that is bad, but I have learnt sympathy. Every 
man, who is a man, must have his Hyde, and M. produced mine. The 
excessive desire to be loved that has always played so enormous a part in 
my Hfe was bred largely, I think, from the neglect I suffered there. 

And there is no doubt that these two years did crystallise in his 
imagination the concept of Evil as an actively embodied force which 
must be combated, and thus supplied him with the theme of almost all 
his books. 

That’s the way romantic writers are made, by having your nose rubbed in 
the mud, by knowing what fear is, by loneliness, a small boy crying in his 
bed at night.^ 

Together with this vision of Evil was bom his lifelong loathing of 
and preoccupation with Cruelty, his insistence on Fear. In every one of 
liis novels there is a character who is afraid of sometliing: “to one fear 
of the dark, to another of physical pain, to a third of public ridicule, to 
a fourth of poverty, to a fifth of loneliness—for all of us our own 
particular creature lurks in ambush.” ® And when Hugh came to write 
an account of an eight-year-old boy, he introduced into what is in 
detail mostly fictitious this clearly autobiographical passage: 

Jeremy was possessed with a new power. It was something almost 
abstract in its manifestations; it was something indecent, sinister, secret, 
foreign to Iiis whole nature, felt by him now for the first time, unanalysed, 
of course, but belonging, had he known it, to that world of which after¬ 
wards he was often to catch ghmpses, that world of shining white faces in 
dark streets, of muffled cries from shuttered windows, of muttered exclama¬ 
tions, half caught, half understood. He was never again to be quite free from 
the neighbourhood of that half-world; he would never be quite sure of his 
dominance of it until he died.* 

Nor until he died would Hugh ever be free of the memory of 
Marlow. More than forty years later he wrote: 

^ John Cornelius (i93'7). “ The Old Ladies (1924). 

^Jeremy (1919). 
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There are times when I am sure that life is, in positive reahty, a dream, and 
that I shall wake up any hour and find that I am back in my dormitory at 
[Marlow] again, waking to that swaying and sinking of my bed, aware that 
in a moment I shall be thrown out of it, stripped of my nightshirt and beaten 
with corded towels. At such moments my apprehension is exactly the same 
as it was forty years ago—I am defenceless and naked in a world «»f hostile 
enemies.^ 

Eventually the true state of j.ffairs was discovered; at the end of 
the summer term of 1896 Hug] was removed from Marlow , and in 
September he was sent to the funior School of the King’s School, 
Canterbury. 


4 

He was to stay there only fiv< terms; he was not particular y happy 
there, and certainly no more successful than he was at any othe: school, 
but the beauty of the cathedral and the precincts made upon him an 
impression that was to remain for the rest of his life. For the first time 
he conceived the notion that cathedrals had lives of their own and 
characters which could inspire love, awe, and fear. (Truro he had 
absorbed with the unnoticing acceptance of a child.) Later he attributed 
this fancy to an early reading of Edwin Drood, just as he traced to the 
two Alice books his habit of endowing inanimate objects with human 
attributes. 

But apart from the beauty of the King’s School’s surroundings, he 
enjoyed belonging to an institution which had endured for thirteen 
hundred years, at which Christopher Marlowe and Walter Pater had 
been educated: it was something he could feel he belonged to, as later 
he could never, a mere day-boy, belong to Durham School. In after 
life, in reference books and elsewhere, he invariably gave Canterbury 
as his only school, though he spent a year at Durham for every term at 
the King’s School. 

He grew more and more attached to the place as the years passed, 
and when in 1935 the enterprising and energetic F. J. Shirley was 
appointed headmaster, opportunities arose for tangible benefactions. 
Hugh paid for the re-turfing of the Mint Yard, he presented valuable 

^ Roman Fountain (1940). 
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furniture to the school, his portrait by Augustus John, and finally his 
collection of manuscripts, which is housed in the gate-room of Prior 
Sellingegate over the Dark Entry.^ One of the boarding-houses is 
now called Walpole House, there is a Walpole Society, and diere are 
Walpole Prizes, to keep his memory green. 

But to return to the “small easy-tear-shedding boy’’ of 1896. On 
October 24 he wrote to New York: 

Dear Father, 

I am so sorry I had such a bad report. I have really done my best. It is 
so hard though. I have such a lot of lessons to learn. I am doing scanning, 
Ovid, decimals and lots of things Td never done before. 

I was 6th again last week. I can’t get any higher. I wish I coiJd. But most 
of the boys have been in the form over a year. Yesterday evening there was 
a penny reading. That’s a sort of concert.... Excuse me for writing so badly 
and shortly. I’m writing with a bent nib and I get smacked when I’m not 
looking. Please send me my crest-book. Thank you very much for 2/6. 
The trousers have come. 

Love to all. 

I remain 

Your affect, son, 

Hugh. 

His godfather, A. J. Mason, was now a Canon of Canterbury,* and 
Hugh was able to spend much time in his house and garden. In the 
house was a bookcase, where Hugh discovered new delights in Thack¬ 
eray, Charlotte Bronte, Macaulay, and others. In the garden was a 
mulberry tree, in whose loaded summer shade he examined these new 
treasures. He was puzzled when his godfather confiscated Tom Jones 
(luckily after Hugh had finished reading it), and his mystification was 
increased when Un^er Two Flags, which his godfather gave him to read 
in the train back to Truro, was in its turn confiscated by his aunt as 
soon as she saw its author’s name. 

But now there occurred an event which was to change the course of 
his schooling. Dr Walpole apphed for and was appointed to the post 
of Principal of Bede College for the training of elementary school¬ 
masters at Durham, and in December the family sailed for home. All 

' A catalogue of this collection will be found at Appendix C, p. 470. 

* He was hter Master of Pembroke College, Cambridge. He died in 1928. 
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through 1897 Hugh stayed on at Canterbury, where he moved into 
the Upper School in September. His letters home were full of apologies 
for bad reports, protestations of trying his hardest, and a description or 
Jubilee Day at Deal, with all the school-children singing God Save the 
Queen on the promenade amid flags and banners. 

Canon Pagc-Roberts preached. He has preached already for ive con¬ 
secutive S\indays tliis term. ... I mi never at peace with Graham but I’m 
learning to bear it. . . . Is it decided I’m to leave? . . . I’m longing t< leave. 

I went to a lecture the other r ght on birds. It wasn’t very i teresting 
though the slides were good. It w is cliiefly about ladies wearing f athers in 
their hats. I can’t bear this place u )w I don’t know why. 


5 

He left Canterbury at Easter 1898, since it was much chcap( r for his 
parents to have him living witli them and attending Durham School 
as a day-boy, and although Hugh welcomed the change at the time, 
he soon came to regret it bitterly. A day-boy is usually treated as an 
outcast by boarders, and when Hugh discovered that Bede College 
and his family were similarly despised by the snobbish “cathedral set,” 
his cup of social bitterness was full. 

At last, he had thought, he was to have the home he had always 
longed for, but the reality disappointed him grievously. The College 
of the Venerable Bede stands on a hillside overlooking the River Wear, 
across which may be seen the clustering houses of Durham, surmounted 
by the castle and the mighty cathedral. At that time the Principal’s 
house was joined on to the main building of the college, “rather as an 
underpaid governess is tacked on to a large overpopulated family.” 
To get to his bedroom Hugh had to pass through one of the students’ 
dormitories, and though in fact he was never disturbed when he got 
there, the ju xtapo sition and the bustle of the college made him think 
otherwise. "From the first Hugh disHked every tiling about the place: 
even the large garden stretching down to the river he peopled with 
imaginary terrors. 

He was forced to yield to the beauty of the catliedral, “hanging high 
in air, perfeedy proportioned, pearl-shadowed, and sky-defended,” and 
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its brooding presence certainly deepened his romantic feeling for the 
past. But as he trudged unwillingly to school each day along the river 
bank, he came to think of it as a jealous cathedral, “a disapproving, 
snobbish, rich relation,” whose servants were puffed up with pomp and 
circumstance. Not Bishop Westcott—he was a saint of God—but the 
other dignitaries seemed unbearably superior, and when the Walpoles 
gave a children’s party, it was plain to Hugh that all the little daughters 
of the Canons came to it with their noses in the air. 

Mrs Walpole’s persistent shyness complicated social life still further. 
She hated housekeeping, but did it beautifully and was too conscientious 
to delegate such duties to another. A big crisis she faced like a lion, but 
the minor vexations disturbed her terribly. When she was over seventy 
and knew that she was soon to die, she said to Hugh: “You don’t know 
what a comfort it is to think that I am never going to be shy again.” 

The only place in Durham for which Hugh felt any affection was the 
old subscription library, and there, liis detested lesson-books corded to¬ 
gether under his arm, he would hasten every day directly he left school. 
Ignoring the central table on which reposed the newest books, and 
leaving the lady librarian to hand out the latest works of Barrie, 
Crockett, Weyman, and Mrs Humphry Ward, on that system of social 
priority which he afterwards described in The Cathedral, he would 
chmb a ladder in a dusky corner and, when he had read all Scott and 
Dickens, shake the dust from long-undisturbed novels by Trollope and 
Eugene Sue, Miss Perrier and Wilkie Collins, Henry Kingsley, Whyte- 
Melville, and G. P. R. James. His appetite was enormous, he read at a 
furious pace, and he must during the next five years have read almost 
every novel, good or bad, which the library possessed. 

Now too he began to collect his own library: a sixpenny edition of 
The Talisman was the first stone in that huge edifice, and before long 
the new shilling World’s Classics joined the collection. Among them 
was The Scarlet Letter by Nathaniel Hawthorne. Hugh read it in 
the garden by the river, and this reading added to his Marlow 
vision of Evil and realisation of Fear a new terror—the sense of Sin. 
Hawthorne seemed to him, then and always, to be “the supreme 
romantic revealer of the Devil at his simplest,” and to combine in 
himself those opposites which Hugh claimed as his own portion—“the 
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normal and the abnormal, the law-abiding, slightly priggish, amiable 
citizen, and the rebel, the necromancer, the solitary outcast.” ^ It would 
be hard to overstate the influence of this early reading of Hawthorne 
on Hugh’s life as a writer. 

Back in school it was the same old story; carelessness, ina:tention, 
inability to learn anything, always in a class with boys youn jer than 
himself -In the Easter term of 1899 he was seventh from b< >ttom in 
Latin, English, and Divinity, equal last in Greek subjects and La in verse, 
and last of all in French, Science and Maths. “ I am afraid,” /rote his 
form-master despairingly to Dr Walpole, “that on any system )f mark¬ 
ing the result must have been ti e same.” 

All the time at Durham he was i difficulty and a problem to hi parents. 
One night he overheard them iiiscussing the seeming imposs bility of 
his ever becoming a clergyman, as it had always been tacitly assumed 
that he would. “What are we to do with Hugh ? ... it’s these ^ wretched 
novels... his sulkiness makes it so difficult. . . he’s quite unlike other 
boys.” Their grief and worry were communicated to him and he wept. 

I grew up, through those seven years, discontented, ugly, abnormally 
sensitive and excessively conceited. . .. No one liked me—not masters, boys, 
friends of the family, nor relations who came to stay; and I do not in the least 
wonder at it. I was untidy, uncleanly, excessively gauche. I believed that I 
was profoundly misunderstood, that people took my pale and pimpled 
countenance for the mirror of my soul, that I had marvellous things of genius 
in me that would one day be discovered.^ 

Besides the subscription library, he found at this time two other con¬ 
solations. One consisted in endless games of bagatelle, in which he 
would pit against each other as imaginary opponents, not cricketers as 
would most boys, but authors. One day in the middle of the family 
meal he burst out with the remark that Hazlitt was improving and 
would probably, if he played well on Friday and Saturday, beat Con¬ 
greve in the month’s total. When he should have been struggling 
through a line of ^Eschylus he was wondering whether, with a little 
cheating, he could push Walter Scott to the head of the list. No wonder 
his parents were at their wits’ ends about him. 

^ From an unpublished essay on Hawthorne, written in 1936. 

* The Crystal Box (1924). 
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His second and much more important consolation lay in the writing 
of endless historical novels. Half a dozen of them have survived, 
scrawled in a childish hand and strongly bound in brown paper. The 
earliest is Colchester Manor (1897), the first volume of a trilogy dealing 
with Stuart times, later completed by True and Brave and For the Sake 
of the King. (It is curious to reflect that in the course of time his writing 
life came full circle, for when he died in 1941 he was engaged in an 
almost identical enterprise.) Other titles were Strafford, Arnado the 
Fearless, At the Sound of the Trump, A Baron s Daughter, and The Stvord of 
Damocles. All bear marks of his adoration of Scott and Marion Craw¬ 
ford: they are full of gusto, crowded with characters and incident, 
sometimes out of control: ‘‘I forgot to tell you that Ronald had been 
taken prisoner by Sir Richard as there was a warrent out against him.” 

He also wrote several numbers of a complete magazine, containing 
poems, appreciations of his favourite authors, notes on current litera¬ 
ture and the latest serials, and would delight his brother and sister with 
long stories on the least provocation. This was the great time for 
serials, and Hugh managed to read almost every one that appeared— 
Stanley Weyman and A. E. W. Mason in the Cornhill, Conan Doyle 
and W. W. Jacobs in the Strand, Q in Blackwood's, Max Pemberton in 
Pearson s, William le Queux in Cassell's, and so on, month after month. 

Outdoor occupations included tennis with friends and sports in the 
garden which Hugh organised, compelling Dorothy and Robin to 
contribute from their pocket-money towards prizes which he usually 
won. 


6 

Summer hohdays during the Durham years were spent at Sower 
Myre Farm near Gosforth, between Wastwater and Seascale in south¬ 
west Cumberland—the home of a farming family named Armstrong, 
with whom Hugh always kept in touch and used afterwards to visit 
from his own Cumbrian home. From Seascale station the family would 
drive inland in a cab, bicycles and luggage piled on the back, Hugh 
clutching a small box which held his personal treasures. He was 1 ‘ooking 
forward to “that divinest of all human feasts, High Tea,” and eager to 
read the next chapter of Max Pemberton’s latest. 
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I remember too how, with these my worldly possessions still clutched in 
my hand, I stood on the pebbly path that bordered the garden behind Sower 
Myre Farm and drank in the scene. That moment was my initiation. That 
Uttle windy garden, smelling of cow-dung, carnations, snapdragons and—in 
spme mysterious spiritual fashion—hens’ feathers, looked straight (»ut to sea. 
On clear days it was said that you could catch a vision of the Isle o\ Man.^ 

Behind rose the craggy sum‘.nits of the Langdales, Scafell and the 
rest; within a few miles lay W tstwater, the most majestic ar i sinister 
of all the lakes, into which the barren Screes fall sheer. Som idling of 
that first vision of sea and lake and mountains entered unav ares into 
Hugh’s mind, bringing intimations of the promised land. At any rate 
those holidays made a deep imp ression, and when much later le found 
Cumberland for himself, it w is more like coming home han dis¬ 
covering a new country. 

In 1898 Canon Mason annconced his forthcoming marriage, and 
Hugh’s letter of congratulation gives further glimpses of these summer 
outings: 

I September 1898. Sower Myre, 

Gosforth. 

Dear Uncle Arthur, 

I was very pleased and surprised to hear of your engagement. I re¬ 
member Miss Blore quite well. How funny that you should have the garden 
full of cliildren as I suppose you will have. I am enjoying myself very much 
here. I’ve been up Scafell (3,210) and Great Gable (2,949) and some others. 
I’ve also been over the Stye Head pass down into Borrowdale and from diere 
to Keswick passing Derwent water. The lakes I have seen are Wast water, 
Derwent water, Windermere and Bassenthwaite. I think Wastwater is the 
most awe-inspiring and Derwentwater the most beautiful. The former is 
made lovely by the Screes descending straight into it, though it has not got 
the wonderful colour of the surroundings of the latter. We enjoyed going 
up Scafell very much. It was pretty steep in parts and one bit was quite 
dangerous. The view was lovely from the top. It was a regular panorama. 
But I don’t think it was as fine as the view from Glaramara. From there we 
saw almost the whole of Windermere and Derwentwater. I don’t tliink 
much of Windermere, there are no moimtains near to it. When we walked 
to Keswick I saw the fanaous Lodore falls. They weren’t much but in the 
winter they must be lovely. Either this week or next we propose to go in the 

^ From an essay called “The Lake District,” published in English Country (edited by 
H. J. Massingham, 1934). 
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train to Coniston and to bicycle from there to Windermere. I love bicycling 
and I do a great deal of it. Father hired one for the time for us. Yesterday 
we went to a grand garden-party and enjoyed ourselves thoroughly. Today 
we are going up two mountains called SeatoUer and Haycock. For the 
purpose of getting a glimpse of Ennerdale Lake. 

I must now end up, 

I remain 

Your affect: Nephew, 

Hugh. 

Many years later Hugh gave a gloomy account of his first ascent of 
Great Gable, describing how with his father he bicycled from the farm 
by moonlight, ‘‘climbed the mountain and didn’t see the sun rise. 
Instead of that we were soaked with wet mist and my bicycle tyre 
punctured.” ^ 

The Walpole children played cricket and other games with the little 
Armstrongs, and in the evenings Hugh would read aloud Nicholas 
Nickleby or some other novel. (He was always a good reader aloud, 
both of poetry and prose.) Once he bicycled over to a tennis-party at a 
big house near Wastwater. After playing very badly, he stole away into 
the house, found the library, and was soon deep in the first of many 
readings of John InglesanL Other pleasures sometimes palled, books 
never. 


7 

With the arrival of 1902 and his last year at school, grave doubts 
were felt by everybody as to Hugh’s chances of getting into Cambridge. 
He was still bottom of the Fifth Form: “Best in the form at essays and 
Enghsh. The rest of his form work very poor.” If only his passionate 
interest in history, as exetnplified by the stories he was writing, could 
have been canahsed into some academic form—but examiners demand 
facts, and these, except for facts about fiction, Hugh all his life found it 
impossible to remember. His studies cannot have been helped by his 
bad eyesight, but this disability remained unrecognised until in March 
1902 he was taken to an ocuhst and provided with the spectacles which 
thereafter he was always to need. 

At the beginning of this year John Hay Beith, later to win fame as 

^ Ihid, 
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Ian Hay, came to Durham School as a young assistant master, straight 
from Cambridge. He remembers Hugh as big, ungainly, obstinate, 
and superior, unwilling to take any trouble at all with science, which 
Beith tried to teach him. One day in exasperation Beith said "o him in 
class: “Well, Walpole, one day you may be Mayor of E urham.’' 
Hugh constantly repeated this Jtory in later years, but invari bly sub¬ 
stituted “a small town” for “Durham.” Indeed his feelings about 
Durham were altogether so pamful that he expunged all m ntion of 
the city from his records, almoj t from his memory. He stead fastly re¬ 
fused to revisit the school unti/ the present headmaster, Can m Luce, 
prevailed upon him to act as Visitor at the Speech Day of 19 7. 

Another of Beitli’s tasks wa to produce the scliooEs ann lal play. 
He remembers trying to coacf Hugh in the part of Dogb» rry, but 
Hugh was not amenable to production, and was hurt whei he was 
made to pronounce “ass” with .1 short instead of a long “a.” Perhaps 
he was histrionically best suited to the part of Feeble in henry /F, 
Part //, which he played in July 1902. He also took part in a perform¬ 
ance of Henry V given by the students of Bede College, while he and 
his brother and sister acted a number of historical plays of his own 
writing. A curtained recess in one of the bedrooms served as stage, and 
Dorothy remembers Hugh becoming hysterical with excitement there 
when they were performing a drama of his on the subject of Belisarius. 
In a gay and somewhat facetious letter to his Aunt Dora, written in 
March 1902, he declared: “Another mania I have got at present which I 
have not yet confessed to the family is wondering what notorieties are 
like in private.” He was soon to find out. 

The only other event of note during this year was the acquisition of 
his solitary school prize, not counting that first consolation prize for 
reading at Truro. This was the English Verse Prize, which he won with 
a poem on the set subject of “The Burning of Joan of Arc in the Market 
Place at Rouen.” When the headmaster presented the prize he said: 
“Walpole’s attempt of some four hundred lines would thoroughly 
deserve the prize if the last three hundred and ninety-eight lines were 
as good as the first two.” All four hundred have now, perhaps provi¬ 
dentially, perished. 

Probably the only human being at Durham who in any way appre- 
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dated the possibilities of this strange boy was a teacher at Bede College 
called Dali. He at least met Hugh on his own ground, encouraged his 
reading and writing, and was thereafter gratefully enshrined as the first 
of a long succession of benefactors. There was also a writer living in 
the city at this time, the novelist John Meade Falkner. When Hugh 
acquired Thomas Hardy’s copy of the first edition of The Lost Stradi- 
varius * he wrote in it: 

How well I remember, when a small boy in Durham, watcliing Falbier’s 
heavy body lumbering up the Durham street, myself eaten up with wonder, 
amaze and ambition. He once spoke to me. All the Cathedral set were 
shocked to their skins by The Nebuly Coat. I love the man to this day. He 
was a teal abnormal romantic. 

Somehow this last weary year came to an end, somehow he struggled 
through die necessary entrance examination, and in October 1903 
Hugh went up to Emmanuel College, Cambridge, as a Subsizar. 

^ Now in the library of Mr Michael Sadlcir. 
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H IS- first year at Cambridge was spent in lodgings at 37 Earl 
Street, his second and third years in College. Sizars lips and 
Subsizarships carry widv them an annual emolument and are 
granted to the sons of parents \^ho cannot afford to pay the hill fees. 
Hugh started to read for the History Tripos, played Rugby fo< tball (to 
which he had taken a sudden a: .d rather unexpected liking d ring his 
last year at Durham), did a Uttle rowing, much talking and rea ling and 
speculating—in fact behaved Ukc most other undergraduates, t ying his 
wings, enjoying his freedom, and learning to call his companiDns men 
instead of boys. 

In January 1904 the Archbishop of Canterbury, Dr Randall David¬ 
son, offered Dr Walpole the position of Rector of Lambeth, and the 
family moved to London. The last associations with Durham were 
thus severed, and Hugh was able to spend his vacations in the much 
more congenial and exciting air of the metropolis. 

In June he had to report sorrowfully to his father that he had only 
got a Third in the first part of the Tripos, though he had confidently 
expected a Second and had been working very hard: “I suppose it was 
inaccuracy again.” In the autumn of the same year he began what was 
to be his lifelong habit of keeping a diary. Initially a spasmodic affair, 
much given to undergraduate introspection and self-exhortation, it 
soon turned into a regular daily account of his movements and thoughts. 
One of the first entries reads: “At work, at games, I am mediocre and 
almost worse, no looking-glass can flatter my self-esteem, and I have a 
wonderful liking for the wrong thing. But I have been imagining a 
universal popularity.” There is much discussion of his new literary 
favourites, Conrad and Meredith, while the latest novel of his old idol 
Marion Crawford is judicially condemned: “The Juggernaut of Popu¬ 
larity is on him and he has submitted.” Occasionally there is a flash 

forecasting the novelist to be, as when he writes: “I love a windy night 
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chiefly, I think, because the powers of Good and Evil seem to be 
abroad,” but mostly the entries might have been written by any first- 
year undergraduate, until at the end of the year the second main theme 
of his life is introduced. 

“Meanwhile I still wait for the ideal friend. ... I’d give a lot for the 
real right man.” All his life this searching and waiting were to go on; 
often he fancied he had found the person, but the tragedy for people of 
his temperament is that the “ideal friend” does not exist. Hugh was 
always to some extent afraid of women, certainly he never made love 
to any, and though he was to have long and devoted friendships with 
women as varied in age and circumstances as Lady Colvin, Ethel 
McKenna, Eli2abeth Russell, Athene Seyler, Virginia Woolf, Sylvia 
Lynd, Vita Sackville-West, Clemence Dane, and Marguerite Steen, and 
was once actually to advance as far as a proposal of marriage, he was 
always easier in the company of his own sex. As the quest for the 
“real right man” was intensified, the words “friend” and “friendship” 
occurred more and more frequently in everything he wrote, acquiring 
a special significance of Iris invention. Often in early days he would 
frighten off new acquaintances, who he thought might be ideal friends, 
by the extravagant vehemence of his immediate insistence on their 
friendship. 

The year 1905 was illuminated by the discovery of A. C. Benson. 
This unusual man, son of the Archbishop, after a long career as a 
schoolmaster at Eton was now a Fellow of Magdalene, of which college 
he was later Master. He was also the author of a large number of rather 
spinsterish books of prose and verse, which had a great contemporary 
vogue. His friend and one-time pupil Percy Lubbock has described 
the difficulty of reconciling these “easy-going meUifluous pages, with 
their rather faint and solemn discourse” with their “masterful, com¬ 
bative, richly humoured” author, and Henry James once described him 
to Hugh as “big and red and rough as to surfece. . . but.. . ever 
so refined inwardly.” Apart from this strange duality, Benson was a 
tremendous talker and an unwearying encourager of youthful talent. 
Hugh fell at once under the spell of his charm, and poured forth to bim 
all his hopes and fears, difficulties and doubts. 

Among these were the first stirrings of his rehgious conscience. 
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Up to now he had accepted without a thought the orthodox back¬ 
ground of the Church of England in which he had been bred, and with 
it the assumption that he would naturally follow in his father’s foot¬ 
steps. He had been dutifully bored in church, and disgusted at what 
seemed to him the worldliness and intrigue of the cathednJ set at 
Durham; but he had imagined that perhaps other places were c iiBFerent. 
His conception of God had been the child’s traditional one o *a large 
old gentleman with a beard, living in a kind of glorified exte ision of 
the Earls Court Exhibition. New for the first time he began timidly 
to think for himself, and the rese t was decidedly unsetthng. T le more 
he thought about it, the more cettain he felt that what he want td to do 
was simply to write stories, thoagh at first this project seeme i recon¬ 
cilable with a position in the Cli .irch. Benson helped him wit l sound, 
practical, calming advice, as wcil as extending his literary tast i by in¬ 
troducing him to the works of Shelley, William Morris, Ross Jtti, and 
Edward FitzGerald. In his diary for 5 May 1905 Benson wrote: 

H. W. paid me a call: a nice boy, full of anxiety and good feeling: in the 
midst of Sturm und Drang^ finding what he calls his “dearest convictions” 
failing him: very pathetic in one way, and rather sadly amusing in the other. 
His admiration of and confidence in my htcrary powers and oracularity of 
speech rather embarrassing. We had a long mixed vague talk; but I knocked 
a few nails in, I think. I cannot help feehng that if tliis boy finds the art of 
expression he may be a good writer; at least he seems to me to have ten times 
thejire I ever possessed. When I realise the intense vehemence and impulsive¬ 
ness of a boy hke this, liis “exultations, agonies,” I feel what a very mild 
person I was.^ 

It is clear from this that, though Hugh later liked to suggest that his 
potentialities as a writer were unrecognised by anyone for years, Benson 
spotted them immediately. 

In March Hugh had celebrated his twenty-first birthday in College: 
“A lot of men in my year gave me a silver cigarette-box with the crest 
and their initials. Rather ripping, wasn’t it?” He made a large 
number of acquaintances at Cambridge, among them Walter Duranty 
the future foreign correspondent, but no close friends. 

^ The Diary of Arthur Christopher Benson [1926]. 



34 


THE GREAT RESOLVE 


[1905 


2 

In the summer vacation came his first opportunity to discover “what 
notorieties are like in private/’ Through a Cambridge friend he re¬ 
ceived an invitation to visit a castle in Scotland and tutor for a few weeks 
a boy called Willie, son of Sir Archibald Edmonstone and nephew of 
Mrs George Keppel, one of the leading beauties of the.day. He 
accepted, but when his parents realised the identity of his hostess, Dr 
Walpole wrote to say diat he strongly disapproved, and would prefer 
Hugh to cancel the arrangement. Seeing the dazzling vision fading 
Hugh brought all guns to bear in his reply: 

My dear Father, 

I am, I must confess, extremely astonished by your letter. I thought 
both you and Mother knew exactly what Mrs. Keppel’s reputation was. As 
it is known to the whole of England, I must say I hardly expected you to be 
so surprised. I gathered that you both knew exactly what she was, i.e. the 
King’s mistress. 

There are two reasons which, unless you absolutely forbid it, will force me 
to go. In the first place if I didn’t go I should think it extremely dishonour¬ 
able. I arranged finally with Sir Archibald the other day, with my eyes 
absolutely open. As far as association with Mrs. Keppel goes, I suppose I 
shall see but little of her. Even if I do I am afraid that neither you nor Mother 
reahse the sort of people I have been meeting at Cambridge in the last two 
years. Over and over again I have come into contact with men just as bad 
as Mrs. K. I am now twenty-one and know as much about morality 
generally as there is to know. Therefore when I accepted Sir Archibald 
finally I was quite aware of what I was doing. It would, I think, be both dis¬ 
honourable and shabby to get out of it now. 

Also it seems to me that I shall be doing really wrong if I do not go. This 
whole business was put in my way by none of my seeking. It is obviously 
meant that I should go. I have the kid for two months absolutely under my 
own control, and judging by one’s own experience one can be influenced a 
great deal at that age either one way or the other. Sir A. specially told me 
that he wanted Willie to be brought up decently and I should never forgive 
myself if I did not go. The house being fast seems to me only an added 
reason for going. 

I am extremely sorry to go against your wishes in this matter. If it was a 
matter of personal pleasure I would of course do as you wish, but in this case 
I have not the shghtest doubt as to the right course to take. 
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If the worst comes to the worst and you still absolutely forbid it, I can take 
no further part. But you must write to Sir A. yourself, saying exactly why 
you don’t wish me to go. Surely it would be extremely dishonourable to 
give excuses which are not true ones. 

When I had quite decided in my own mind I consulted both Canon 
Cooper and Mac, and had a long talk with the latter. They were both 
strongly of the opinion that I was now bound and must go at all c )sts. Mac 
said that the risk of temptation wj s nil. I am sorry about this but must say 
that I am surprised you should ha. e proposed what seems to me a most dis¬ 
honourable course. Unless you alsolutely forbid it I go on Wedn isday. 

Ever your loving son, 

Hugh. 

The casu^tic^imputation of dishonourable conduct, how wer far- 
fetcheJTwas well calculated to appeal to his father’s simple ^ oodness, 
while today the idea of this beardless boy planning to ch anse the 
Augean Stables of the rich and : ave a soul from the muck-hei .p is par¬ 
ticularly delightful. At all events Dr Walpole weakened, Hugh 
promised that “if anything horrid happens or I feel that ic is doing me 
harm I shall leave at once,” and the plan went through. Only one 
letter from the Castle of Vice has survived: 


Duntreath Castle, 
Blancficld, N.B. 

My dear Father, 

I meant to have written some while ago but have had no spare time. 
Even now it is within twenty minutes of luncheon so that tliis can’t be long. 

Things still go well here. The boy isn’t everything that could be desired. 
He gets into dreadful states of excitement and hates his lessons, but on the 
whole he is all right. They say he obeys me much better than anyone else he 
has ever had. 

All your alarm was quite needless. Mrs. K. and three others play bridge 
every night but for quite low points—otherwise there is nothing as you 
anticipated. Mrs. K. is of course very beautiful and charming. She is very 
nice to me but I should never rave about her. She has however a horrid 

friend here, Lady-. I like Lady E. and Sir A. more and more—they are 

delightful. The nicest of the men are Keppel, who is one of the nicest men 
I’ve ever met, and Lord Ahngton who is very jolly. They have all got it 
into their heads that I know a tremendous amount and I am continually 
appealed to as final arbiter in all sorts of questions. 

Loch Lomond is quite close but I haven’t been dierc yet. There is only a 
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Scotch kirk in the place which we attend but which is very dreary. The near¬ 
est English place is ten miles away. I went for a long motor ride yesterday 
but it was very wet so I didn’t enjoy it much. I’m doing a lot of work and 
getting on fast. Am just reading Marius now and think it’s very fine. 

Love to all, 

Yr. loving son, 

Hugh. 

One day Mrs Keppel took him for a walk all by himself, but his pride 
in thus being singled out was dashed when that evening he overheard 
her say to one of her friends: ‘‘Even the nicest people can be bores 
sometimes.” Ten years later Hugh wrote in his diary: “Mrs Keppel’s 
great fun. I do like her. She’s like a sergeant in the Guards with a sense 
of humour.” But now she was just an awe-inspiring celebrity in private 
life. 


3 

After this unexpected excursion, the Michaelmas term passed with¬ 
out major incident, except that Hugh read to the Mildmay Essay Club 
of Emmanuel a paper on “Meredith and Henry James: a Contrast in 
Obscurity.” The Christmas vacation was spent at Lambeth, reading 
at home and in the British Museum, looking at pictures, going to the 
theatre. All his Ufe he went to every play he could, including revues, 
musical comedies, and, later on, films. Thirty years failed to dim his 
pristine enjoyment, and at the end of his life a visit to the theatre with 
him was like accompanying a child who had never been before. 

Now, too, he made another literary friend in Ethel Colburn Mayne, 
once the friend of Henry Harlmd (the editor of the Yellow Book), short- 
story writer and future biographer of Lord and Lady Byron. She was 
considerably older than Hugh, and took an almost motherly interest in 
his literary upbringing. 

In January 1906 he went up to Cambridge for his penultimate term, 
and as the time drew nearer when he must decide on his future career, 
the idea of the priesthood grew ever less attractive. Could he somehow 
postpone a decision? He suggested this to his parents, was gently but 
firmly chidden, and on February 17 wrote to his father: 
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Tm afraid you’ll think me terribly indecisive and inconclusive, but it 
really all comes from the fear that I shall be ordained and then find my heart 
isn’t in it. My two reasons for thinking I ought to wait were: 

First: I don't care about the theological side at all. I believe the main things. 
All the rest seems to me absolutely unessential. Also I don’t feel the necessity 
for many of the things you regard as necessary. For instance, going t) theatres 
in Lent doesn’t seem to me wrong. I’m also not at all Christi: n in my 
attitude to other people. I disHk many people thoroughly and have no 
sympathy with certain points of view. I have no interest at f resent in 
theological discussion and research 

Secondly: Literature is to me at: resent every tiling. If I had a lit( :ary post 
offered me I should accept it at onc( without any thought of the Chi rch. 

These things seemed to me insurerable obstacles. I felt I wasn’t lonest in 
saying I wished to be ordained. ] felt I was going to be ordaine I mainly 
because you all wished me to be, i.ad because it was the obvious a id easiest 
thing to do. Arthur Benson howc/er says that: 

First: I have got the essential dcnre to help other people, and kemness in 
the direction it will be most wanted, and that the rest will come. 

Secondly: that my Hterature will help and serve the other and is quite 
compatible with it. He also says that everything pointing so obviously to it 
is a call that I should do it, and that I must trust for the rest. 

I have stated my fcehngs exactly. If you think with Benson that I can quite 
honestly go on to be ordained, fechng as I do, then I will say no more and 
will go on to Jesus Lane without hesitation. 

P.S. It sounds ridiculous, but would you ask Mother to send me some 
photo of me as a baby. I have to take one to a party next week. The one 
with the broom is best, I tliink. 

Dr Walpole’s reply has vanished, but its contents can be guessed from 
Hugh’s further letter of February 21: 

It was what I thought you would say, but I think you have rather mis¬ 
understood me. Of course when I said I did not care for theology I did not 
mean I did not care for the Bible—Faith—Worship. If that had been so I 
should not have dreamt of going on. I meant that all the disputes about 
trivial details seem to me, at present, so unimportant and so unnecessary. 
My ignorance of all theological writing is, at present, absolute, but that, I 
suppose, is the case with many young men before they go to a theological 
college. Then as to theatres and other things, of course when I was ordained 
I should act according to what I conceived the Church’s orders to be. If I 
found that they disapproved of such things I should at once give them up. 
But it is simply that 1 feel it right to continue such things at present. After I 
have read more and thought more deeply 1 daresay I shall see quite differently. 
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The reason why I said the other day that I must wait was, really, because I 
felt the hterary impulse was too strong to allow of my putting anything else 
before it. But I have had another long talk with Arthur Benson, and he says 
it is probably because the literature has been so long pent up that I fed so 
strongly. I think if I really try to put that impulse second I can. 

I felt when I was giving an address at Barnwell last Sunday a zeal and a 
keenness that I’d never felt before, and I tliink it will grow and grow as I go 
on. One who has been brought up in a clergyman’s family sees all the little 
disadvantages very clearly, and it was a momentary rebelUon against the 
thought of being bound down and, as it were, narrowed down that made me 
speak. But I think I see now the beauty and greatness of it as I did not see 
before. I have quite definitely made up my mind to go on, and I will change 
no longer. 


Early in March, Canon Lambert, the Chaplain Superintendent of the 
Mersey Mission to Seamen, wrote to offer Hugh a post as Lay Mis- 
sioner, to start in September at a salary of ^84 a year. He consulted his 
father, saying: “Arthur has written to Eton for me, but I don’t suppose 
anything will come of it. I should prefer to go abroad but I suppose 
that’s impossible.’Having no feasible alternative to suggest, he was 
trapped: his father diplomatically steered him towards so sensible a 
stepping-stone, and on his twenty-second birthday he confided to his 
diary: “Father says I must accept Lambert’s offer, so I’m going to.” 

The common round of university life continued: Hugh worked some 
six hours a day at history; took part in a debate on Enthusiast v. Critic 
(“myself for die first of course”); invited Miss Mayne down and showed 
her round Cambridge (“Very interesting conversation. But her hair 
came down. Ques: Should I tell her? I decided not to.”); wrote an 
editorial for the college magazine, and devoted much space in his diary 
to enthusiastic descriptions of nature, music, painting, the theatre, and 
always books. His last vacation was spent at Lambeth, reading and 
working on a second Mildmay essay called “Some Modern Apostles of 
Colour.” The Apostles were Pater, Swinburne, Meredith, and Maurice 
Hewlett, and Hugh quickly “found there was so much more to say than 
I had room for. I haven’t a bit learned yet what to leave out.” This 
was a lesson he never properly mastered to the end. 

His diary for his last term is devoted to tennis-playing, history- 
cramming, and visits to Arthur Benson. Percy Lubbock, another guest, 
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recalls his “eager literary effervescence.” Many years later Hugh wrote: 
“I shall never forget the awful evening when I offered to Lubbock and 
Arthur Benson my notion of the theme of The Wings of tiie Done I 
Lubbock’s agony was an immortal thing.” * 

On May ii he read his Colour paper to the Mildmay: ‘ I think a 
success although they didn’t quite see my drift.” The Tripos :xamina- 
tion took place at the end of tht month, his family came dow i in force 
for May Week, and on June i j. he went to spend his last fe v under¬ 
graduate days with Benson at ] is country house, Hinton Hal . “As to 
A.C.B. himself! My feeling ;.bout him is too strong to w ite. I’m 
almost afraid of my attitude.” 

Two days later the Tripos re ults were announced: “A Th rd by all 
the gods! I think it’s disappoi iting as I certainly did better than last 
year and have, I think, a second-class amount of knowledge- -but it’s 
my fatal vagueness of mind tint’s done it.” He was somewhat con¬ 
soled by “a splendid walk with A.C.B. in the afternoon—a most in¬ 
teresting talk about literary people.” Next day the) visited Ely 
Cathedral on bicycles, and when Hugh Icamt that he had won the 
College English Essay Prize he was quite reluctant to go down. How¬ 
ever, after receiving his B.A. degree and taking his leave of Ben¬ 
son, he arrived in London on June 20, ready for a fortnight of pleasure 
before embarking on his next adventure. He went to Ascot and 
the Alhambra, Lord’s and the Royal Garden Party, heard Bernard 
Shaw lecture, Caruso and Melba sing in La Boheme, saw Arthur 
Bourchier in Sutro’s The Fascinating Mr Vanderveldt, and bought six 
volumes by Henry James at a sale. 

The next two months he spent tutoring the sons of some people 
called Darwin, friends of his parents, in their house at Drybum on the 
outskirts of Durham—a happy time of croquet on the lawn, music, and 
poetry-reading after diimer. Here he read Anna Karenina and finished 
writing a long short story called The Scarlet Fool. He sent it to Messrs 
Smith Elder, the pubUshers, who returned it with “a really nice letter.” 
And so on August 31 with a mixture of excitement and apprehension 
he left Drybum for Liverpool and the Mission to Seamen. 

^ The Apple Trees ( 1932 ). 
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It is characteristic that on his arrival, after fixing up lodgings with a 
Miss Hales at 32 Peel Street, the first places he visited were not the 
Mission headquarters or the Seamen’s Institute, but the circulating 
library and the pubHc reading room. In after years he always re¬ 
ferred to his “year” in Liverpool, whereas in fact his sojourn there 
lasted six calendar months to the day. Doubtless the time seemed like a 
year to him, then and afterwards: the point is a small one, but it serves 
to iUustrate Hugh’s perennial lack of precision in all facts and dates. 

From the beginning it was evident that he would never fit into the 
life of the Mission. Here is the account of his duties, slightly written 
up for her benefit, which he sent to his mother on September 18: 

My day is as follows. The morning I get for reading and lectures at the 
hostel. Directly after lunch I rush down to the docks where I have a regular 
bit specially belonging to me. I visit there for about an hour and a half, then 
I have to rush back and look after the club-rooms. See that the men don’t 
steal, help to write letters, give rehef tickets, set them all to playing games 
etc. Then as soon as October starts there is sometliing every night. Monday 
night there’s a concert at the Institute. Every Tuesday night I shall be ex¬ 
pected to take the chair at a concert in the Sailors’ Home—an enormous place 
where I should tliink there will be an audience of a thousand at least. On 
Wednesdays there’s a “Happy Evening” which I’m entirely responsible for— 
games and songs and things. On Thursday night I’m free. Friday night there’s 
a lantern lecture and I have to preach in the chapel. The whole of Saturday 
I get off. Sunday I either go on the launch or take a service in the Institute. 
In addition to all this I’m a kind of official at the Sailors’ Home and cases of 
drink and distress are reported to me. Also I’m supposed to work up the 
Apprentices’ Club. Then the people in the parish here want me to do various 
things, but I’m going to stick out strongly against that. . . . 

I enjoy it all and I really think I shall do a certain amount of useful work— 
the “human touch” is a great thing—but I must tell you truthfully now tliat 
at this present moment I could not be ordained. My own personal rehgion 
is, of course, a great thing to me, but the “ evangehsing ”—the getting other 
people there—^is second to that other Hterary ieelihg 1 spoke so often about. 
I’m afraid this may hurt you but I want to be absolutely honest about it. I 
love it all, I don’t think I could now lead the rest of my fife without helping 
practically in social work,^ but I see absolutely that if I were ordained it must 
come first and at present it doesn’t. 

^ This idea recurred at intervals throughout his life, mingled later with feelings of guilt 
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Of these multifarious duties some—for instance, preaching, taking 
services, and playing games in the Institute—were comparatively in¬ 
offensive, but others, such as visiting ships (on a “dirty-looking” launch 
called the Good Cheer) and trying to persuade reluctafit sjiilors and 
apprentices to drop in for a “Happy Evening,’’ quickly became a burden 
and a dread to him. In order tc' win the regard, or even gain he atten¬ 
tion, of the dockside riff-raff, it was necessary to cultivate, : t least to 
affect, a cheery thick-skinned indifference to rough language ; nd initial 
rebuffs. “Throw yourself into their lives,” said Canon Lambert 
buoyantly, but to the sensitive 1 lugh the least suggestion of si rliness or 
disapproval was enough to pin: him off for the day. Here ire some 
typical extracts from his diary: 

Oct. 3. Rushed back to give apprentices tea, but they never t irned up, 
“Happy Party” at the Institute. Alusical chairs etc. 

Oct. 9. Spent the morning hunting for apprentices. Visited six ships but 
only secured about three boys. 

Oct. 15. Visited one ship, but suddenly the back of my bags split and I had 
to rush home. 

Oct. 25. Tried a new way to the hostel and got lost. 

Nov. 4. Tried to nail some chaps coming out of Mason’s for tea, but they 
fought shy of me. I hate touting. 

Feb. 4. Evening at the Institute. Played ludo upstairs to any extent. The 
room was icy cold. 

Feb. 9. Operated raffle and twopenny dip at bazaar, also sold under¬ 
clothing and baby garments for two hours. 

Feb. II. Badly beaten at draughts by a cadaverous sailor. 

Feb. 17. Down to service at the Institute, where I read the wrong lesson. 

Some of these incidents, particularly that recorded on October 15, 
introduce a leit-motif which runs all through Hugh’s life and may be 
described as the Mr Footer strain in his character, since like the im¬ 
mortal hero of The Diary of a Nobody he was liable at all times, and 
particularly at moments of stress, to minor accidents of the most 
mortifying nature. It would be simple, but profoundly misleading, to 
base upon them a study of Hugh as a great comic character. 

Every spare minute was spent in reading, writing, and going to the 

at being so happy and successful while millions were in want. But organised social work 
was not his portion and he confined himself to innumerable private charities. 
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theatre. Those were the days of the touring actor-managers, and 
Hugh was able to sec H. B. Irving in The Lyons Mail, Arthur Bourchier 
in The Walls of Jericho, Forbes-Robertson in Hamlet (“more sunny and 
lovable than Tree”), Martin Harvey in The Corsican Brothers, and F. R. 
Benson in Coriolanus, as well as the Christmas pantomime. In Liverpool 
also he heard for the first time Pachmann playing Chopin: 

A great experience. His face was changing the whole time like an actor 
playing a great part. And then he would suddenly talk aloud as though he 
was just gathering us round hke children to whom he was telling a fairy- 
story. And then he would talk to the piano itself as though telling it what to 
do. 

For reading, there were the daily newspapers to be rushed through at 
the Conservative Club, and the Academy (which he specially enjoyed) 
to be bought and read every week, while bookshop and library pro¬ 
vided such new delights as PuckofPook*s Hill and The Beloved Vagabond. 
When influenza kept him in bed for some days he seized the oppor¬ 
tunity to read Lewes’s Life of Goethe, Emma, and Pater’s Renaissance. 
He bought secondhand books guiltily whenever he could, and salved 
his conscience by getting up at 6.30 for a day or two and as a pen¬ 
ance reading Farrar’s Life of Christ before breakfast. He went to rugger 
matches and concerts, and took part in an amateur production of The 
Man from Blankley s, of which he depressingly recorded: “Strongitharm 
poor as Tidmarsh. Myself poor.” 

But his chief distraction, as always, lay in writing. During his stay 
in Liverpool he wrote a number of short pieces and from time to time 
sent a batch of them to Ethel Colburn Mayne. She criticised them 
minutely, constructively, encouragingly; he felt he was ready to tackle 
something fuller, and launched out into liis first attempt at a grown¬ 
up novel. The Abbey. He wrote twelve chapters at top speed and then 
stuck, bewildered by the multiplicity of characters. He was not ready 
for it after all. 

I looked at the pile of manuscript and felt proud that I could write so 
much—^but how to continue? I must begin again, and this time I must have 
a plan and only so many characters as were needed. And destroy all these 
beautiful pages. Yes, destroy all these beautiful pages. ^ 

^ The Crystal Box ( 1924 ). 
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But he didn’t, couldn’t, destroy them; indeed it is doubtful whether he 
ever, except once, destroyed any of his writings. In 1931, when 
William Plomer said he had torn up the complete manuscript of a 
novel he had written because he was not satisfied with it, Hugh re¬ 
plied: “Marvellous, marvellous! What courage! Tve never lad the 
courage to destroy anything!” Ihen, after a pause, “Do you know, 
you make me feel just like a little girl taken to see the elephants for the 
first time.” 

No, these twelve chapters wetsi preserved: fifteen years lat< r they 
supplied a foundation for The Cat tedral, and today three of the; a may 
still be seen in Prior Sellingegat.‘ at Canterbury. Apart froi i any¬ 
thing else they helped Hugh to m J:e up his mind that he was g* >ing to 
be a writer and not a clergyman. 

His chief friends in Liverpool were the Watsons, the famf y’ of a 
Cambridge friend. The Rev. Dr John Watson, who had recer tly re¬ 
tired after twenty-five years as a Presbyterian minister in the chy, had 
also achieved an immense popular success, under the pen-name of Ian 
Maclaren, with such novels of Scottish life as Beside the Bonnie Brier 
Bush and The Days of Auld Lang Syne, Here was a man who had 
successfully combined the two professions—a living answer to 
Hugh’s contention that they were incompatible, though even here 
Hugh found support for his own theory. “Dr Watson is not very 
popular here,” he told his mother. “It is generally felt that he ought 
not to have given up his clerical work yet—and it only proves that you 
cannot honestly combine writing and the life of a clergyman—not 
unless you put the first underneath.” Hugh lunched or dined with the 
Watsons almost every Sunday, and the Doctor gave him sensible advice. 
Realising that the boy was, at the moment, in no way ready to be or¬ 
dained, but having little evidence on which to base an opinion of 
Hugh’s hterary potentialities, he suggested a temporary job as a 
librarian or a journalist. Hugh could decide nothing, but matters were 
soon brought to a head. 

On 4 January 1907 he was due for ten days’ leave in London, and die 
day before he left. Canon Lambert sent for him and gave him a “serious 
jaw. Said I was not serious enough, did not give up my time enough, 
and had too many interests. I defended myself, but what he says is 
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perfectly true.” In some ways this talk was a relief: it certainly liberated 
his spirit and crystaUised his intentions: 

I went out and down to the Mersey, and there, looking at the river, I had 
one of the most important hours of my life. That foaming flood tossing in 
grey froth and spume out to the sea was invincibly strong and mighty. Ships 
of all sizes were passing; gulls were wheeling with hoarse screams above my 
head—the sun broke the clouds and suddenly the river was violet with silver 
lines and circles. 

At that moment I knew. The ferry arrived from the other side; people 
pushed out and past me. The life and bustle and beauty of the world was 
everywhere about me. I loved it; I adored it; but not for me to try and 
change it. 

Looking out to sea where a great liner slowly took the sun Uke a queen, 
I vowed that I would be a novelist, good or bad, for the remainder of my 
earthly days.^ 

Strengthened by this great resolve, Hugh travelled to London to con¬ 
vince his father, who, apprised of the situation by Lambert, proved 
most sympathetic. To a man of Dr Walpole’s simplicity of heart and 
straitness of outlook, Hugh at this time presented an ever-growing 
problem. One could not take seriously the stories he was always writ¬ 
ing, and yet in every other direction he seemed quite uninterested and 
utterly unemployable. 

It was agreed that all thoughts of ordination should be dropped for 
the moment and that while Hugh was deciding on a profession, perhaps 
schoolmastering, which should keep him while he tried to write, a 
year abroad learning French and German would do no harm. Hugh 
was delighted with this plan, and spent an excited ten days in Lon¬ 
don. He read some of his latest efforts to the family, who, under¬ 
standably, could see little in them; he went to tea with Miss Mayne; 
he was thrilled by Tree and Constance Collier in Antony and Cleopatra, 
and by Granville Barker in The Doctor s Dilemma; he visited Mr 
Gabbitas, the scholastic agent, and gave his “accomplishments which 
looked ridiculously small on paper;” and best of all, he spent two days 
at Tremans in Sussex with the Benson family: 

Arthur the same dear as ever. He is sure that I must go abroad and that I 
^ The Crystal Box (1924). 
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am right about ordination. He is also more or less encouraging about the 
writing. He shows me various things that he is writing, but they arc all too 
like things he has already written. 

Back at Liverpool for a final six weeks, Hugh began a Berlitz course 
in German, and was employed b}* the Mission in the much mo ’e con¬ 
genial work of visiting hospitals, where he was sure of a friend y wel¬ 
come. He was also ordered to gi /e a lecture at the Institute, ot Mary 
Queen of Scots. Of this, the first ( f countless public lectures in I igland 
and America, he wrote at the time: “I was very nervous before but it 
was wonderful how easily it cauic once I began. A man afte rwards 
told me it was as exciting as a no /el.” One day he was summe ned to 
the office and told by Canon Lambert that he was to write a eading 
article on the Mission for the Liverpool Post, He wrote it in half t ti hour 
and it was published the followmg day. 

So on a note of gratitude and relief his six Liverpool month j came 
to an end, but before his next chapter opens there is one moie con¬ 
temporary practice which must be mentioned. At Liverpool he 
contracted the habit of Writing to Authors (not to be confused with 
Writing to Reviewers, a later and more specialised variety of the same 
pastime). Letter-writing in general was a favourite occupation of his 
leisure, and even the most fleeting acquaintances were straightway 
enrolled on his list of likely correspondents. By the time he left Liver¬ 
pool their number was considerable, and until the pressure of other 
delights grew too heavy he strove to keep up widi this ever-growing 
commitment. He himself was rarely a good letter-writer in the literary 
sense, but he was an extraordinarily assiduous one, and no day of his life 
seemed properly ordered unless it began with the receiving and 
answering of a batch of letters. 

The early ones written to authors were simply those naive gestures 
of admiration and gratitude which today are known as “fan-letters,’* 
but two of their earliest recipients were destined to play important parts 
in the drama of Hugh’s life and works. One was Charles Marriott, 
whose Cornish novels from The Column onwards had for some time 
been favourites with Hugh, and who over the next two years wrote 
him a series of letters full of wisdom, encouragement, and good 
counsel. The other was the much more formidable figure of the Grafin 
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Amim, better known as the author of Elizabeth and her German Garden. 
Her answer was more exciting than he had dared to hope: 

Dear Youth, 

Tm glad Frl. Schmidt ^ was beneficial, and I should certainly in your 
place proceed to count up my blessings instead of contemplating the size of 
my annoyances—^it’s a most profitable occupation. Your letter interested 
me to the extent of goading me into writing to you—as you see. I wonder 
what college you were at at Cambridge, why you are going to France, and 
what makes you think you are going to produce a masterpiece. There’s no 
earthly reason why you shouldn’t, but it’s unusual to be so sure. It was nice 
of you to call me “Miss” Elizabeth. Have you then never heard of the Man 
of Wrath? I leave for London tomorrow. Would you Hke to come and see 
me at my club ? I’m looking for a young man to come to us at Easter and 
talk English to the children, as the present one leaves then to go and coach 
for his degree—and perhaps you know of somebody. I prefer Cambridge 
to Oxford, unless it’s a BaUiol man, and of Cambridge Colleges someone 
from King’s or Trinity. If you want to pour out woes to a person who thinks 
rather like Rose-Marie on the subject of young men’s sorrows write me a 
line care of Messrs Smith Elder, 15 Waterloo Place, London S.W. 

Your obhged, amused, and interested 
“Elizabeth.” 

It was with this intriguing letter in his pocket that on 28 February 
1907 Hugh returned once more to Lambeth. 

^ Her novel, Frdulein Schmidt and Mr Anstruther, which Hugh had been enjoying as 
a serial. 
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T he first meeting with Elizabeth took place at the Lyceun; Club 
on March 5. “She is a small rather pretty woman. Vcr ^ out¬ 
spoken and sharp. She ask( d me to teach her children. Took 
me to a queer tea-party. Funny eld ladies and everydiing quail t.” It 
was arranged that he should report: to the German Garden in a nonth 
or two’s time. If the reader wonders why Elizabeth should ha re en¬ 
gaged this unknown young man after so brief an acquaintan- e, the 
reasons will probably be found am ong those same qualities of his which 
were soon to charm Henry Jami s and many others—his brir iming 
enthusiasm for life and literature, his ambition, his excitement about 
everything, his naive childishness—qualities which, with the modifica¬ 
tions of age, were to make him always the most lovable and amusing of 
companions. Possibly in Elizabctli’s case may be added his immense 
potentialities as a subject for teasing. 

After a flying visit to Benson at Magdalene, he crossed the Channel 
on March 7, on his way to the house of a certain M. Marteau in the little 
town of Villefranche de Rouergue in the southern department of 
Aveyron. This was his first grown-up visit abroad, and despite a letter 
full of detailed instructions from Marteau he was everywhere exploited 
by porters and taxi-drivers. “Marteau met me. The ordinary type of 
Frenchman—a little man with a black beard—awfully polite and hospit¬ 
able and has declared two or three times that he will never leave me 
during my stay.” Soon tliis constant attention became wearisome: 
also it was difficult to get a bath, there were smells everywhere, and he 
was disappointed to discover that while Marteau seemed to know a 
great deal about Shakespeare, he had apparently never heard of Anatole 
France. However, Hugh worked hard at his French—dictation, litera¬ 
ture, and conversation—and in his spare time plugged on with The 
Abbey, until after a week or two he abandoned it in favour of a new 
story called Troy Hanneton. 
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Relations with Marteau deteriorated steadily. On March 20 “after 
dejeuner set out with Marteau who had a gun with which he succeeded 
in killing a thrush. It was very hot. Coming back had a royal row with 
M. He said I had behaved hke a pig and was a man of bad character.’* 
It seems likely that Hugh here showed some of the obstinate superiority 
and pride which had made him such an impossible pupil at Durham: 
he certainly laughed at Marteau when the latter grew angry. On Good 
Friday, March 29, matters came to a head: 

Things began to get a little lively at dejeuner, then after dictation I asked 
M. if he wouldn’t give me something harder as I thought I should learn 
more. He lost his temper entirely. I started to pack for Paris. He came in and 
asked for his money which I hadn’t got. So here I am a kind of prisoner. 
I’m going to have all my meals in here. 

By next day his partial imprisonment began to worry him and he 
“wrote a little apology to M. in the morning, not because I had any¬ 
thing to apologise for, but because I hate to be fighting with anyone at 
Easter.” Some of Marteau’s written reply has survived: 

However, I must tell you that you must pay me what you owe me, it is to 
say ^10 before Sunday 7th day of April 6 o’clock p.m. if you do not do so 
I will give you to the poHcemen. Noreover do not try to leave by surprise, 
I did the necessary to have you watched and you will be stopped at the rail¬ 
way station as soon as you go there without me. Your trial to leave me yes¬ 
terday without my knowing it and without paying me is the cause of my 
doing so. 

For two more days Hugh sat in liis room in splendid isolation, having 
his meals brought by a maidservant, reading and writing Troy Hanne- 
ton, but on April 2 the necessary money was telegraphed by his parents. 
In order to draw it out of the post-office he had to produce a witness to 
vouch for his identity; Marteau was the only one available, and in the 
course of the business a complete reconciliation was effected. But 
Hugh had had enough of Villefranche: he wired to Ehzabeth; she 
answered “Come at once,” and he decided to do so. After two happy 
days in Paris, he was in Berlin on April 6, and on the next day reached 
the German Garden itself, which was situated at Nassenheide in Pom¬ 
erania, not far from the shores of the Baltic. 
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Mrs Belloc Lowndes has given an amusing and circumstantial 
account ^ of how Elizabeth met Hugh at the station, pretencTed to lie the 
governess, and extracted from him various friends’ true opiniens of 
herself. The story is not out of character, and it is quite possibL that 
she did play such a trick on one of t le numerous tutors she engag< d for 
her children, but the victim was c( rtainly not Hugh. He had al eady 
met her in London, and his diary describes how he was met b j the 
Graf and his three daughters, the ‘ April, May and June babies, ’ the 
first two of whom were to be Hug] > ’s pupils. 

To begin with he was greatly impressed by the clean spaciousn tss of 
the house compared with the Marte ius’, and by the large staffhead )d by 
a tutor, two governesses, and a lady housekeeper. His roon was 
“charming—white walls with a green stove, looking straight out on to 
a mass of green trees.” There were jncnics in the pine-forests and by the 
seashore, any amount of time for writing and reading (mostly French 
and German, tliough he enjoyed a “very remarkable novel,” The 
Longest Journey by E. M. Forster, one of his predecessors at Nassen- 
heide), and many conversations with the agreeable German tutor. 
From these he learned that no Enghsh tutor had ever stayed longer 
than six months, and soon he began to understand why. 

April 15. Got badly ragged by the Countess. Submitted moderately 
well. 

April 19. The Countess thinks me 'Jarouche'' and I have never felt such 
constraint anywhere as I do here. 

April 25. Got ragged about my novel after diimer. 

The Countess would wait until there was a full and high-born dinner 
table, and then say in a cold, clear voice: “Oh, Mr Walpole, I’ve had 
such an interesting letter from your father. Do you wear flamiel next 
your skin?” At the end of the month he wrote to his mother: 

The country is beautiful with great flat plains of intense green, with rows 
of silver birches and pine-forests on the horizon. I am quite settled down now 
and very comfortable and really get through a surprising amount of reading 

^ In The Merry Wiucs of Westminster (1946). 
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and writing. But I cannot say that I am quite at ease with the Countess yet. 
She says that I have never had any experience of women and that Tm going 
to learn now—she intends to educate me. The result is that every meal is a 
campaign. She starts “ragging” about something and I have to defend my¬ 
self whilst the Frauleins and Mademoiselles sit round. At first it was appall¬ 
ing, but Tm becoming accustomed to it now and I am sure that she is 
excellent for me. But one has to be very careful how one retorts so as to get 
the right border-line between being stupid and being offensive. She is, 
however, quite charming and one of the best women I have ever met in 
every sense of the word. The girls I know better now, but I am not quite at 
my ease with them either. Boys are so much simpler and I think fourteen is 
an awful age for anyone to be. 

And two days later to Charles Marriott: 

The garden is becoming beautiful in a wild rather uncouth kind of way, 
but it is a garden of trees rather than flowers. I get on excellently with the 
German tutor—he is a first-rate fellow and very clever. I understand the 
children better now, and the “April Baby,” now a girl of thirteen with pig¬ 
tails, is dehcious. But girls are extraordinary things and seem to have no 
motives for doing anything. The Countess is a complete enigma. I don’t sec 
much of her but, when I do, she has three moods (i) Charming, Hke her books 
only more so (this does not appear often). (2) Ragging. Now she is unmerci¬ 
ful—attacks you on every side, goes at you until you are reduced to idiocy, 
and then drops you, limp. (3) Silence. This is most terrible of all. She sits 
absolutely mute and if one tries to speak one gets snubbed. She was hke that 
at lunch today, and we all made shots in turn and got “settled.” You see she 
is not an easy person to hve with, but Tm sure there’s a key somewhere which 
I hope to find. My novel is nearly half-finished. It is remarkably bad and I 
haven’t the sUghtest hope of its ever getting anywhere. The people are so 
flabby that it makes one ill to look at them, and they were such splendid and 
interesting intimates when they were in my head—now that they are on 
paper they are distant and rather hostile acquaintances—isn’t it sad? But it 
has shown me, really conclusively, that there is notliing in this whole world 
that I want to do so much. I’m going at it again and again until I get some¬ 
where. 

Finally, I should very much hke your advice. Do you know a Literary 
Agency, Curtis Brown? There is a chance that they will offer me a job— 
somewhere about ;(|ioo a year at first. If they do I very much want to take 
it—^it would be the first step on the ladder. But various elders and betters 
want me to schoolmaster. I feel as if schoolmastering is a grave out of which 
no man rises—they say I can slide into literature from it, but I beheve it would 
take all the stuffing out of one—“there would be no spirit in me.” I do want 
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to Start definitely soon. I don’t know at all that Curtis Brown will make the 
offer but, if they do, I feel very incHned to take it. 

Soon after this the Countess told him he was idle and sent him on a 
solitary walking-tour in the island of Riigen. He did not enjoy it, but 
an article he wrote on the expedition earned him his first literary xward 
—a guinea from the Guardian, 

One day at the beginning of July, Hugh, desperately anx ous to 
prove to the Countess both his literary powers and his since rity of 
purpose, lent her his diary to r&id. When she gave it back \ :> him, 
many of the entries were completed by postscripts in her dis" inctive 
hand. These criticisms, cruel in tl eir penetration but described 1 y their 
victim as “sufficiently true to be amusing,” are here printed in i alics. 

May 27. Read more En Route, \'/hich interests me enormously. I have 
never understood the real spirit of the modern mystic so well befc re. My 
French dictionary is, of course, an immense help. 

June 4. Gautier’s ”Balzac” in the Portraits a moddle of what such a thing 
should be. Wish I were sure how to spell that. Rather fancy it should he on the 
lines of noddle and toddle. Shall write to the ''Academy* and ask. They like letters 
about things like that in their correspondence columns. It IS a splendid paper! 

June 6. Spent a pleasant but idle evening over The Serious Wooing —>“the 
tipsy cake of literature” someone says—very daintily done—but Oh! this 
novel-reading! Must really give it up. My brain is mere tvhipped cream and jam. 

June 7. Got lost in the forest and finally appeared at Rieth where I dis¬ 
covered an extremely rustic inn. Nice fat landlord. Wonder if he*s going to 
be somebody I shall want to write to. 

June 20. Played tennis and won two sets. See no point in mentioning the 
number of sets I didnt win. 

June 22. Played much tennis in the afternoon. The Countess doesn’t like 
being beaten and I shall have to be careful. [This last sentence he carefully 
inked out, writing in the margin as a bhnd: “Silly rot. Nothing to do with 
Duranty.” "Nothing whatever to do with him,** added the Countess, to whom 
the erased passage was as decipherable as it is today.] 

June 26. Read Madame Bovary furiously and finished it! Oh! most 
wonderful! The C. offended me by telling me she doesnt think Mdme. B. a good 
book for hoys. 

And so the game went on, with his liking it less and less. “One is so 
. ragged that the girls never dream of obeying if they don’t want to. 
It has been the same with all the other tutors.” But outwardly he 

E 
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managed to keep up a fairly good face, as witness this letter to Charles 
Marriott, dated June ii: 

I have definitely decided to go in for schoolmastering next year unless 
something very tempting offers itself. The Countess is very much against 
the Curtis Brown idea, and the long holidays in schoolmastering are a great 
attraction—also I think Td be very keen on it if only I could get out of it 
later on . . . 

Meanwhile Tm a lucky youth, I consider, and life, at present, is rather too 
good to be true. The novel is now three-quarters finished, and even if it 
never gets anywhere I shall have learnt a lot by the writing of it. Tve seen 
into the technique of the thing to a much larger extent than I had before. 
Tm not quite sure what to do when it’s finished. I shall send it round a litde 
for experience* sake. . . . 

I’m getting a little disgusted with sitting in a garden and thinking; one is 
apt to be morbid and I think I’m falling too much under the Countess’s 
thumb. 

On July 2 he finished Troy Hanneton. It had become immensely 
long, and though he had himself little opinion of it, he decided to 
inflict it on the willing Arthur Benson. (“He will stagger when he sees 
the mass of it.”) The Countess suddenly decided to take the children 
to England at the end of the month, and on the 22nd Hugh joyfully 
left Nassenlieide, somewhat ashamed of feeling like a boy let out of 
school, and proceeded, partly by train and partly on foot, to Seeheim 
in Thuringia, which he reached a week later. 

Hugh’s relationship with Elizabeth, so inauspiciously begun, gradu¬ 
ally developed into the longest-enduring and one of the firmest of all 
his friendships with women. She was forty-one when they first met, 
Hugh twenty-three; his subjection in the German Garden to that 
cruel wit, those imperious commands uttered in a shrill, piping voice, 
did him a great deal of good, and his fear—almost his dislike—of her 
quickly turned to warm and grateful affection. During die next years 
she wrote him many playful letters beginning “My dearest Jot” and 
ending “Your loving Tittle,” but gradually a deeper note crept in. “I 
do love being with you,” she wrote in 1921, “and laugh more I think 
with you than with anybody.” 

In 1926, when Hugh sent her the new edition of The Golden Scare- 
croto, she wrote to say that it had always been one of her favourites 
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among his books, “nothing to do with being dedicated (invidiously, 
seeing its title) to me.’’ She went on to say that she wished he had re¬ 
moved her German name from the new edition, and ended her letter: 
“I am for ever and ever your loving friend Elizabeth, nee Beauchamp,^ 
late Aniim, and now very unfortunately Russell.” 

“Yes, of course there’s a bond between us,” she wrote in 193 D, “but 
I don’t think it’s either strange or mysterious—it’s simply real afE ction.” 
And again in 1932: 

You can’t think with what a internal sort of pride I rejoice n your 
success—almost as though at Nassenheide I had mothered you, in tead of 
taking you on to that garden seat and goading you hke a small an( impish 
fly. By the way, H. [her first husi and] has been dead twenty-tv o solid 
years—which is more than can be sa:d for most of us. 

In 1937 Hugh wrote (in the only one of his letters which wa. found 
among her papers) to say that he lelt about her exactly as he had always 
done, “the same affection, admiration, and consciousness of not be¬ 
having rightly in his diary.” He had just been to a christening and 
added: “/ should like to be your godson.” To which Elizabeth replied: 

Indeed I wish too that you were my godson, or any other sort of son. 
You are one of the few people I would hke to be related to. And I beheve 
you and I are two of the few people who are more often happy than un- 
happy, and say out loud that they are. 

She died in 194T, only a few months before Hugh himself. 

3 

At Seeheim Hugh spent the next two months very happily, learning 
and reading German, often visiting the opera at Frankfurt and Mann¬ 
heim and being bowled over by Wagner. “German hterature fascinates 
me,” he told Marriott; “it is so strong with such backbone—^like a 
Cornish wind.” In fact he enjoyed it all so much that he was unwilling 
to leave. “I feel,” he told his mother, “like Ahasuerus the Wandering 
Jew—I never seem to stop anywhere. Could you send me some more 
tooth-powder?” He deliberately wrote nothing while he was there, 

’ Elizabeth was first cousin once removed to Katherine Mansfield, whose name was also 
Beauchamp. They both came from Australasia. 
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but was much encouraged by a “letter from A. C. B. re Troy. Very 
encouraging and criticism absolutely true—only not severe enough.” 
Long afterwards he enjoyed thinking that Benson, like everyone else, 
had failed to appreciate him, but now he gratefully took the tactfully 
proffered advice, and Troy Hanneton was the only one of his manu¬ 
scripts that he ever destroyed. In September he wrote to his parents on 
the occasion of their silver wedding, enclosing a somewh at lupjubriou s 
ode and a photograph of himself with a moustache. But soon his time 
was up, and on October 3 he arrived at Tours, the last stage of this 
year’s pilgrimage. 

He had become self-conscious about the shabbiness and inadequacy 
of his luggage, so to avoid the scorn of porters he sent it on by train in 
advance. It went by mistake to the South of France, did not reach liim 
for a month, and eventually cost him a large sum in overweight. He 
was lodged in a glorified iim at Pont-Cler, some four miles from the 
centre of Tours, and here he lost no time in beginning a new novel 
about a Cornish family, then called The House of the Trojans but later 
published as The Wooden Horse. He arranged for two lessons a week 
with a professor in Tours, and in his spare time read Rousseau, Balzac, 
the Goncourts, Hugo, and Baudelaire. For local colour he found Henry 
James’s A Little Tour in France delightful, he contributed a letter on 
German Literature to his beloved Academy, and derived some solace 
from discovering that William de Morgan had begun to publish 
novels, and successful ones too, at the age of sixty-seven. 

Hugh made fiiends with a number of other young Englishmen, in¬ 
cluding the brothers Stanley and Harold Rubinstein, and with them 
engaged in fierce games of Rugby football against various local sides. 
“It is of course not good football,” he told his mother. “They are ex¬ 
tremely brutal, and bite and kick and pull your hair, but as a great 
many of them have beards one has an advantage.” He reported also 
the presence of “a crowd of very styhsh superior Etonians who refuse 
to have anything to do with the Enghshmen.” One of them was Duff 
Cooper, who writes: 

I first met Hugh in the little house in the suburbs of Tours where he was 
writing his first book. There was a tennis court there. I and three other boys 
had come to play. We had changed into flannels. He was playing Avith the 
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son of the house. They were in ordinary clothes and when he saw us Hugh 
had to pretend that they weren’t playing but only knocking up^ which 
considerably perplexed the poor young Frenchman, who was very keen on 
the score. 

Despite this sartorial solecism, Hugh made friends with the Et :>nians, 
and very soon he had deserted tl e Rubinsteins, given up lessc ns and 
football, and moved into a pension in the centre of Tours. To ixplain 
this move, with its extra expense, to his mother, he had recou: se to a 
local variant of the Truro “robers”: “It was very disagreeable going 
back to Pont-Cler at midnight, as apaches abound and I shou" i have 
had to buy a revolver. Also I shall now talk French at meals— i great 
advantage.” 

Thereafter his time at Tours wis largely spent with his new nends, 
playing bridge, visiting chateaux, walking and talking and sit ing in 
cafes. It is doubtful whether at this time any of his friends t< )ok his 
literary ambitions seriously. “The one thing our set was convinced 
about,” writes Harold Rubinstein, “was that he would never make a 
novelist.” But Hugh worked on steadily at The Wooden Horse, and 
when he returned to England in December three chapters were com¬ 
pleted. 


4 

His first visit in London was to Mr Gabbitas, with whom he had been 
corresponding. All available vacancies for schoolmasters had been 
discussed between them and narrowed down to two, one at Epsom 
College, the other at Bristol Grammar School. Mr Gabbitas recom¬ 
mended Bristol, where Cyril Norwood was then headmaster, and it 
seems probable that if Hugh had taken this advice Mr Perrin and Mr 
Traill would never have been written. But Epsom had the supreme 
advantage of being within easy distance of London, and though 
Hugh pretended to prefer it because it was a Public School, its geo¬ 
graphical position in fact tipped the scale. He visited Epsom, liked the 
look of it, found that a relation of his was a matron there, and wrote 
refusing the Bristol offer. He was to start at Epsom in January, teaching 
Classics and English in the lowest form, also more advanced work in 
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one other subject, at a salary of £,120 a year, rising to £150 with an 
ultimate pension. 

The Christmas holidays were spent at Lambeth, reading, writing, 
going to theatres and concerts with Ethel Colburn Mayne; and on 
New Year’s Eve he wrote to Duff Cooper one of those over-emphatic, 
rather pathetic letters, which so often broke off a budding friend¬ 
ship: 

iVe been thinking since we parted, and I see that you are one of the very 
very few acquaintances I possess who are going to be important to my well¬ 
being in the future. You will find, as the years pass, that we shall be essen¬ 
tially necessary to each other—^intellectually—and therefore it irks me that 
weVe got to pass such a long space before coming into close quarters again. 
This is by no means an affectionate statement, but it is so seldom that either 
of us will find anyone whose acquaintance is worth serious development 
that we must be up and doing when it does occur. Now that sounds egr^gi- 
qusjy self-satisfied—but we are both conceited, you know. All I mean is 
tKatyou must correspond regularly this year and I will do the same—better 
letters than this is. 

At the beginning of January Hugh spent a week with the Darwins 
at Dryburn. He read aloud the three chapters of The Wooden Horse to 
Mrs Darwin, and talked with her “about morals and literature—their 
relation—and whether she would still be my friend if I wrote what she 
thought an immoral book.” This was the kind of question which all 
his life he loved to ask his friends. “If I were sent to prison for some¬ 
thing disgraceful, then I should know who my real friends were,” he 
would often say, or “If I were found to be a German spy, you wouldn’t 
visit me in prison, would you?” 

On 20 January 1908 he took up residence at Epsom. With the school 
itself he had at first little quarrel, though he disapproved strongly of 
compelling “poor little children to listen to the Litany before break¬ 
fast.” Schoolmastering seemed to him an excellent profession provided 
one need not stay in it too long. The maintenance of discipline in class 
presented no problems, since, as he told his mother, “they all think I’m 
about fifty owing to my moustache.” 

“Both I myself and most of the people here,” he told Duff Cooper, 
“are such ludicrous figures that one can’t take it seriously-r-and dien 
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there comes a delicious hour with a golden fire and an aromatic pipe, 
when I can fling myself into my writing and forget altogether about 
boys/' He had hoped to be able to devote an hour a day Xo The Wooden 
Horse, but this proved increasingly difficult. Even his diary becomes 
fragmentary hereabouts. A visit to hear Gotterdcimmerung in London 
only made him homesick for Germany: “I took a third-clas; ticket 
from Valhalla to Epsom.” 

At the beginning of March he wrote in jubilation to his moi her: ‘‘I 
sent a part of the novel I’m writing to Marriott the other day, and he 
has written a most warm letter bick saying that it contains the lighest 
promise for my future success as t novelist.” But soon he was ! mging 
for the end of term, since “pcrpcrual talking gets on your nen ss, and 
last night I was teaching in my sl-:ep, to the considerable annoy ince of 
the man next door.” Also he ha i once more been disappoints I in his 
quest for the ideal friend, thinking to have discovered him in on: of the 
older masters and finding his hopes cruelly dashed. Besides failing to 
respond to Hugh’s doubtless excessive protestations of friendship, his 
colleague thought nothing of the opening chapters of The Wooden 
Horse and told Hugh bluntly that whatever else he might be he was 
certainly not a novelist. 

The Easter holidays were a refreshment and a delight to him. He 
spent almost the whole of April at St Ives in Cornwall, where Charles 
Marriott was then living, and he quickly became a favourite with the 
whole Marriott family, playing mixed hockey and romping with the 
children. Apart from the local colony of painters, a number of writers 
hved in the neighbourhood, and among those to whom Marriott 
introduced him were Havelock Ellis and his wife; Mrs Alfred Sidgwick 
the novelist; and most important of all, Samuel Jeyes, the literary editor 
of the morning Standard. 

Charles Marriott’s first impressions of Hugh in the flesh—this was 
their first meeting after more than a year’s correspondence—were of 
**gleaming pince-nez and a chin, and the chin continues to dominate 
my further impressions of him, physically and psychologically.” The 
pince-nez were replaced, some time after the first war, by hom-rimmed 
spectacles. Hugh’s hair was brown, his complexion rosy; he was five 
foot ten and a half irxhes tall. 
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In the midst of so much friendliness and goodwill at St Iveshe worked 
furiously at The Wooden Horse^ and was soon able to write in his diary : 

On the whole the best holidays that I have ever spent, because I did, I 
believe, more or less certainly find myself. As I said to Mrs Ellis, I believe 
I know exacdy what it is that I want and how I mean to get it. My pro¬ 
gramme is to finish this novel, then short stories and articles, then another 
novel. Then as soon as I am really started, to chuck schooling. I learnt a 
very great deal last term. There is to be no giving of myself away, no 
thrusting of myself forward. My one aim is to teach decendy and get the 
novel finished. 

One other incident of the first importance took place during those 
Easter holidays. In London he met W. A. T. Ferris, a young Indian 
Army officer of about his own age, and began a friendship which 
was to last, although years often passed widiout their seeing each other, 
for the rest of his life. The meeting was so important for him at the 
time that he later tore out of his diary the four pages describing it—the 
only example of such discretion. 

Back at Epsom for the summer term, Hugh stole every possible 
moment for The Wooden Horse, and at the end of May he wrote to tell 
his mother of its completion: 

I am terribly depressed about it. I think it is very bad.... I am quite sure 
that it is wrong for me to go on with the schoolmastering longer than is 
absolutely necessary. It is not that I don’t hke it, but the writing gets a 
stronger grip on me every day and all my thoughts are centred on it —that 
isn’t fair to the schoolmastering. 

In fact, compared with the sprawling amateurishness of Troy Hanne-- 
ton, The Wooden Horse was surprisingly shapely and competent—indeed 
professional. The completed manuscript was sent first to Marriott, who 
read it with the most painstaking care, suggested a number of improve¬ 
ments, and wrote: “Don’t worry; the book is a lot better than you 
know. In all essentials it is a very good piece of work, and whatever 
defects there are in it are merely due to inexperience.” 

Ethel Colburn Mayne, its next critic, was equally kind and apprecia¬ 
tive. At the end of a twelve-page letter full of constructive criticism 
she wrote: “Well, to sum up, undeniable talent it shows—quite un¬ 
deniable. That construction and the variety of setting should come to 
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you so easily is well for you. And the style will gain in beauty, as style 
always does. . . . For a first novel, it will very decidedly do'' 

Lastly he sent the manuscript to E. M. Forster, whoryi also he had got 
to know as a correspondent by writing him a “fan-letter/’ From him 
Hugh received five pages of sincere and searching criticism, be{ inning: 
‘‘I can say without preamble that it’s good,” and proceeding ‘‘You 
ought to get it taken all right—though of course one can’t ev i speak 
for certain about that.” 

Such reports only marshalled h im the way that he was going and on 
July 7 he wrote to his mother: “.Anyhow I think that schooln: istering 
is a poor game. You can’t go on your own lines, and it’s all :onven- 
tional tradition—obsolete and useless. I shall clear out of it at the end 
of the year.” 

Lest it be thought, however, tint Hugh was a total failure as a ;eacher, 
here is a testimonial from one of his pupils, Mr F. W. Black: 

I went to Epsom College in the summer term of 1908 and was placed in 
the second form of the Lower School. The form-master was Hugh Walpole. 
My memories of liim are very vivid. He taught us to spell by what I main¬ 
tain was one of the best methods tried—he started us at the beginning of the 
term on a certain page in our history-book, giving us ten lines to learn each 
day apart from all other work. Every morning we had ten words to write 
down, one wrong write out ten times, more than one the whole ten ten 
times. On Saturday mornings if we had behaved ourselves we had a mock 
battle on the large black-board—we learnt tactics and strategy thereby. 
Round tliis black-board hangs a tale. It was really a large slate board im¬ 
mediately behind the high chair on which Walpole sat: he had a habit of 
tilting his chair backwards so that the back of liis head rested on this board. 
Now in those days Walpole greased his hair and a mark soon appeared on the 
board, to be known henceforth as Walpole, his Mark. It was there in 1916 
when I left. Walpole was taUish, wore pince-nez and of course a mortar¬ 
board and gown, the former greasy from his smarmed down hair, the latter 
white with continual rubbing out of chalk. 

And the unorthodox method of teaching which Hugh described in 
after years, while it may have been actuated by idleness or disinclina¬ 
tion, was probably a great deal more effective than he imagined: 

Rows of tousle-headed boys are waiting for a lesson in French grammar, 
and now I begin: “This morning I will tell you a story and you will deliver 
up to me next lesson a translation of this in your best French—A few years 
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ago, on a dark and windy evening in Paris, a tall man, his face hidden in a 
black coat, might be observed passing swiftly down a side street-^ 

This sort of thing came easily to the practised narrator of the Marlow 
dormitory, and much later in life, if one of his lectures had not lasted 
quite long enough, Hugh would say: ‘‘Will someone in tlie audience 
give me a word, and I will make up a story round it.” 

During the summer holidays he stayed with Arthur Benson, with 
Ferris, and with other friends. He also began a new novel. As a change 
from the conventional restraint of The Wooden Horse, he decided to 
indulge his romantic instinct in a daring battle between Good and Evil. 
And what could be more daring than to make the Devil his chief 
character? Such was the origin of Maradick at Forty. That he spelt it 
“Fourty” throughout was a symptom less of callow ignorance, as he 
was fond of asserting, than of a permanent inability to spell the 
commonest words. His publishers and their proof-readers became 
used to regulating all his spelling and punctuation, though occasionally, 
as happened with The Apple Trees, an unaccustomed publisher would 
let a shoal of anomalies through the net. 

As soon as Maradick was under way, the manuscript of The Wooden 
Horse, improved by the suggestions of its three critics, was des¬ 
patched to its first publisher. Anticipating a long series of refusals, 
Hugh determined to work steadily through the best firms, beginning 
at the top with the great house of Smitli Elder, publishers of Thackeray 
and the Brontes, and to them it was accordingly sent. 

All October he could settle to nothing. Maradick was set aside in 
favour of an historical novel about Napoleon; this in turn gave way to a 
school story on the lines of those that P. G. Wodehouse wrote for 
the Captain magazine; then Maradick was resumed. And all this time 
the debate on his future continued. Once again Dr Walpole showed 
himself wise and understanding, particularly when it is remembered 
that he had no reason to believe that Hugh would ever make good as a 
writer. On November 3 he wrote: 

My dear Hugh, 

Mother has just sent me on your letter with A.C.B.’s. I quite agree 
with him and though I should have preferred your having the background 
^ Reading: An Essay ( 1926 ). 
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of teaching with its healthy life and certain income, I was beginning to feel 
as you have felt, that it was rather hard on the teaching to play second fiddle. 
This step was inevitable though it has come sooner than I expected and, I may 
add, hoped. I don’t think I fear your not getting enough to live upon—^it 
will be moderate at any rate, and for a time perhaps only a bare sufliciency, 
but I expect it will be that. My fear rather is about the effect of th»: racket 
and interest of London life on your health. You will be in danger of :uming 
night into day, getting no regular cx( rcisc, only insufficient sleep, and perhaps 
not enough of the solid kind of food to keep your body going. And though 
you will be rested in having but the one tiling to do, it will take n: Dre out 
of you. Do think of that side. And you won’t mind your old fath r men¬ 
tioning another. If anything is true a: all, it is that the exercise of the C tiristian 
Faith keeps a man’s judgment sound, wholesome and uphfting. Ian quite 
sure you will never write anything tl at is not healthy, strong and stim dating, 
but the world is a very fascinating su tor to those engaged in literature. and so 
many men and women fall below tl e expectations that were rightly formed 
of them when they began, that I can't help being a bit anxious. Our 1 insman 
Horace is a very bad example of what I mean. He knew the world vc ry well 
but knew nothing else. 

I do wish you with all my heart God speed and hope there may always be 
enough margin to prevent your being a pot-boiler. 

Always your loving Father, 

G. H. S. Walpole. 


A week later Hugh took the plunge: 

My dearest Parents, 

I have just written to the Headmaster tendering my resignation, which I 
have no doubt he will gratefully accept. I’m afraid this has been preparing 
for some time, but I hadn’t told you anything until I was quite sure. 

I have been offered a kind of flying commission by the London Literary 
Agency (Curtis Brown) commencing at ^2 a week. I am to suggest books, 
discover new authors and arrange terms. I am to be given plenty of spare 
time. If I stick at it the pay is to increase. I am also to review regularly 
for the Literary World and the Bookman. I have made a new friend, 
Ransome, who is one of the biggest men there are just now, and he has 
promised me as much critical work as I hke. Also Jeyes of the Standard 
will help me. Also the Napoleon book is practically certain. Also the novel 
is in the last selection and the Agency have asked to take any work that I 
have. Also Gabbitas assures me he can get an hour or two’s coaching a week 
if I want it. Also I shall start in the summer on the Extension Lectures. 

I shall start with nearly ^60 in hand and no bills. If I fail altogether I can 
go back to mastering. Everyone advises me to do it, and I have not the 
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slightest doubt that the time has come. The present position is impossible, 
and now it seems to me unnecessary. I hope you won’t feel badly about it, 
but it is a case in which a man must decide for himself, and I have no doubt 
that it is the right thing. I will try and come and see you as soon as I can— 
this week if possible. 

I have had some wonderful little dinners this week. Marriott has been in 
town and we have had great times. 

Write soon, 

Yr loving 
Hugh. 

Arthur Ransome would have been amused to read this letter, since 
at the time he was almost as struggling and unknown as its author. 
The editors of the Literary World and the Bookman would have been 
equally astonished. 

But before Hugh shook off the dust of Epsom he made another 
move in the game of Writing to Authors. Greatly daring, and with 
some introductory assistance from Arthur Benson, he sent a letter to 
Henry James, and from Lamb House, Rye, came an answer, the first 
of many, many letters in that thick black writing; tender, affectionate, 
cautionary, elaborate, gossipy letters tliat no one else could have written. 
Small wonder that when Hugh came home for Christmas 1908 he felt 
that magic casements were about to open. 



BOOK TWO 

THE HUMAN MAZE 


Clearly you move stiU in the h .man maze—but I like to think of 
you there; may it be long be ore you find the clue to the exit. 

Henry James to Hugh Walpole 
14 August 1912. 




CHAPTER FIVE 


THE THRESHOLD OF FICTIVE ART 

I 

S uccess, Avhich ruins many, is for others the natural food on which 
they thrive. Hugh was one of these. Until the day, i Fe )ruary 
' 1909, when he set up on his o wn in London to be a writer, le had 
succeeded in nothing. School, uni% ersity, the Mersey Mission, tu oring, 
schoolmastering, even writing itself—all these had found him wanting, 
had indeed at times reduced him t » a figure of fun. Only the vis onary 
gleam had persisted, the unqueni hablc, irrational conviction t lat he 
had been bom to write a masterpiece; this alone had brought him to the 
edge of that literary world which lie so longed to enter. 

It is perhaps worth while to consider what kind of world it was, and 
who were its leading figures. Meredidi and Swinburne were at the end 
of their lives; Kipling had done his best work; Hardy had just com¬ 
pleted his masterpiece The Dynasts; Henry James, having wrestled 
with the revisions and prefaces for the great New York Edition of his 
works, was bemoaning the public's indifference to it. Conrad had pro¬ 
duced no novel since The Secret Agent (1907); George Moore was work¬ 
ing on his autobiographical trilogy Hail and Farewell (1911-14). Of the 
younger men, Arnold Bemiett had published The Old Wines' Tale in 
1908 and so stepped up into line with H. G. Wells, whose fantastic 
romances were now giving place to Kipps (1905) and Tono-Bungay 
(1909). John Galsworthy’s first Forsyte novel The Man of Property had 
appeared in 1906; Chesterton and Belloc were in the heyday of their 
liberal versatility; Shaw, Granville Barker, and Barrie held the stage; 
Ford Madox Hueffer had just begun to edit the English Review. It was 
a time of great literary activity, the Edwardian culmination of the age of 
plenty. 

Hugh was convinced that if only he could gain a foothold in this 
world, be granted some initial success however small, he would never 
look back. And he was right. If the year 1909 may be described as his 
annus mirabilis, the February of diat year was certainly the most exciting 
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month of his life. On the ist he moved into a room at No. 20 Glebe 
Place, Chelsea, for which he paid die absurdly low rent of four shillings 
a week; on the same day he started part-time work with Curtis Brown 
at a salary of two pounds a week; on the 13 th The Wooden Horse was 
accepted by Smith Elder; a week later he was given the regular job of 
reviewing novels for the Standard at a salary of three pounds a week; 
and on the 28th he dined alone with Henry James at the Reform Club. 

On the evening when the letter announcing Smith Elder’s decision 
arrived at Glebe Place, Hugh, wild with excitement, rushed out to a 
restaurant on the embankment called The Good Intent. Never before 
had he dared to mingle with the artists who sat there at a large central 
table, but now he loudly told them of his good fortune, ordered wine, 
and called on them to drink his health. Next morning he hurried over 
the river to Lambeth to break the good news to his family. It was one 
of his proudest moments. 

The engagement with Curtis Brown was less successful, savouring 
more of his earlier failures with their attendant scenes of comedy. He 
was engaged by Curtis Brown’s partner, Hughes Massie, a large, vague, 
kindly American ‘‘like a pale bolster,” but the scope of his duties was 
never exactly defined, and for some time he hung about the office with 
little to do. Eventually in desperation Massie set him to work on die 
preparation of a book to be called Careers for Young Men, This was to 
be assembled partly by the collection of facts from encyclopaedias, and 
partly by soliciting the first-hand opinions of successful people. There 
was certainly a gentle irony in this juxtaposition of Facts (which Hugh 
had never been able to master) and Careers (when his own seemed so 
problematical). A list of suitable celebrities was compiled, including 
the Bishop of London, .Eugene Sandow, Arthur CoUins of Drury 
Lane, Hall Caine, the head of Marshall Sc Snelgrove, and a well-known 
writer on cricket (‘T cannot today,” wrote Hugh in 1931, “hear their 
names without a shudder”). The last of these, perhaps as being the least 
intimidating, was tackled first. 

I knew nothing about cricket and, I fear, cared nothing. My Celebrity had 
not, to do him justice, any desire to impress me. He wished only to be rid 
of me. When I asked him the steps that anyone should take if he wished to 
write about cricket he looked at me, I remember, with complete blankness. 
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“The steps?” he asked. “The steps?” 

“Yes,” I stammered. “For a Career ... how should one begin?” 

“My God!” he cried, “I don’t know. It isn’t a Career. It’s a bloody 
bore.” 1 

Thus ended the only interview which Hugh ever conducte<, since 
rather than face the rest of his c elebrities, he parted amicabb' from 
Massie and determined to rely on writing and reviewing or his 
livelihood. 

The post on the Standard was tb: result of a series of lucky ac( idents. 
Charles Marriott had introduced him to Samuel Jeyes. Jeye* asked 
Hugh to luncheon, and out of the kindness of his heart gave him one or 
two novels to review. Hugh took great pains with his article, bu when 
it was finished he knew it was 1.0 good. Happening to mec Ethel 
Colburn Mayne in the Reading Room of the British Musei m, he 
asked her opinion. She took him out to a tea-shop, read what le had 
written, and then asked him what he really thought of the boohs. He 
told her at some length, and she advised him to tear up his stilted notice 
and to go home and re-write it exactly as though he were talking to 
her. He had the sense to take her advice, and the lesson was invaluable. 
Thereafter many of his early review^s contained elements of that ferocity 
with which the young are apt to castigate their ciders, and it was this 
lively spirit of attack which prompted Jeyes to give the regular novel¬ 
reviewing to one who in his middle years w as so often to be accused 
of over-kindness. Hugh reviewed novels for the Standard for the next 
four years. 

But above and overshadowing all these excitements was the first 
meeting witli Henry James. They had already exchanged several letters 
by which, and from what Benson had told him, the Old Master, 
oppressed by illness and lack of recognition, was to some extent pre¬ 
pared for the mixture of entliusiasm, ambition, and youthful hero- 
worship which he was to encounter. He had already urged Hugh to 
hurl himself into “the deep sea of journalism,” counselled him “above 
all keep as tight hold as you can of the temper and the faith of your 
almost unbearably enviable youth,” and asked for more letters: “I 
have been writing letters for a hundred years—while you bleat and 

^ The Apple Trees (1932). 
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jump like a white lambkin on the vast epistolary green which stretches 
before you co-extensive with Hfe/’ 

Nor did he fail to warn his young friend of the meagre rewards of 
the artist: 

I don’t want to scare you, but I’ve never made Letters particularly or even 
very conveniently ‘"pay”—and indeed I hate to talk about that side of them. 
It’s an excellent side in itself, but any view of it should be kept in a totally 
distinct compartment of the mind from the view of the loved objects in 
themselves. 

Their first meeting is recorded only by Hugh’s brief diary note: 

Dined with Henry James alone at the Reform Club. He was perfectly 
wonderful. By far the greatest man I have ever met—and yet amazingly 
humble and affectionate—absolutely delightful. He talked about himself 
and his books a good deal and said some very interesting things. It was a 
wonderful evening. 

Towards the end of March, Hugh spent a short holiday motoring 
with Arthur Benson in the Midlands. Although it rained almost in¬ 
cessantly, and Benson was suffering from one of his recurrent fits of 
depression, Hugh enjoyed it all immensely, reading and reviewing 
novels as he went, working on Maradicky and correcting the proofs of 
The Wooden Horse. But there was better to come—an invitation from 
James to spend an April week-end at Rye, though 

. . . you’ll have with me in every way much shorter commons, much 
sterner fare, much less purple and fine Hnen, and in short a much more 
constant reminder of your mortaHty than while you loll in A. C. B.’s chariot 
of fire.... I am tenderhearted enough to be capable of shedding tears of pity 
and sympathy over young Hugh on the threshold of fictive art—and with 
the long and awful vista of large production in a largely producing world 
before him. Ah, dear young Hugh, it will be very grim for you with your 
faithful and dismal friend Henry James. 

As far as it concerned literary production the prophecy was not with¬ 
out point, yet the week-end was anything but grim. In his diary for 
April 26 Hugh wrote: 

Spent a wonderful week-end with Henry James. Much more wonderful 
than I had expected. I am very lucky in my friends. The house and garden 
are exactly suited to him. He is beyond words. I cannot speak about him. 
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And in answer to Hugh’s bread-and-butter letter, to which doubtless 
was added a modicum of jam, James sent an affectionate note in which 
he suggested that Hugh should address him for the present as 
“Tres-cher Maitre” or “My very dear Master.” This injunction was 
always strictly obeyed, though in the privacy of his diar^, and 
proudly in letters to his famil/, Hugh boldly made mention of 
“Henry.” 

On May 14, exactly three months after its acceptance. The Wooden 
Horse was published, with a dedic ition to Ferris. The agreeme: it with 
Smith Elder was not a very favourable one: no royalty was ] aid on 
the first eight hundred copies, an 1 since the first edition (a- th )usand 
copies with an additional five hi: ndred for the colonies) was 1 ot ex¬ 
hausted for many years, it is not surprising that Hugh’s total 3 eceipts 
from it just paid his typist’s bill. But the book achieved other results, 
more precious to him just then tl:an money—reviews and letters, talk 
and praise, which launched him expeditiously on his long career of 
authorship. One of the advance copies was sent to Henry James: his 
criticism has perished, but it seems that he treated the work with some¬ 
thing less than the tenderly ruthless analysis which he meted out to its 
successors. 

The reviews were copious and on the whole encouraging. The Times 
Literary Supplement dismissed the book in five lines with: “It is a story 
of some merit, but the title, with its references to Greek and Trojan, 
seems rather a foolish one;” the Outlook praised the Cornish scenes and 
atmosphere but declared the book inferior to J. C. Snaith’s Broke of 
Covenden; qualified praise was bestowed by Punchy the Morning Post, 
the Observer, and tlie Guardian; while it was left to the pseudonymous 
reviewer of the Stirling Sentinel to declare: “If we don’t hear a good 
deal more of Mr Hugh Walpole, then my name isn’t Orion.” To 
Hugh’s delight much the longest and most appreciative notice appeared 
in his favourite Academy, whose critic “could not wish a single passage 
altered or a word varied.” 

All this provided a sufficient beach-head for his invasion of London. 
His engagement-book did not yet resemble the palimpsest of later 
years, but there was no lack of new plays, new books, new friends. “I 
simply worshipped men of letters and went for them direct as a kitten 



70 


THE THRESHOLD OF FICTIVE ART 


[1909 

goes to a saucer of milk/’ ^ Invitations from Henry James grew more 
exciting, more elaborate. Here is one dated June 16 and written from 
the Reform Club: 

As the case stands, are you by any chance free on Friday p,m, —day after 
tomorrow ? And in that case will you dine with me in some loose wild way 
—^less ponderously than here ? I find Eustace Miles ^ very favourable to my 
health—will you on said Friday meet me there at 8 o’clock ?—after wliich we 
can perhaps do sometliing else, though I think there is nothing so friendly as 
perhaps for you to come back here and mildly smoke in our big cool gallery. 

Hugh’s diary for this period is scrappy, but there are glimpses of 
him in the correspondence of James, who on June 5 wrote to Arthur 
Benson: 

It isn’t only that I owe you a letter, but that I have exceedingly wanted to 
write it—ever since I began (too many weeks ago) to feel the value of the 
gift that you lately made me in the form of the acquaintance of deHghtful and 
interesting young Hugh Walpole. He has been down to see me in the 
country, and I have had renewed opportunities of him in town—the result 
of which is that, touched as I am with liis beautiful candour of appreciation 
of my ‘‘feeble efforts,” etc., I feel for him the tenderest sympathy and an 
absolute affection. I am in general almost—or very often—sorry for the 
intensely young, intensely confident and intensely ingenuous and generous— 
but I somehow don’t pity him, for I tliink he has some gift to concihate the 
Fates. I feel him at any rate an admirable young friend, of the openest mind 
and most attaching nature, and anything I can ever do to help or erJighten, 
to guard or guide or comfort liim, I shall do with particular satisfaction, 
and with a Hvely sense of being indebted to you for the interesting occasion 
ofit.® 

And again on July 24: 

You mustn’t think I shall keep always “thanking” you for Hugh Walpole; 
but I must do so at least this once again.... We have become fast friends; I 
am infinitely touched by his sympathy and charmed by his gifts (not the 
least marked of his merits being his affection for you); and I wish him no end 
of ardent existence—feeling as I do that he can handsomely and gallantly 
carry it.^ 

^ The Crystal Box (1924). 

* The leading vegetarian restaurant of the day. 

3 The Letters of Henry James (1920), vol n, from which this text is taken. 

^ Henry James: Letters to A, C. Benson and Auguste Monod (1930), from which this 
text is taken. 
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At the beginning of August Hugh set out on a round of country- 
house visits. Among others he stayed widi the Darwins at Drybum and 
with Lady Lovelace (to whom James had introduced him) at Ashley 
Combe, near Porlock in Somerset. 

Mary Caroline, Countess of Lovelace, was a lady of great wealth 
and some idiosyncrasy. Bom a Stuart-Wortley, great-granddaughter 
of the first Lord Whamcliffe, sfce was now the childless wk ow of 
Byron’s grandson, and a great host iss. Ashley Combe was used • »nly in 
the summer and she lived mostly at Ockham Park in Surrey. 

Ockliam (which has since been burned down) had been a b( lutiful 
old house, until it was “improv,‘d” by Lady Lovelace, who was a 
fervent admirer of William Mor is. She was a fanatical oppoi ent of 
smoking, which at Ockham was permitted only in one dismal sm )king- 
room, and not even in the garden if the hostess was in sight. S le also 
believed that the land was being mined by too many drains, and re¬ 
fused to have any at Ockliam. Larth closets were the rule, and hip¬ 
baths in bedrooms, with hosts of servants to fetch and carry. When¬ 
ever she considered the weather to be fine enough, her house-party 
would dine on a stone-flagged terrace outside the house. Food and 
drink were superlatively good, but the diners were often perished with 
cold or beset by midges and modis. 

Hugh was enchanted by Ashley Combe, “the most beautiful house 
I’ve ever stayed in, built into the forest on the side of the hill with the 
sea at the bottom. The gardens are laid out wonderfully.” He reported 
his doings to Henry James, who was moved to answer: 

Right you are, through the tliick or the tliin of it, to lead your multi¬ 
tudinous life and keep bounding through the hoops of your apparently 
perpetual circus. Great must be your glories and triumphs and rounds of 
applause, and I break into solitary clapping here, late in the sultry night, when 
I hear of your lawn tennis greatness. It aU sounds awfully hot and brave and 
unmorbid and objective—keep it up, to my fond vision, therefore, as long 
as you can stand it. I can do my own alembications—yow must do my 
gymnastics. 

Perhaps this last phrase, more than any odier, sums up the relation¬ 
ship between the two men. 

By the middle of September Hugh was back in Chelsea, with 
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Maradick three-quarters finished, and immediately he plunged once 
more into the round of amusements—a party at Glebe Place where 
Henry James was introduced to Ethel Mayne, Marriott, and others of 
Hugh's early benefactors; luncheon-parties; many promenade concerts; 
and, as always, theatre-going. 

With James and the American novelist W. D. Howells he went to 
see a detective play called Arskne Lupin. The Master was seldom a 
satisfied playgoer and would often leave at the end of the second act, 
announcing loudly that the play was “imbecile rot." On this occasion 
he “lasted to the end, indeed, but left then in a tempest of fury, the rest 
of us huddling behind. Only, in the foyer, Howells pressed my arm, 
and whispered: ‘Never mind. Don’t tell him—but we did enjoy it, 
didn’t we?’ ^ It seems unlikely that James was any more pleased by 
Pinero’s Mid-Channel, which he and Hugh saw together a few days 
later. 

There followed a blissful week at Lamb House, whence Hugh wrote: 
Dearest Mother, 

A very little line so that you shouldn’t think that Vd disappeared alto¬ 
gether into some mysterious limbo, never to emerge. H. J. wants me to 
stay here more or less indefinitely—but I shall have to come back to town 
tomorrow and perhaps will return here later. 

We have had some extraordinary talks. You can imagine what it must be 
to hear all about Thackeray, Stevenson, Dickens, Carlyle and the rest in¬ 
timately from first hand. And then all his talk about the Novel and his own 
things is quite amazing. It is a wonderful thing for me and will of course 
alter my whole hfe. He is, I think, a really great man. The honour is all the 
greater as Mrs Prothero, wife of the editor of the Quarterly, told me yester¬ 
day that I am now supposed to have more influence over him than anyone, 
and say things to him that no one else can—and so I get given messages 
to give him and act the diplomatist. He wants to come to tea at Lambeth 
and see all of you. I’m sure you would love him. 

You’ll all be interested to know that Maradick was finished on Monday. 
I feel curiously lost without it. 

I’ll see you soon I hope. 

Love to all, 

Yr. loving 
Hugh. 


^ The Apple Trees (1932). 
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In London new friends and fresh experiences came thick and fast. 
He was captivated by the charm, wit, and kindness of Robert Ross; 
a dinner-party, given for him at the Reform Club, was attended by, 
among others, Ross, Max Beerbohm, H. G. Wells, Arthur Glutton- 
Brock, Thomas Seccombe, Reginald Turner, and young Harold 
Nicolson, just down from Oxford. No wonder Hugh was : ble to 
confide to his diary: “My good rbrtune continues to make n e gasp 
with surprise—it is all like a fairy-tale. I suddenly find that [ have 
everything that I want.” Nor do taese words seem exaggerated in the 
light of the obscure failure of a \^ear before. 

His engagement book also mei.tions Duff Cooper, Neville 1 ytton, 
Mrs W. K. Clifford, Violet Hunt, Hdward Marsh, Desmond Col e, and 
E. F. Benson; but Robert Ross w .s the bright star of the mome: it, and 
this friendship even survived Hu^^h’s reading the whole of M iradick 
aloud to his new friend, though Ross “only cared for bits” of .t. In¬ 
spired by this qualified praise Hugh began a new novel called The 
Crabtree, intended to be the first book of a trilogy, “tracing a man’s 
development under the three great formative impulses—Heredity, 
Love, and Ambition,” but though he spent six months on its opening 
chapters, he gladly put it aside next summer in favour of a more com¬ 
pelling subject. 

On December 8 he sat in a box at the Haymarket Theatre with 
Henry James and Maurice Maeterlinck, watching the first performance 
in England of The Blue Bird, In the interval Herbert Trench, the 
manager of the theatre, invited them behind the scenes. Through the 
open door of a dressing-room Hugh caught sight of a number of 
middle-aged and elderly dwarfs busily shaving. He asked who they 
were and Trench answered: “Oh, they’re the unborn babies in the next 

. 99 

act. 

And so this incredible year of 1909 ended in a whirl of work and 
social occasions. For the Standard Hugh compiled an ample Christmas 
Books supplement, besides trying his hand at dramatic criticism. He 
was even courted by publishers, and again Henry James was present 
with advice: 

The way the very publishers dandle you on their bloated knee, each 
wishing to make the rosy Babe crow and kick for him, is a phenomenon 
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indeed uncanny in its sort. (Don’t attempt too precipitately to feed on the 
arid bosom of Heinemanny let me interpose—with whom I’ve had an experi¬ 
ence—a very long one—beggaring behef; but don’t either, please, quote me 
as the source of that warning.) 

Christinas was spent with his family at Lambeth, whither James sent 
fervent greetings and a cheque for five pounds, “to help you to some 
small convenient object.” To Hugh’s protestations of devotion the 
old man answered: 

I am deeply moved by your word to the effect that you will “love me till 
you die”; it gives me so beautiful a guarantee of a certain measurable resist¬ 
ance to pure earthly extinction. Yes, I want that to happen. 

And so it did. 


2 

At the begiiming of 1910 Hugh began once again to devote to each 
day a whole page of his diary, so that his progress can be observed in 
greater detail. The year began well with “a most interesting luncheon 
party—Mrs Clifford, Ethel Dilke, Rjioda Broughton, Lilian Braith- 
waitc, A. E. W. Mason, and Sidney Lee. Talked to the latter most of 
the time and he eventually asked me to dinner.” Hugh has so often 
been accused of furthering his literary career by other than literary 
means, of choosing his friends for their usefuhiess to him, and of slough¬ 
ing them off when they had ceased to be valuable, that it may be timely 
to discuss the question here, in the light of a contemporary incident. 
Charles Marriott writes: 

Not long after we settled in London [in 1909] Hugh had engaged to dine 
with us but threw us over for an invitation from old Lady Lovelace, explain¬ 
ing quite frankly that she would be of more use to him in that stage of his 
career as a writer. Personally I was not scandaHzed; given Hugh’s tempera¬ 
ment, his determination to get on, and his uncertain position at the time, his 
desertion seemed to me at least logical, and what interested me most was 
Hugh’s candour and his apparent inabiUty to see why it should have given 
offence; but it upset the feminine part of my family a good deal. 

All through his life Hugh retained a great deal of the child in his 
nature, both inwardly and on the surface. The child’s impulsiveness, 
generosity, uninhibited lack of conversational discretion, and above all 



THE CHILD IN HIS NATURE 


75 


ABT. 25] 

enjoyment, of beautiful things, little things, everything—all these were 
his: all these combined to make him the most enchanting of com¬ 
panions. But he possessed also many of the child’s simplest faults: 
abnormally sensitive himself, he would frequently trample wit 1 jovial 
disregard on the susceptibilities of others; often, with little or no reason, 
he would suddenly fly into a passion of rage, which usuall r spent 
itself swiftly, to be at once dismissed from his memory: and ilways, 
always, more than anything else, he wanted everyone to love lim. 

Endowed with these characteri tics, and bursting suddenly oj to the 
London scene at. a very young twenty-five, after a miserable adoles¬ 
cence, he was undoubtedly guilty of many such actions as that d( scribed 
by Marriott. Some of the people 1 e dropped in this way—and ir< nically 
enough old Lady Lovelace was larer one of them—were natural y very 
hurt and angry, but Hugh was too excited to notice. Of co irse he 
wanted to be a success: most pe(>ple do. But to argue from tiis that 
the whole of his life was based on a carefully worked out plan of self¬ 
advancement, and all his literary reputation on the puffing of his friends, 
is nonsense. He went to parties primarily because he loved them. He 
lectured, partly no doubt because it was profitable and good for sales, 
but chiefly because he enjoyed it hugely: he was a natural speaker, and 
people usually like doing the things they do well. And who will 
seriously maintain that the tens of thousands of people, increasing 
steadily to hundreds of thousands, who read his books all over the 
world did so for any other reason save that they enjoyed them? 


3 

At a dinner party in January 1910 Hugh met for the first time Mrs 
Belloc Lowndes, the novelist sister of Hilaire Belloc. She and Hugh 
were alike in many ways: both were fluent and amusingly indiscreet 
talkers; they shared an inexhaustible appetite for life and letters; they 
both worked hard at their writing. They took to each other at sight, 
and later Hugh drew her portrait with loving accuracy as Mrs Launce 
in Fortitude. 

John Buchan was another new friend who promised well, but the 
person who most took Hugh’s fancy was an American named Arthur 
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Fowler whom he met staying with friends in the country. Fowler said 
he was travelling to Lausanne in a few days’ time and Hugh impulsively 
decided to accompany him. 

Leaving his new friend after a week, Hugh went on alone and spent 
a few magical days in Venice, in exploration and wonder. (The sub¬ 
sequent visit to Rome, so plausibly described in Roman Fountain, was 
imaginary.) Back in London, he was surprised to find himself in danger 
of dismissal from the Standard. Jeyes was extremely annoyed at his 
having gone abroad without warning, and a sharp rebuke brought him 
back to his reviewing with renewed determination. 

In March the number of his friends was importantly increased. The 
entry in Arnold Bennett’s journal reads: “Tea at Rumpelmayers. 
Mrs Lowndes. Met a young novelist named Walpole. Stayed there 
fighting against the band of music till 6.15;” while Hugh was content 
to describe Bennett as “quite amusing, with a funny French wife— 
more the author of The Glimpse than The Old Wives' Tale." 

Bennett was by now an established literary figure, in a position to 
bestow on his youtig friend a great deal of friendly advice and practical 
help. Both he and H. G. Wells, of whom Hugh saw something at this 
time, always addressed him as “Hughie” and referred to him as “the 
child.” Edmund Gosse, too, took a fatherly interest in him and sug¬ 
gested that he should do some regular secretarial work for Lord Stan- 
more ^ in the House of Lords. He visited Stanmore; it was arranged 
that Hugh should assist in sorting and arranging the papers of his 
employer’s father. Lord Aberdeen, and at the end of April he started 
work. 

That same week Maradick at Forty was pubUshed by Smith Elder. 
The edition again consisted of one thousand copies (with an extra four 
hundred for the colonies), but this time a second impression of six 
hundred copies was called for in the autumn, and a third of five hundred 
in 1911, though this was not exhausted for eight years. Arthur Benson 

^ Arthur Charles Hamilton-Gordon, first Baron Stanmore (1829-1912), youngest son 
of the fourth Earl of Aberdeen, had been a Liberal Member of Parliament, private 
secretary to two Prime Ministers (his father and Mr Gladstone), and Governor, con¬ 
secutively, of New Brunswick, Trinidad, Mauritius, Fiji, New Zealand, and Ceylon. 
His friend Charles Kingsley stayed writh him in Trinidad, and wrote a book about his 
visit called At Last, which he dedicated to his host. 
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wrote appreciatively of the book’s ‘‘great movement of emotion and 
force,” and claimed “a not unnatural sympathy with the heavy and 
chilly man [in the story] who writes pretentious essays in the Carnhiliy* 
Reviews were again lengthy, and for the most part favourable. Robert 
Ross, writing anonymously in tbe Morning Post, declared the book to 
be a great advance on The Wooden Horse. He complained of to > much 
scenery, “moreover it is drop scerery,” but continued: “There j 5 every 
indication that he is to become «' n interesting and delightful r Dvelist, 
for he is endowed with unusual imaginative gifts, not quite so whole¬ 
some as he fancies them to be.” 1 lis last remark must have part cularly 
delighted Hugh. 

The Times admitted that he “v rites beautifully if a little too mely,” 
while condemning him magister;.illy for having “no clear ide; of the 
difference of the respective functi ms of comedy and melodram i,” and 
doubting “whether he really kno vs how men think and feel at forty.” 
The Spectator gave the book a w'hole patronising column, while his 
own paper, the Standard, in an equally long notice, maintained that “the 
writing, somewhat in the manner of a certain master of involved 
phrase, is always careful and sometimes a little laboured.” The refer¬ 
ence must be to Henry James, though today Maradick could not 
possibly be called Jamesian, and certainly it did not appear so at the 
time to the Master himself, who on May 13 wrote to Hugh: 

I “read,” in a manner, “Maradick”—but there’s too much to say about it, 
and even my weakness doesn’t alter me from the grim and battered old 
critical critic—no other such creature among all the “reviewers” do I mean¬ 
while behold. Your book has a great sense and love of life—but seems to me 
very nearly as irrcflectively juvenile as the Trojans, and to have the prime 
defect of your having gone into a subject—i.c. the marital, sexual, bedroom 
relations of M. and his wife—the literary man and liis wife—since these are 
the key to the whole situation—wliich have to be tackled and faced to mean 
anything. You don’t tackle and face them—you cant. Also the whole tiling 
is a monument to the abuse of voluminous dialogue, the absence of a plan of 
composition, alternation, distribution, structure, and other phases of presen¬ 
tation than the dialogue—so that line (the only tiling I value in a fiction etc.) 
is replaced by a vast formless featherbediness—billows in wliich one sinks 
and is lost. And yet it’s all so loveable—though not so written. It isn’t written 
at all, darling Hugh—by which I mean you have—or, truly, only in a few 
places, as in Maradick’s dive—^never got expression tight and in close quarters 
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(of discrimination, of specification) with its subject. It remains loose and far. 
And you have never made out, recognised, nor stuck to, the centre of your 
subject. 

Many young writers would have quailed before such devastating 
strictures, but for Hugh they were spurs to fresh endeavour, and almost 
immediately he set aside the unfortunate Crabtree in favour of an in¬ 
sistent story based upon his schoolmastering experiences at Epsom: ‘‘I 
never knew an impulse to do something so strong.’’ 

I was walking one afternoon towards Sloane Square, where I was going to 
occupy a seat in the gallery of the Court Theatre, as I did regularly once a 
week in order to enjoy play after play of the Barker-Vedrenne management. 
I was in the very middle of the King’s Road when I suddenly saw Mr. Perrin 
staring at me. By the time that I had reached the Court Theatre, a brief five 
minutes, the whole of the story was outlined in my mind. It sprang into 
reahty from the Umbrella incident wliich had actually occurred. . . . While 
the young, buoyant, vital Mr. Traill was what I would have hked to be, the 
tortured, half-maddened Mr. Perrin was what I thought I was. As a matter 
of fact, of course, I was neither.^ 

As a matter of fact he was both. 

The book’s title began as The Umbrella, quickly changed to The 
Brown Hill, then to Green-Apple Orchard, and finally settled as Mr Perrin 
and Mr Traill. The first three chapters were written in four days, and 
for a month he drove ahead at every opportunity: “Worked at the 
House of Lords pretty hard—mainly at Perrin when it ought to have 
been Stanmore.” Then, at the end of June, his purpose wavered and 
he spent the month of July starting yet another abortive novel, to be 
called The Edition de Luxe, dealing witli die old age and death of Henry 
Galleon, a great novelist. 

But now there appeared in Hugh’s life the next claimant to the 
position of ideal friend. This was Percy Anderson, artist and designer 
of stage costumes, then aged fifty-nine. He had dressed the original 
Gilbert and SulHvan operas from The Yeomen of the Guard onwards, 
and also revivals of the earlier ones, as well as many of Beerbohm 
Tree’s Shakespearean productions and a large number of other plays, 
including Henry James’s ill-fated Guy Domville. His water-colour 

^ Preface to the Everyman Library edition (1935). 
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portrait of Coquelin is now in the Louvre, that of Conrad in the 
National Portrait Gallery. “He has all the knowledge and reminiscence 
of his age,” wrote Hugh, “and at the same time he doesn’t seem in the 
very least bit old. Anyhow he wants somebody and I want somebody, 
so that’s all right.” 

On May 12, through the kindness of Mrs W. K. CUfford, o« :curred 
Hugh’s only conversation with one of the greatest of English ^ /riters: 

Tea with Thomas Hardy—a littl nutcracker faded man with a wistful 
smile and a soft voice. Talked aboiit the dramatisation of liis book . Nice 
about Maradick,^ 

During the summer Hugh stayed with many friends, im luding 
Arthur Benson, Percy Anderson, md Lady Lovelace. Mr Perrit , taken 
up again with renewed enthusiasm at the end of July, was fini hed at 
Ashley Combe on September 4; iri writing-time it had occupied • ixactly 
two months. 

A fortnight later Hugh paid his first visit to his family’s new home at 
No. I Eglinton Crescent, Edinburgh. Dr Walpole had been elected to 
the bishopric of Edinburgh in May, and Hugh had written: “I am im¬ 
mensely proud of being your son and I know that you will make a 
splendid Bishop—it is what you ought to have been long ago.” Now 
he was “tlirilled” to hear his father preach in St Mary’s Cathedral, and 
to explore witli him the romantic strongholds of Holyrood and the 
Castle. They also made a pious pilgrimage to Abbotsford, “talking 
rehgion all the way there and back.” 

On Hugh’s return to London, the second impression of Maradick 
encouraged him to take a further room at Glebe Place, and also to 
change his publisher. Messrs Mills & Boon were willing to pay an 
advance of ^100 on account of royalties for his next novel. The first 
two had earned him almost nothing, and this handsome offer was 
accepted with alacrity, though he feared his new pubhshers would not 
care for Mr Perrin when they saw it. 

His social life continued at a great pace. Henry James had in July 
left for what was to prove his last visit to America, where the death of 
his beloved brother WiUiam upset him terribly and prolonged his stay. 

^ It is amusing to compare this contemporary note with the entertaining but wholly 
inaccurate account of the meeting which Hugh published in The Apple Trees (193a). 
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But there were plenty of others ready to help along the coming 
novelist. Mrs Belloc Lowndes increased her benefactions by intro¬ 
ducing him to Theodore and Ethel McKenna, who were to become 
respectively his lawyer and one of his closest and dearest women 
fiiends. Mr Footer, too, turned up again once or twice: 

Nov. 26. Lost my bag with my dress clothes on a motor bus—most 
annoying. 

Dec. 19. Fell down in Tottenham Court Road, nearly killed by a taxi and 
lost one of Stanmore’s books. 

Christmas was spent with his family in Edinburgh, and during the 
last week of the year he contracted two habits which he was to maintain 
almost without a break until the end of his life. One was the habit of' 
beginning his novels, whenever possible, in Edinburgh on Christmas 
Eve. Even when he was not ready to start writing the book, or knew 
that he could not continue it for months, he would nevertheless write 
out the title-page, list of contents, and the first pages of Chapter One. 
Thirteen of his novels were started in this way, and the series began on 
24 December 1910, when he wrote down: Fortitude, being a true and 
faithful account of the education of an explorer, by Hugh Walpole, and 
followed it with the opening words, later so often quoted with 
admiration or derision that he wished he had never written them: 

“ ’Tisn’t life that matters! ’Tis the courage you bring to it.” 

The other new habit was that of adding at the end of each year’s 
diary a list of his leading friends in order of merit. This first one is 
headed “List of Worthy Persons,” with Ferris, Ross, and Fowler 
occupying the leading places, and Henry James lying fourth. In suc¬ 
ceeding years the names were in two groups headed “First Fifteen” 
and “Second Thirty,” and each was followed by a figure, representing 
with varying inaccuracy the number of years which the particular 
friendship had endured. Many who fancied themselves among liis 
favourites would have been chagrined to discover that a casual word or 
an ill-considered action had relegated them to the second division.^ 

^ Mr Geoffrey Faber tells me that Benjamin Jowett also kept lists of his friends in his 
notebooks. So did Lady Tippins in Our Mutual Friend: “She keeps a little list of her lovers, 
and she is always booking a new lover, or striking out an old lover, or putting a lover in 
her black list, or promoting a lover to her blue list, or adding up her lovers, or otherwise 
posting her book.” 
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T he arrival of the year 1911 found Fortitude flowing st rongly 
from Hugh’s pen: four chapters were completed by Jan lary 9, 
when he was surprised to discover diat the passages des ribing 
liis hero’s schooldays were in facr: a revival of some from th( long- 
forgotten Troy Hanneton, which in their turn had been based on his 
own agonies at Marlow. There w .s a special pleasure in con tern dating 
that abyss from his present pinnae ^ of felicity. It was also agree ible to 
be able to present some aspects o: his adored Henry James unc er the 
guise of the famous old novelist f lenry Galleon. Indeed the coi .versa- 
tion in which the old warrior discusses the young writer’s beginning 
and shows him the road he should follow^ was very closely based on the 
Master’s written and spoken injunctions to Hugh. 

On January 25 Mr Perrin and Mr Traill was published by Mills & 
Boon in an edition of fifteen hundred copies. Surprising as it seems 
today, the reviews, tliough generally favourable, were on the whole 
less full and laudatory than those of the two previous books. His 
own Standard's description of it as “a bright piece of work” seems 
particularly unhappy, while the Westminster Gazette used a phrase 
which fits most of the rest of Hugh’s work, but not Mr Perrin. “We 
are afraid,” wrote the anonymous critic, “that Mr Walpole is writing 
with too great facility, and we think if he would take greater pains he 
might do much better.” To counterbalance these ineptitudes came the 
sane, shrewd words of Charles Marriott: “I tliink the new book is miles 
ahead of anything you have done before. It is real first-hand stuff, 
developed with sympathy and insight.” Robert Ross considered “the 
whole character of Perrin a masterpiece of observation, invention and 
imagination,” but damned the book’s ending: “Why did you allow 
Traill to live? Absurd. ... You were writing an ‘unpleasant story.’ 
Why didn’t you stick to your art and ignore popularity?” 

1 Pages 288-89 of the first edition. 
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Henry James's verdict was delayed by his continuance in America, 
but on April 15, in the course of a long letter, he wrote: 

I congratulate you ever so gladly on Mr. Perrin—I think the book repre¬ 
sents a very marked advance on its predecessors. I am an atrocious reader, as 
you know—with a mania for appreciation, or in other words for criticism, 
since the latter is the one sole gate to the former. To appreciate is to appro¬ 
priate, and it is only by criticism that I can make a tiling in which I find 
myself interested at all my own. But nobody that I have encountered for 
a long time seems to have any use for any such process—or, much rather, 
does almost every one (and exactly the more they “read*') resent the appli¬ 
cation of it. All of which is more or less irrelevant, however, for my telling 
you that I really and very charmedly made your book very much my own. It 
has life and beauty and reality, and is more closely done than the others, with 
its immense advantage, clearly, of resting on the known and felt thing: in 
other words on depths, as it were, of experience. If I weren’t afraid of seem¬ 
ing to you to avail myself foully of your supine state^ to batter and bruise you 
at my ease (as that appears to have been for you, alas, the main result of my 
previous perusal of your works) I should venture, just on tiptoe—holding my 
breath, to say that—well, I should like to make, seated by your pallet and 
with your wrist in my good grasp and my faithful fingers—or thumb—on 
your young pulse, one or two affectionately discriminative little remarks. 
One of these is to the effect that, still, I don’t quite recognise here the centre of 
your subject, that absolutely and indispensably fixed and constituted point 
from which one’s ground must be surveyed and one’s material wrought. 
If you say it’s (that centre) in Mr. P’s exasperated consciousness I can only 
reply that if it might be it yet isn’t treated as such. And, further, that I don’t 
quite understand why, positing the situation as also a part of the experience 
of Mr. Traill, you yet take such pains to demonstrate that Mr. Traill was, 
as a vessel of experience, absolutely nil —recognizing, feeling, knowing, 
understanding, appreciating, that is, absolutely nothing that happened to him. 
Experience—reported—is interesting, is recorded to us, according to some 
vessel (the capacity and quality of such,) that contains it, and I don’t make out 
Mr. Traill’s capacity at all. And I note this —shall you feel, hideously?— 
because the subject, your subject, with an operative, a felt centre, would have 
still more harmoniously and effectively expressed itself. Admirable, clearly, 
the subject that you had before you; and which, when all is said, dearest, 
dearest Hugh, has moved you to write a book that will give a great push to 
your situation. 

Hugh seems to have protested mildly against some part of this 
judgment, for James was soon writing: 

1 Hugh was in bed with scarlet fever. 
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I am touched by your sweet patience under my qualificatory glance at the 
slightly constitutional infirmity of “Mr. Perrin.’* I didn’t in the least mean 
that fools and duffers shan’t figure, or be of interest, in fiction; I only meant 
that their experience can only in a very minor degree. They may be rare and 
rich as the experience of others of the sentient and the perceiving—like 
Shakespeare’s, Thackeray’s and even Miss Austen’s. So P. was no exp erience 
of T’s—only T. of P’s (comparatively.) I don’t think your girl was n ally an 
experience of anybody’s. You must work that sort of thing—kind • ►f rela¬ 
tion—closer. 


The old man also twitted Hui’;h mildly with the book’s e fusive 
dedication, part of which runs: “To Punch . . . because you hav- more 
understanding and sympathy than .nyone I have ever met.” Pun :h was 
in fact Percy Anderson, and there was no doubt a touch of jeah usy in 
James’s good-humoured banter. I\:rhaps he would have liked a ( edica- 
tion himself, but in view of his castigation of each successive voli me, it 
is not surprising that Hugh fought shy. Many years after James’: death 
his cher eleve did dedicate two separate books to his memory.^ 
Meanwliile Mr Perrin was an immediate success. The sales quickly 
surpassed those of Maradick, a second edition of a thousand copies was 
issued, the faidiful Benson approved, H. G. Wells liked the book, and 
Hugh’s situation was given just that “push” which James had foreseen. 
The Century Company bought the American rights, and one of Hugh’s 
ex-pupils wrote to say that all the boys at Epsom College were de¬ 
lighted with the book—as well tliey might be. The college authorities, 
however, took a different view: Mr Perrin’s school may have been 
situated on a carefully described Cornish sea-coast, but to anybody who 
knew anything of Epsom and the staff there in recent years, its identity 
was unmistakable. All communication between the author and the 
college ceased until in the preface to the Everyman Library edition 
Hugh apologised, honour was satisfied, and in 1937 Sir Hugh Walpole, 
C.B.E., gave an address as Guest of Honour at the official Epsom 
College prize-giving. 


2 

The success of Mr Perrin and Hugh’s appointment as secretary to 
Lord Stanmore for a year “at a large income” made him decide that 
1 The Apple Trees (1932) and The Killer and the Slain (194a). 
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the time had come to leave Chelsea and move to more fashionable 
quarters. He accordingly set about looking for a flat in the West End 
and a cottage in the country. New friends made about this time in¬ 
cluded Compton Mackenzie, Somerset Maugham, and the Derbyshire 
novelist Robert Murray Gilchrist. Maugham, already estabUshed as 
a phenomenally successful playwright, did much to encourage, help, 
and entertain Hugh, but it was Gilchrist who attracted him the most. 

Hugh wrote him the usual “fan-letter,” Gilchrist came to see Hugh 
in London, and Hugh paid several visits to the dark low-ceilinged 
Elizabethan house on the Derbyshire moors where Gilchrist lived with 
his mother, two sisters, and a friend. After long walks on the moors, 
Gilchrist, a big-limbed, broad-shouldered man dressed in rough, 
brightly-coloured tweeds, would gently read aloud by candleUght 
one of his richly fantastic stories. “He is,” wrote Hugh, “the oddest 
mixture of simplicity and complexity, of knowledge and ignor¬ 
ance, poetry and muscle, music and discordance.” He dedicated The 
First Born (1911) to Hugh, who in his turn dedicated The Silver Thom 
(1928) to Gilchrist’s memory, described him affectionately in The Apple 
Trees, and always maintained that his books were underrated. 

On his twenty-seventh birthday Hugh wrote in his diary: “All one’s 
hopes and ambitions seem in the act of being realised without any 
particular difficulty on one’s own part.” Four days later he went down 
with scarlet fever and spent a miserable month in a North London 
isolation hospital. When he emerged, the first nine chapters of Fortitude 
were complete. He began at this time to take frequent Turkish baths, 
and all his hfe he lost no opportunity of having one, whatever part of 
the world he was in. Besides satisfying his passion for cleanliness and 
providing informal opportunities of meeting interesting strangers, 
they seem to have acted as a stimulus to his writing. 

At the beginning of May he discovered a suitable flat at 16 Hallam 
Street, hard by Portland Place, and at the end of the month he was 
comfortably installed. For the next eight weeks he was too busy even 
to keep up his diary, but during May he wrote to his mother from Lord 
Stanmore’s house at Ascot: 

I am sending with this letter a tiny piece of the Perrin profits—for two 
reasons. First because I should like you to share in them, and secondly 
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because I am very anxious for you to have a week on your own in London. 
You must please understand me in this affair. I should be most dreadfully 
hurt if you did not accept it—really deeply hurt—and it is also entirely 
selfish, because I want you to have a week here in London so that you can 
see some of my friends and we can go about a little. 

The visit duly took place and was a great success. 

At the end of July he re-opened his diary, to say that “the I .ussian 
Ballet has moved me more than anything I’ve ever seen in my I fe.. . . 
Old S [tanmore] is becoming ex( essively tiresome. . . . Fortitw e now 
at Book II Chap. VII.” The mc^nth of August he spent with Percy 
Anderson, visiting Stockholm, Munich, and—for the first ime— 
Bayreuth. Back in London, the e was an affectionate reunio i with 
Henry James, newly returned from America, tea with John Gals^ worthy 
who promised to read some of the manuscript of Fortitude, and urther 
work with Stanmore on the Aberdeen papers. Then came a week’s 
hohday in Cornwall with Percy Anderson, during which Hugh caught 
his first glimpse of the little fishing-village of Polperro, on the south 
coast between Looe and Fowey, and knew at once that it was “beyond 
any kind of question absolutely my dream place.” 

In October Mrs Belloc Lowndes came to tea at Hallam Street. She 
was an expert in the business side of her profession and, like a seasoned 
commander planning with a junior ally the rout of their common 
enemy, the two of them discussed the strategy and tactics of Hugh’s 
writing and publishing campaign. His contract compelled him to give 
his next book to Mills & Boon, but Fortitude had all along been designed 
to be his magnum opus and for it he would prefer a younger, more 
fashionable firm. He had his eye on Martin Seeker, whom he had met 
with Compton Mackenzie, and who seemed to have unusually fine 
literary taste,^ besides being a man of great sympathy and charm. 
After much deliberation it was decided that Hugh should lay aside 
Fortitude and dash off a shorter novel for Mills & Boon. The very next 
day he wrote the opening words of The Prelude to Adventure, a story of 
a Cambridge undergraduate who commits a murder, and in six weeks 
the book was finished—an astonishing feat of virtuosity. 

' Hugh was right about this. In a few years’ time Seeker’s authors, besides Mackenzie 
and Hugh, included D. H. Lawrence, Norman Douglas, Edward Thomas, Frank 
Swinnerton, Arthur Ransome, Oliver Onions, and Francis Brett Young. 
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On October 13 appeared Henry James’s novel, The Outcry, the last 
he was destined to complete. Hugh reviewed it glowingly in the 
Standard, much to its author’s delight. 

I am touched [he wrote], I am melted, by the charming gallantry and 
magnanimity of it—my notices of your compositions having been so com¬ 
paratively tepid. Tit not for Tat! ... I seem to myself to swim in a blaze of 
glory—I shaU wear my thrifty old hat when I next go out like a wreath of the 
bay imitated in fine gold. 

And here the old critical Adam crept out: 

Had I known you meant to crown me I should have liked to say a thing or 
two for your guidance—however incorrect such a proceeding would have 
been as from author to reviewer. . . . Never mind—you will sell the edition 
for me—and no edition of mine has ever sold yet! 

Four days later Hugh wrote to his mother: “I had some delightful 
days with Henry James last week. I am supposed, everyone tells me, 
to be the hero of his new novel, and certainly the physical description 
is something like \—the rest not at all.” 

Meanwhile James was discussing Hugh with Arthur Benson, who on 
November 8 wrote in his diary: 

Then he [James] spoke about Hugh Walpole—he said he was charming in 
his zest for experience and his love of intimacies. ‘‘I often think,” he went 
on, ‘hf I look back at my own starved past, that I wish I had done more, 
reached out further, claimed more—and I should be the last to block the way. 
The only thing is to be there, to wait, to sympathise, to help if necessary.” * 

Hugh’s own diary for the year had petered out in October, and the 
reason can be found in a letter written to his mother on November 16: 

I don’t suppose that ever, in all my hectic and excited career, have I had so 
much work upon my shoulders. My novel must be finished by the end of 
December, Stanmore has taken a house at the other end of Chelsea, has been 
in bed for weeks and telephones for me every minute. I am carrying out the 
Standard Xmas Sup. unaided this year and it must be done by the end of the 

' Hugh Crimble, in The Outcry, is described as “a young man in eye-glasses” whose 
“strength of expression” and “directness of communication” appeared to be borrowed 
“from die unframed and unattached nippers unceasingly perched, by their mere ground- 
glass rims, on the bony bridge of his indescribably authoritative (since it was at the same 
time decidedly inquisitive) yoimg nose ... his main physiognomic mark [was] the degree 
to which his clean jaw was imderhung and his lower Up protruded.” 

* The Diary of Arthur Christopher Benson [1926]. 
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month, I have five short stories on commission and none of them even 
begun. I love it all. iVe never been in better health, and socially Trn having 
the time of my life. 

Tve been seeing a lot of Henry James and, funnily enough, the Woman 
Tm most with now is ‘‘Elizabeth.’’ She has strangely mellowed since her 
husband’s death and her escape from Germany, and we are the great !st pals. 


3 

By the end of January 1912 the bustle had so far subsided as t) leave 
him time to reopen his diary wit:i remarks on a “most success ul tea- 
party. Henry James, Galsworthy. Mrs. Lowndes, Percy. H. '. gave 
Galsworthy a long oration to wiiich we listened. Poor Gals i^orthy 
sadly embarrassed. Mrs. Lownde:^ dear as ever. All friends.” 

At the end of the month the uneasy relationship with Lord Su nmorc 
was mercifully ended by the death o (the aged nobleman. It is ext remely 
doubtful whether the papers of Lord Aberdeen were any more orderly 
as a result of Hugh’s attentions, and he was profoundly relieved to see 
the last of them. 

Percy Anderson took him several times to visit Elgar, whom he found 
“as simple and full of fun as a boy.” Recalling these occasions many 
years later in his journal, Hugh remembered the old man’s saying: 
“Don’t be discouraged. Life’s long.” “He was always to me kind and 
generous and even tender. Never anyone with less side.” 

Other old friends of Anderson’s, who became friends of Hugh’s, 
were Sir Sidney and Lady Colvin. Anderson took liim to lunch at 
their house in the British Museum, and Lady Colvin started to mother 
him at once. Forty years earlier (as Mrs Sitwell) she had befriended the 
young Robert Louis Stevenson: now at the age of seventy-three her 
eye for promising young writers was just as keen, her interest un¬ 
diminished. She and her husband, as Hugh wrote after their death, 
“were alike in their enthusiasm and generosity of heart, and their 
passionate mutual love gave them a beautiful unity. . . . Lady Colvin 
had a deep understanding of all the complexities of modem life; you 
could not tell Colvin everything, because to shock him was to hurt 
liim too deeply; but there was nothing that you could not tell to her.” ^ 


1 The Colvins and their Friends (1928). 
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Hugh was always attracted in others by those very quaHties which 
made himself such a gay companion, and he recorded of Lady Colvin: 
“Every little pleasure was exciting to her; she was like a child going to 
the world for the first time over a new play, a new book, a new 
picture.” ^ She used to send him long gossipy letters, especially when he 
was abroad, discussing mutual friends and their doings. Thus in 1920 
she wrote of “Jack [Galsworthy], who I think is on the whole the most 
like Christ (the real Christ) of any man I have ever known, without 
being the least bit of a prig. Drinkwater seemed a nice person, 
but bordering on dullness.” And two years later she recorded a 
“great difference of opinion about Galsworthy’s new play Loyalties. 
I have not seen it—but I could not feel much interest in a hero who 
steals money; any other crime one might forgive, but not that.” 

Meanwhile in March 1912 luncheon with Henry James provided 
Hugh with some obiter dicta for his diary. Pinero as a dramatist James 
described as “a little puppet dancing inside a vast deserted machine, 
rattling like a pea in a pod,” while Bennett’s newly published Hilda 
Lessways he likened to “the slow wringing out of a dirty sponge. But 
observation good—tjw/ofid journalist.” Hugh reported this remark to 
Lady Colvin, who was not amused. He accompanied James and 
Elizabeth to a fancy-dress dance at the Wells’s; David Garnett, who 
was also there, remembers that Elizabeth went as a Dresden shep¬ 
herdess and that James wore plain evening dress. Hugh saw Milestones 
with James, who “thought its simpHcity incredible.” “But,” Hugh 
added, “is not his complexity more incredible?” 

On March 20 he gladly took up again the suspended Fortitude, and a 
week later The Prelude to Adventure was published by Mills & Boon, 
just six months after its first word had been written. The notices were 
better than ever, and few of the reviewers can have suspected that it had 
been dashed off at top speed to work out a contract. “It is a fine theme, 
finely executed,” wrote The Times Literary Supplement. “Above the 
tremulous high-strung note of the human leit-motif we hear the deep 
encompassing swell of a Divine overtone, inexorable, merciful.” Once 
again likenesses to Henry James were discovered, this time by the 
Academy. May Sinclair liked the book, and so did Charles Marriott, 

^ Ibid. 
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though less than Mr Perrin. He felt that Hugh “had rather indulged the 
temptation to cayenne pepper, and I don't fancy that real force is got 
that way." “It’s jolly good," wrote Galsworthy from America: “You 
have the knack of holding one’s attention right along in a remarkable 
way;" but artistically, he considered, “the book lacks its e«ential 
fin^ty." 

At the beginning of April Hugh spent a fortnight with Percy 
Anderson in the South of Franc(\ They drove over to Cam es and 
visited Edward Knoblock and .\mold Bennett, who wrote in his 
journal on April ii: “I have read Walpole’s new novel, The Pi dude to 
Adventure; satisfactory—and am to try to arrange a contract f )r him 
[in America] with Doran." In Lc Jidon Hugh found awaiting h) m two 
letters wliich gave him particukir pleasure. The first was fr »m his 
father. Dr Walpole, like so manv parents, was usually shy anl ill at 
ease with his grown-up and increasingly successful son. Onl) in an 
occasional letter such as this did he succeed in transcending his natural 
reserve. 


My dear Hugh, 

I have just finished your book and have read it with breathless interest. 
I agree with A. C. B. in a recent letter to me that it is a great advance 
on your previous work, on even Perrin & Traill I was much struck with The 
Hound of Heaven when I read it some weeks ago, but your Prelude brings 
out its truth in an unforgettable way. . . . Of course I am sorry that the 
Christian Mission service is such a weak affair. .. . The book will do good in 
unexpected places though you only meant it to be a story. All your stories, 
except Maradick I think which always seemed in parts rather unreal, have a 
tremendous stir of vitality about them as well as a striking originality, and if 
you go on making the same progress every year you will carry us off our 
feet. I daresay you will be amused at this kind of criticism. I am as you know 
no judge of “letters" and can only look at books as the ordinary reader does, 
but I do feel thankful for this one, though as I have said I should have liked 
a less damaging account of our part in God*s Cause. Some day perhaps you 
will draw a good strong parson and put us a little more in heart with our 
difficult work. 

Your affectionate Father, 

G. H. S.W. 

I constantly think of you, more often than you think, though I can’t often 
write. 
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The other letter was from Henry James, and it must have been a 
relief to the pupil to find his master’s critical mood so tempered with 
affection. 

I very faithfully and affectionately welcome you—the old grizzled and 
blear-eyed house dog looks up, that is, and grunts and wags his tail at the 
damaged but still delectable Prodigal Son. Dim of vision though he be, he 
has mastered The Prelude—he began it a day or two after you left and then 
couldn’t, of course, put it down, and wants you to know that he found lots 
of good—that is of charm—^in it. It is as much of an advance on Mr. Petrin, 
I think, as Mr. Perrin was on his predecessor and is exceedingly interesting, 
genial and promising, besides being so very performing. I should have more 
to say of it (I mean many things,) were we really to go into the matter—^in 
fact I shall if you wiU let me. I only want to let you have it from me now 
that I feel you to have written a very attaching and engaging, a very coercing 
and rewarding thing, which will infaUibly get itself greatly read. 

4 

The sales of The Prelude, like its notices, surpassed those of its pre¬ 
decessors. Two thousand copies were printed of the first edition, and 
in all four thousand were disposed of, including five hundred to 
America. Thus steadily was Hugh beginning to build up the firmest 
of all foundations for popular literary success. The writer who opens 
with a runaway “best-seller” has usually an uneven road thereafter,, 
beset by fluctuating sales and disappointments. From first to last Hugh 
was the publisher’s ideal author, each book selling rather more than the 
one before it, extending gradually but surely the circle of his readers. 

In May he spent three happy weeks at St Ives, walking, reading, 
writing Fortitude, visiting his relations at Truro, and enjoying Cornwall. 
Two writers,}. D. Beresford and Dorothy M. Richardson, were Uving 
at St Ives, and with both of them Hugh soon became close fnends. 
“Immediately at home,” writes Dorothy Richardson, “he was a 
genial, warmth-bringing, world-bringing presence, host and guest in 
one; with a pleasantly booming baritone voice.” Before the first even¬ 
ing was out he had revealed his three current enthusiasms. These were 
for Dostoevsky, whose Brothers Karamazov he had brought with him; 
for Wagner, “whose motifs a sufficiently sensitive ear would hear 
echoing in the bathroom and one of the bedrooms of the bungalow;” 
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and for his new dog Jacob, ^‘bought from a dog-shop because it had 
hopefully put its head on one side at him as he looked in through the 
window.” Jacob, a mongrel and the first of a long succession df dogs, 
later played a leading part, imder the name of Hamlet, in the three 
Jeremy books—the only portrait there, Hugh said, which waj drawn 
straight from life. 

Dostoevsky is not a writer to be accepted with moderation by 
enthusiastic youth, and Hugh w is so overwhelmed with exc tement 
at his new discovery that, without pause to consider, he dash< d off a 
letter about it to Henry James. N or did he afterwards regret h 5 rash¬ 
ness, since it called forth this splendid rejoinder: 

Your letter greatly moves and resales me. Fully do I enter into ^ Dur joy 
of sequestrafion, and your bliss of removal from this scene of heated airmoil 
anJousty^spair—which, however, re-awaits you! Never mind; sii k up to 
your neck into the brimming basin i f nature and peace, and teach yo orself— 
by which I mean let your grandmother teach you—that with each revolving 
year you will need and make more piously these precious sacrifices to Pan 
and the Muses.... I rejoice in the getting on of your work—how splendidly 
copious your flow; and am much interested in what you tell me of your 
readings and your literary emotions. These latter indeed—or some of them, 
as you express them, I don’t think I fully share. At least when you ask 
me if I don’t feel Dostoieffsky’s “mad jumble, that flings things down in a 
heap,” nearer truth and beauty th;ui the picking and composing that you 
instance in Stevenson, I reply with emphasis that I feel nothing of the sort, 
and that the older I grow and the more I go the more sacred to me do picking 
and composing become—though I naturally don’t limit myself to Steven¬ 
son’s kind of the same. Don’t let any one persuade you—there are plenty of 
ignorant and fatuous duffers to try to do it—that strenuous selection and 
comparison are not the very essence of art, and that Form is [not] substance 
to that degree that there is absolutely no substance without it. Form alone 
takeSy and holds and preserves, substance—saves it from the welter of helpless 
verbiage that we swim in as in a sea of tasteless tepid pudding, and that 
makes one ashamed of an art capable of such degradations. Tolstoi and D. 
are fluid pudding, though not tasteless, because the amount of their own 
minds and souls in solution in the broth gives it savour and flavour, thanks 
to the strong, rank quality of their genius and their experience. But there are 
all sorts of things to be said of them, and in particular that we see how great 
a vice is their lack of composition, their defiance of economy and architec¬ 
ture, directly they are emulated and imitated; then, as subjects of emulation, 
models, they quite give themselves away. There is nothing so deplorable 
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as a work of art with a leak in its interest; and there is no such leak of interest 
as through commonness of form. Its opposite, the found (because the sought- 
for,) form is the absolute citadel and tabernacle of interest. 

Well might Hugh greet this with the words: “Great letter from 
Henry James in the evening about the Russians and Style—^booming 
in this lonely httle place like a golden gong.” 

But Hugh himself did his share of booming. Miss Richardson 
writes: 

Talk, during the whole of his stay, was incessant, usually initiated by 
Hugh and unquenchable even by the waves that swept, at high tide, over the 
studio’s glass roof. Twice only do I remember silence falling; and each time 
when the three of us were seated, after climbing to a cliff-top blue with 
scylla, confronted by the Cornish sea. Hugh it was who challenged the spell, 
the first time to announce the impossibility of conveying in words what 
we saw, and the second time to proclaim the “luck” of all three in having 

escaped. 

For himself he was doubtless remembering the prison-house of 
adolescence, the shadow of the Church, the fear of failure. 

In those early days [Miss Richardson goes on] he was robust, outwardly 
full of self-confidence (though still suffering, as a result of an unhappy 
upbringing, a deep-seated sense of isolation and insufficiency). In sharp con¬ 
trast to Beresford, a mildly intellectual collector of new thought-systems 
in each of which, in turn, he would for a while feel himself possessed of steer¬ 
ing-gear, Hugh, whose brain, though lacking in subtlety, was good, was 
eminently a humanist, a collector of people. 

And she ends by pointing out that though a humanist, “seeing life as 
people, he was also a traditionalist. His recoil, for example, from re¬ 
ligious orthodoxy did not prevent his liking to go to church and sing 
hymns at the top of his voice.” 

On his way home from Cornwall, Hugh stayed once more with 
Lady Lovelace at Ashley Combe. John Buchan (his wife was Lady 
Lovelace’s niece) was a fellow-guest, and together they walked and 
talked prodigiously on Exmoor. Hugh announced his intention of 
settling down to write, but Buchan suggested that he would be a 
better writer if he saw a little more of Hfe first. “John a revelation to 
me,” wrote Hugh in his diary. “Obviously sent with very direct 
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purpose by the Good God. Would give my boots for him npt to be 
going tomorrow.’* But this sacrificial offer was imavailing; Buchan 
left, and Hugh returned to the racket of London. A few days later 
Buchan wrote saying: ‘‘This Whitsuntide will always be memorable, 
for I think I have made a new fnend. (And I haven’t many, t lough I 
have a bowing acquaintance widi half the world.)” Eight years later, 
in a letter to Buchan, Hugh referred to his “constant memory of that 
Somerset week years ago.” 


5 

Hugh had long decided to change his literary agent. Hughci Massie 
was too bound up with a forgotten life, Henry James strongly recom¬ 
mended}. B. Pinker, and Hugh took his advice. He also saw Martin 
Seeker, arranged that he should publish Fortitude with an adv mce of 
^150, and then set about finishing that work. But the claims on his 
time in London had grown with his success and the ever-increasing list 
of friends. More and more he felt the need of some place in the remote 
countryside where he could write without interruption, in the intervals 
of his metropolitan merry-go-round. Cornwall naturally came into 
his mind, and he determined that his next visit there should be a house¬ 
hunting one. 

He was encouraged in this decision by die remarks of another new 
friend, E. V. Lucas, whom he now visited in Sussex. After reading 
Mr Perrin, Lucas wrote: “And now I feel that what you ought to do 
is to cut Society and acquire many more first-hand experiences of life. 
Go for a voyage on a merchant ship as supercargo, for example.” 
This was perhaps the most perceptive piece of advice that Hugh ever 
received, but he was constitutionally incapable of profiting from it. 
Only once was he ever again to recapture the fresh, clear-cut realism 
of Mr Perrin —when the war forced on him the “first-hand experiences 
of life” which produced The Dark Forest. 

Another week-end with Lady Lovelace, this time at Ockham, found 
him in a party containing both Robert Ross and Henry James, between 
whom there was an imperfect sympathy. Here is Hugh’s diary-entry 
for July 7: 



94 


COLLECTOR OF PEOPLE 


[1912 

Such a day! H. J. talking all the time. Described Daudet’s meeting with 
Meredith, smashed Mrs, Tanqueray^ argued with Robbie about the drama, 
long walk with me during which I told him about Fortitude and he ap¬ 
proved. Final summing-up of everyone to me in the small hours of the 
morning. 

Four days later Hugh finished Fortitude, staying near Basingstoke 
with Percy Anderson, and then set off with him for a hohday on the 
Dalmatian coast. 

In September he spent a week-end at Lamb House, where he found 
‘*H. J. in great form. Said: ^I’ve had one great passion in my life—the 
intellectual passion. What that has been for me I cannot say. Make it 
your rule to encourage the impersonal interests as against the personal— 
but remember also that they are interdependent.’ The beautiful little 
house fits him like a case.” 

After a week with his mother at Sennen Cove, near Land’s End, 
Hugh moved into rooms at Polperro, and there, on the last day of his 
stay, his search for a country retreat was rewarded when he discovered 
The Cobbles, the cottage of his dreams. Arranging to rent it by the 
year and to move in the following March, he returned to London, to 
find Pinker and Seeker delighted with Fortitude. He dined with Maurice 
Hewlett: ‘‘Great fun. Said he was a man who would never be satisfied. 
Much happier before prosperity, etc, etc. So say they all. I swear I 
won’t if prosperity comes and ill-health doesn’t.” Hugh certainly kept 
this resolution, but he had not to face the same difficulties as Hewlett, 
who spent most of his life trying to live down his early success as an 
historical novelist. He tried modem novels, epic poetry, and essays, 
but to his dying day he was famous only as the author of The Forest 
Lovers, The Queen's Quair, ^uid Richard Yea-and-Nay. Hugh wrote a 
sympathetic article on him for the Dictionary of National Biography. 

At the end of November Hugh embarked on a new kind of literary 
work—a dramatisation of The Wooden Horse under the title of 
Robins Father. In this, the first of several attempts to conquer the 
theatre, he had the expert assistance of the playwright Rudolf Besier, 
who had made a considerable success with Don (1909) and Lady 
Patricia, starring Mrs Patrick Campbell (1911). They roughed out 
the scenario together, but Besier did most of the subsequent work. 
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In December, just before Hugh left for his annual visit to Edin¬ 
burgh, he “all in a second got the chuck from the Standard. Four years* 
work and not a word of thanks.’* His pocket had by now become less 
vulnerable, if not his feelings. He applied for consolation to Henry 
James, and on Christmas Day it was accordingly despatched: 

Deeply I participate in the horrid ^convenience you must be tern] orarily 
suffering at the hands of the foredootned Standard: foredoomed, I n ean, to 
descend to depths to which, even should they have tried to drag y< u, you 
couldn’t have consented to sink with it. But don’t take it, the beast ;y little 
fortune of war, harder, a mite, than you can help: it's one of those tkigs that 
happens, simply—I mean in the com*non work-a-day way, at your : rage of 
young efflorescence; and the efflores« ence itself, by another stroke of brtune 
and before you can turn round, will smother the base incident in flow rs. By 
which I mean that you have too man v- intrinsic advantages, and are to ) ready 
and present and appreciated, are in fi ie too unmistakeable a young ac ruaUty, 
for the whirligig of time not to pounce on you and pick you up and t :)ss you 
quite aloft again. Your intrinsic resources, in short, are precious, and from 
the quarter in which they will presently be desired for annexation, some 
happy proposition will issue. 

In Edinburgh on Christmas Eve Hugh began his new novel, The 
Duchess of Wrexe, and he worked at it until on New Year’s Eve he 
joined E. V. Lucas in Sussex. At midnight the party walked up the 
downs with torches under the stars and welcomed the New Year by 
dancing what they believed to be the farandole. 
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O N 23 January 1913 Fortitude was published by Martin Seeker. 
Hugh had put all he knew into it, determined to make it his 
first major work, and now he awaited its reception with some 
concern. The first review to appear was an “unfair and most malicious” 
one in the Observer of January 26, which declared that he was a 
romantic rather than the realist he beUeved himself to be, and de¬ 
scribed some of his favourite passages as “bad Dickens.” For three days 
he remained sunk in apprehensive melancholy, but then the clouds 
were broken by a two-colunm review from W. L. Courtney in the 
Daily Telegraph and praise from the Manchester Guardian, On the same 
day he discussed the book with Arnold Bennett, who said “first part 
made him think he’d give up writing if the young men were so good, 
second part reassured him.” Letters too began to arrive; a long 
appreciative one from May Sinclair, and this from his mother: 

Dearest Hugh, 

I have just finished the book and must tell you at once how very much 
I hke it. “Like” expresses nothing of what I feel about it. . . . It is extremely 
interesting, it just carries you on, I have forgotten that it was written by you 
sometimes, being so carried away by the reality of it. And the kernel of it is 
true, and Love is at the heart of it—otherwise our hves would indeed be 
puzzles. 

I never can express much about what I care for, but this book does give 
one great happiness—and makes one thankful for what you can do—it must 
tell on other people. 

Ever your loving 
Mother. 

Galsworthy’s opinion, sent from France, brought further reassur¬ 
ance: 

The water grows in volume under you, and the wind waxes in your sails— 
you are stretching the wings of ambition fast. There’s great vigour, fertility, 
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and aspiration in the book; too much sentiment perhaps, and not enough 
austerity. But of that last I am a poor judge, demanding it as I do so in¬ 
corrigibly, and to the point of thinness in my own work. I can imagine that 
this book of yours must be pleasing ‘toute une masse’ (as a young Pole here 
is always saying) of people. I hope it’s a great success. There are a lot of 
weird things in it, a lot of good true scenes; and it has the merit of < arrying 
its imphcit moral idea throughout. 

It’s full romantic—don’t let yourself be swept away by the convi( tion, so 
common to the rising generation, tl.at the last, or, shall we say, the present 
generation, drinking too little port at its hterary feasts, must be a renged. 
Don’t join the new two-bottle men. Keep your head and your balaj ce, and 
you will write even cleaner and stronger stuff. 

I suppose you are whanging awav already at your assault on Lo; don. I 
wish you all good luck. 

Meanwhile Henry James, installed in his new flat at 21 i^arlyle 
Mansions, Cheyne Walk, was doing his best to keep up with his 
young friend’s output. By the end of January he could report: 

I have received a massive Volume, and am taking it (as, more or less im¬ 
penetrable and utterly critical brute that I am, I can only take contemporary 
fiction—which I can’t take at all save when it’s a favoured, or favouring, 
young friend’s) in successive gustatory sups, or experimental go’s, of a 
certain number of pages each. So when the pages foot up very liigh, you see, 
it takes me some time to work along. But I have absorbed and accumulated 
some 150 of you, and shall have assimilated perhaps fifty more by the time 
we meet. “Then we’ll talk”—or rather perhaps won’t so much as try to, 
according to the hght in which my fatal necessity to appreciate (that is, I 
mean, estimate) what I read may strike you as most blandly or most por¬ 
tentously showing. The great thing is that I do work you down—which I 
can’t for the hfe of me do anyone else—save, that is. Wells and Arnold B. 
So you make with them my trio. And you are not, my dear Hugh, the least 
“spirited” of the three, or the least sincere. 

Soon after this they spent the day together, of which Hugh recorded: 
“Wonderful to hear him on Fortitude. Abuses the first part but praises 
the second. How all these people differ!” But as the reviews poured in 
from the press-cutting agency, he became conscious of a new note in 
them: promise was beginning to pass into achievement, and for this, 
his fifth novel, Hugh was promoted to that interminable formation, 
the “front rank of contemporary novelists.” Henry James took the 
opportunity of dilating “with great gusto on the author’s choosing 
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between Prosperity and Posterity,” but Hugh was too excited to 
listen. 

Throughout January he worked on the play with Besier, and also 
began to read for Methuen. They paid what was in those days the high 
rate of a guinea a manuscript and during the next eighteen months he 
reported on over a hundred. Almost every day he was invited out to 
luncheon, tea, and dinner, often going to a theatre or the opera as 
well: Rosenkavalier he saw again and again. But at the end of February 
he escaped with Percy Anderson to lodgings at Polperro, where he 
happily resumed The Duchess of IVrexe. 

2 

The only interruptions were the daily visits of the postman, then and 
always eagerly awaited. Even when in later years his correspondence 
reached huge proportions, Hugh immensely enjoyed opening it, and 
thought nothing of writing thirty letters a day, all in his own hand. 
Now the faithful Henry James wrote regularly, though suffering hrom 
an attack of angina pectoris and from the ministrations of “well- 
meaning telephoning ladies.” 

I hear with all sympathy of your dealings with your cottage. I wish to 
God I weren’t just now so stricken with non-production and non-returns ... 
so that I might pick up a few household objects by the leg and send them 
flying through the air to you. ... I rejoice exceedingly that your book sells 
—also that you’ve vaulted straight into another saddle. How you go it, 
nursling of Apollo—and of Seeker! 

Another exciting letter came from John Middleton Murry, asking 
Hugh to review novels for a periodical called Rhythm, which Murry 
and Katherine Mansfield were running. These two represented the 
vanguard of the literary intelligentsia, with which Hugh all his Ufe 
maintained a timid flirtation—a touching relationship compounded 
equally of admiration, envy, and fear of ridicule. The quintessence of 
all these emotions, coupled with deep affection, was present years later 
in his friendship with Virginia Woolf. 

But now his own cottage was ready, and on his twenty-ninth birth¬ 
day he and Percy Anderson moved into The Ck>bbles. It was a white- 
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washed cottage (he later caused a stir by having the shutters painted 
blue), built at the beginning of the cliff path, overlooking the village 
and its little harbour where the fishing-boats rocked at anchor, and 
just outside the harbour piers. It could be approached only on foot 
along a cobbled path, and contained two bedrooms and a sitting- room. 
It was like living in a ship hung over the sea, with gulls crying in¬ 
cessantly round the windows, so Liat it seemed they might fly in at any 
moment. There was no railway station nearer than Looe, thre( and a 
half miles away. He was admirably looked after by a fishcrmar called 
John Curtis and his wife Annie: ;iere surely he could write in peace. 
But first there were the usual diflit ulties: 

Such a turmoil of a day! The ceiling falls in, the fire smokes, tli j oven 
won’t burn—such a lot to sec to—c f course no work done. Pourc J hard 
all day but P. and I played about in the afternoon and found a del ghtful 
valley with primroses. Really begin ling to settle in. 

Nevertheless he found time that day to write to his mother about 
another interesting project: 

There’s been a lot of commotion in London over Henry James’s seventieth 
birthday celebration next month. Gosse first started it.... Henry is to be given 
a present, and his portrait is to be painted by Sargent for the National Portrait 
Gallery. A huge sum has been collected, people subscribing from all over 
the world. The trouble is that Gosse himself arranged a little committee to 
settle tilings, and the letter asking for money was sent out in their name. There 
were only about half a dozen—Sargent, Barrie, Gosse, Edith Wharton, Mrs 
Clifford and, to my own amazement, myself.^ 

He left out dehberately the Colvins and Mrs Humphry Ward who are old 
friends of Henry’s, and they are furious. At first I was miserable because I 
thought they’d be furious with my being on, but apparently it’s felt that 
someone of the younger generation ought to be there. But there’s been the 
most awful fuss. 

A few days later he was “getting on slowly with Chapter 9 [of The 
Duchess]. Wish my style were sharper. That's what wants improving. 
Ripping letter from H. J., who has sent me an old desk.” Not without 
preamble, be it said: 

^ There were ten signatories in all, the others being Percy Lubbock, W. E. Norris, 
Mrs M. F. Prothcro, and Howard Sturgis. 

II 



100 


RIDING TO GLORY 


[1913 

I find I can’t not take an interest, of the tenderest and most practical, in the 
material equipment of the Cobbles, and I want to express it in sending down 
to you a very pleasant and convenient and solid old Desk, with capacious 
table and drawers and pigeon-holes etc, which I very fondly beg you to 
accept from me if you have room for it there. (If you haven’t room for it 
there, or see any other adverse reason, it shall, it musty go to Hallam St.) I 
don’t want to despatch it without hearing from you as to placeabiHty first. 
You will find it a very agreeable working adjunct, I think. But let me know 
—on the basis of its being a certain, a decent size of thing; not one of the very 
largest of its type—but large enough, probably, even for your scale of pro¬ 
duction. (There was a larger one, which I considered—but which seems to 
me to put a premium on the perhaps too frequent or too corpulent volume! 
—though I wouldn’t have you thin and rare.) 

Hugh answered, accepting the gift witli delight, but before it had 
time to “fly through the air” to him, there came another letter from its 
donor: 

I have promptly wired to Jarvis to despatch the bureau-desk, carefully 
packed, to the bower of your muse and the retreat of your modesty, with 
every charge utterly prepaid. I hope it will start, by the G.W., at the very first 
hour, and if any further pence are demanded of you for ‘‘delivery” or what¬ 
ever let me immediately know and I will passionately remit. I hope the 
thing will seem to you of an adequate shape and aspect, and that when you 
lean your inspired elbows on its extended table you will feel a Httle as if 
resting them on your poor old friend’s still sufficiently broad and sturdy and 
all-patient back. I vociferously applaud in advance the leaping and bounding 
volume that you are already astride of for riding to glory. May the glory be 
great—and, incidentally, even the work. . . . Let me know when the mild 
offering reaches port. 

And sure enough, on Easter Monday the carrier’s van appeared. 
“Rather a misspent day, because Henry’s desk arrived, and that was 
disturbing as the windows had to^be taken out.” Scarcely was all at 
peace before yet another letter was on its way: 

Your assurance that the piece of furniture will do gives me infinite 
pleasure. I am only sorry you had to wait so long for it—but this I feared, 
as it went by goods train. (I found that “passenger” rates to far Cornwall 
would cost money that I would rather keep to get you something else— 
which I am doing, though I don’t exactly know what.) Tell me, I earnestly 
beg you, of some other household object that you stand in real need of—so 
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that I may supply it and you employ it, and, so employing, think, under 
the contact, of one so well, so remarkably well, disposed to you. This in¬ 
formation will make up a Httle for the always so stinted scope of your notes, 
never straying as they do, beyond the fewest Unes. What there was of this 
last was in quality of assurance all I could ask—but there was so little of it 
beyond the one assurance.. . . How indeed can you develop letters wl ile you 
so prodigiously develop books? I giv^e way to the books, and they a e what 
the bureau was meant for. 

This gentle remonstrance was fully deserved. Hugh wrote often, 
but seldom at what the Master considered appropriate length, and it is 
significant that the only letters of Hugh’s which James kept wer ; those 
written from Russia, where his h« mesickness drew from him S( me of 
the longest and best letters he ever wrote. Now at Polperro the :e was 
so much to occupy him. By the same post as James’s letter, for in stance, 
came a “splendid letter from Seeker saying he’d taken over R hythm, 
now to be called The Blue Review and be shed of all aiffectationi. I to 
be sub-editor with Cannan and Swinnerton.^ Then a long thing from 
Besier about the play, which I believe Alexander will take.” * 

Soon after this he experienced one of those crises of despair and self¬ 
doubt which visit most creative writers. The Duchess, now well into 
her second Book, suddenly seemed no good at all. Was he on the 
wrong tack? Should be persevere or try something else, and if so, 
what? In a great state of indecision he posted the manuscript to J. D. 
Beresford, asking for his frank opinion and agreeing to abide by his 
judgment. Beresford read the manuscript in three days, thought it 
“magnificently promising,” and sent it back with a long, careful, en¬ 
couraging letter; but even before this arrived the crisis was over and 
Hugh had himself decided to carry on with the book. 

All this time the search for the next “household object” was going 
forward in Chelsea. Hugh had asked for a looking-glass, and its 
approach was heralded in tlie famihar style: 

I have sent you (my joy that you would mention a household want was 
of the greatest) the nearest approach to what I conceive to be a right little 
mirror that I could after much hunting find. Small and simple ones are the 
devil to put one’s hand on—everything so big and so florid. I conceive this 

^ The Blue Review died after three issues. 

* It was not in fact produced until November 1918. 
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one intended for the chimney-piece in your chamber of inspiration—and if 
it’s too tall to stand upright it will, I think, [do] equally well (and can be 
easily so placed by the village carpenter,) with its short side up—the whole 
reposing lengthways. So let me figure it. It’s warranted a genuine old 
morsel—and looked so to me. Let the donor’s battered old mug glimmer 
out of it at you in some dim benediction when the reflection of your own 
fresh beauty doesn’t too wholly usurp the scene. And I sent you longer ago 
a copy of my fatuous Infant Reminiscences—which I hope will have reached 
you safely. ... I thank you kindly for your mention of the few of your 
circumjacent facts; as above all of the “real monetary success” of Fortitude. 
What an abashment to my Httle play of the lantern of criticism over its happy 
constitution! But I am famiUar with that irony of fate (others’ fate.) Very 
thriUing too the prospect of the Young Review and the band of brothers 
spewing forth Courtney and his like. Hurry up with it—have fun with it too 
above all—before I sink to rest. 

The Infant Reminiscences were James’s newly published volume of 
autobiography, A Small Boy and Others, which Hugh found “quite 
glorious—so beautiful and so clear and so humorous.” Despite this 
mention of clarity, Hugh in his letter of thanks must have admitted or 
implied that occasionally the writer’s meaning escaped him, for James 
answered: 

You disconcert me a httle—or call it much—by saying that some passages 
“defeat” you—that is if I know what you mean. I take you to mean that you 
found them difficult, obscure or entortilles —and that is the pang and the proof 
that I am truly an uncommunicating communicator—a beastly bad thing to 
be . . . when you come to town again do let me read you over the said 
baffling or bewildering morsels. 


3 

At the end of May, after spending two nights with the Galsworthys 
in Devon, Hugh returned to London, where he was greeted by still 
another useful present, this time from Arnold Bennett and accom¬ 
panied by a characteristic letter: 

My dear Walpole, 

... I send you a book which I picked up as a bargain in the catalogue 
of a secondhand bookseller. You will sec that under the headings of the 
different countries it gives on each double page a complete conspectus of all 
important events which happened during a given period, I consider it a 
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work which is absolutely invaluable to the novelist who deals, however 
indirectly or briefly, with any past period. And I have used it constantly 
ever since I bought a copy of the original pubHcation about twelve years ago. 
It is the basis of such works of erudition as The Old IViues* Tale and Clay- 
hanger, For example, if you happen to have a character who wa; in the 
United States in the year 1893, you wHl see on pages 424 and 425, at d glance, 
everything of a spectacular nature which happened in the United } tates in 
that year. In fact, I can scarcely praise too highly the usefulness of this 
book. . . . 

Yours ever, 

Arnold Bennett. 

It is doubtful whether Hugh tot)k full advantage of this gift [use of 
it would have saved his latter-da) proof-readers a great deal of vork), 
but his friendship with Bennett b^^gan to ripen. They saw eacl other 
frequently in London, and in Jaly Hugh spent the first of many 
week-ends at Bennett’s house at 1 horpe-le-Soken in Essex. Here also 
he met Bennett’s ‘Tunny old Five Towns mother. She obAiously 
where he gets it all from. She sits beside him and keeps him in his 
place.” 

During his two months in London Hugh arranged the publication 
of The Duchess with Martin Seeker, from whom he learned that the 
sales of Fortitude had passed five thousand, and in whose company he 
again met Compton Mackenzie. It was often said of Hugh that while 
he was always generous and helpful to young, promising, and un¬ 
successful writers, he was apt to be jealous of those novelists, usually his 
contemporaries, who seemed likely to challenge his own speciality and 
popular esteem. In the thirties tliis was probably true of his feelings 
towards Francis Brett Young, with whom on the surface he maintained 
a cordial friendship, and some such emotion certainly clouded his 
attitude to Compton Mackenzie in 1913. Later that summer he was 
much put out by the success of Sinister Street: Volume One, which he 
condemned as “too easily written, far too many pretty descriptions, no 
characters. Mackenzie, in spite of his cleverness, is no good.” ^ But 
with these two exceptions, there is no evidence that Hugh was ever 
jealous of other writers: nor is the accusation easy to reconcile with that 

^ Later Hugh made amends by buying the manuscript and presenting it to the King’s 
School, Canterbury. 
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Other criticism, so often expressed—that he was far too generous in his 
praise of books and writers of all ages. It must also be remembered that 
many of his contemporaries (Brett Young, for example) took much 
longer than he did to reach a wide public, while some (like J. D. Beres- 
ford) never reached it at all. Assuredly neither of these two writers was 
ever jealous of Hugh, but there were others. Success seldom goes 
unenvied. 

One of Hugh’s later detractors was his American publisher George 
H. Doran, who after he had retired wrote a book of reminiscences ^ 
(which Hugh described as “vulgar and malicious”) wherein he accused 
Hugh of meanness as well as jealousy. The English edition of the book 
was suitably expurgated in this and other respects. 

Doran was a tall, imposing-looking man with a small beard and a 
courtly manner. He had made a success of the American edition 
of The Old Wives' Tale, and Bennett was now his chief adviser, so 
when Bennett told him to get hold of the American rights of a book 
called Fortitude, he obediently did so. There is no evidence that he 
liked Hugh’s books, or even that he read them, but he continued to 
pubhsh them with mounting success until his firm was absorbed by 
Doubleday, who remained Hugh’s American publisher to the end. 
For all Doran’s expansive courtesy and seeming friendliness, Hugh, 
usually the last person to see through flatterers, was never quite at 
his ease with him, and (rightly as it turned out) doubted his ultimate 
loyalty. 

In London the publishers continued to “dandle Hugh on their bloated 
knee,” and Methuen offered advances of ^400, ^450, and ;^500 
for his next three novels; an offer he was compelled reluctantly to 
decline, in view of his commitment to Seeker. The months of August 
and September he spent in happy tranquillity at Polperro, writing hard, 
reading Lamb, Lockhart, and Trollope, and entertaining his mother 
and sister. One evening he read aloud to them the opening chapters of 
The Duchess, and his mother fell fast asleep. Undeterred by this un¬ 
spoken criticism he pursued his course until on the last day of September 
this difficult book was finished. From Henry James came a long letter, 
opening on a lyrical note: 

^ Chronicles ofBarahhas 1884-1934 (1935). 
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Beautiful must be your Cornish land and your Cornish sea, idyllic your 
Cornish setting, this flattering, this wonderful summer... 

and going on to invite him to stay at Lamb House in November; 

It will be the lowest kind of “jinks”—so halting is my pace; yet e shall 
somehow make it serve. Don’t say to me, by the way, apropos of j inks— 
the “high” kind that you speak of ha\ ing so wallowed in previous to 1 javing 
town—that I ever challenge you as to n^hy you wallow, or splash or { lunge, 
or dizzily and subhmely soar (into th jinks element,) or whatever yo 1 may 
call it: as if I ever remarked on anytl ing but the absolute inevitabilit f of it 
for you at your age and with your nat iral curiosities, as it were, and p:^ >sions. 
It’s good healthy exercise, when it co. ics but in bouts and brief convi Isions, 
and it’s always a kind of thing that it’s good, and considerably final, 1 :> have 
done. We must know, as much as p 3ssible, in our beautiful art, yoi rs and 
mine, what we are talking about—an.' the only way to know is to ha\ j Uved 
and loved and cursed and flounden J and enjoyed and suffered.—1 think 
I don’t regret a single “excess” of my responsive youth—I only :egret, 
in my chilled age, certain occasions and possibihties I didnt embrace. Bad 
doctrine to impart to a young idiot or a duffer; but in place for a young friend 
(pressed to my heart,) with a fund of nobler passion, the preserving, the 
defying, the dedicating, of which always has the last word; the young 
friend who can dip and shake off and go his straight way again when it’s 
time. But we’ll talk of all this—it’s abominably late. Who is D. H. Lawrence, 
who, you think, would interest me? Send him and his book along—by 
which I simply mean Inoculate me, at your convenience (don’t address me 
the volume;) so far as I can be inoculated. I always try to let anything of the 
kind “take.” 

All through October Hugh lingered on at Polperro, meditating his 
next novel, which was already assuming shape and even name— The 
Green Mirror. To give him a breather, Pinker arranged a favourable 
short-story contract with the Storyteller magazine, and in due course 
this was fulfilled with the stories about children later collected in The 
Golden Scarecrow. Now Hugh wrote to his mother: 

The satisfactory part of it is that I’ve now got an audience and bread and 
butter and can take my time towards writing a really good book. I know 
perfectly well that the interest that people show is because of the promise 
rather than anything else, and if in the next five years I don’t do some 
definite “performance” it will all go for nothing. I’ve got sincerity and 
vitahty but very Httle else, and I hope that going about amongst people 
who’ve nothing to do with books, and traveUing, and also infinite patience. 
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will lead to a good novel one day. Of course many people would think it 
absurd for a mere writer of stories to take himself so seriously, but it isn’t 
that I take myse/fseriously; it’s only one’s work that needs concentration or 
nothing would come of it. 


At the end of the month he returned to Hallam Street, was gratified 
to find The Times Literary Supplement rating Fortitude among the twelve 
most popular novels of the year,^ fell ill with influenza and so missed 
his week-end at Lamb House, and thereafter became involved in the 
affair of the Henry James portrait.^ 


4 

The seventieth birthday had occurred on April 15. James had 
accepted the homage of his friends, together with a golden bowl, and 
had graciously agreed to sit to Sargent for his portrait. This work, now 
completed,* was to be shown privately to subscribers in Sargent’s 
studio in Tite Street on three days in December. Printed Jetters][of 
invitation were prepared and were to be sent out over the names of 
Gosse and Hugh. James took great interest in the arrangements and was 
consulted by Hugh on all points. The letters were sent off, and a day or 
two later Hugh dined with Maurice Hewlett. “I knew, dear Hugh,” 
said he with his usual sardonic charm, “that you were fond of me but, 
frankly, I had not supposed that Gosse cared for me very greatly. This 
letter has reassured me.” Hugh’s heart sank: something terrible had 
happened. Hewlett showed him the letter on which, as on all its 
fellows, Hugh had forgotten to add the name of the recipient, so that 
they all began: “Dear,” tout courts and ended: “We are. Dear, Yours 
sincerely, Edmund Gosse, Hugh Walpole.” Anticipation of Gosse’s 
anger did much to spoil that week-end at Arnold Bennett’s (where the 

^ The twelve, in tliis order, were: The Woman Thou Gavest Me by Hall Caine, The 
Amateur Gentleman by Jeffery Famol, The Mating of Lydia by Mrs Humphry Ward, The 
Devil*s Garden by W. B. Maxwell, The Broken Halo by Florence L. Barclay, Stella Maris 
by W. J. Locke, Eldorado by Baroness Orezy, The Regent by Arnold Bennett, The 
Passionate Friends by H. G. Wells, The Judgment House by Sir Gilbert Parker, The Way 
of Ambition by Robert Hichens, Fortitude by Hugh Walpole. 

* Hugh published two accounts of this incident, in The Apple Trees (1932) and Horizon^ 
vol I, no. 2 (February 1940). Where they differ in detail, the earlier version is in 
every verifiable instance the more accurate. 

* Later in the year, when it was on exhibition at the Royal Academy, the portrait was 
slashed by a suffragette. Now, repaired, it is to be seen in the National Portrait Gallery. 
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French composer Maurice Ravel was the other guest), but James stood 
nobly by his young friend, declaring that the blame was his, and 
soothing Gosse’s wounded vanity with a supremely diplomatic letter.* 
Hugh spent the last ten days of the year in Edinburgh, correcting 
the proofs of The Duchess and mildly discussing the possibihty o 'a visit 
to Russia next year. On Christmas Eve The Green Mirror vfus duly 
started, and another volume of the diary was rounded off with lists of 
friends made, books read, plays seen. Ahead there seemed to stretch a 
comfortable vista of other fami’y reunions like this, other diaries 
finished, other novels begun. But Hugh’s next Christmas wa^ to be 
spent in very different surroundin ':s. 

^ Printed in The Letters of H nry James (1920), vol ii, p. 361. 
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T he fateful year of 1914 opened just like its predecessors, with 
Henry James wishing him “the very decentest New Year that 
ever was,” a new novel shortly to be published, another begun, 
endless vistas of work and play ahead. For Hugh and his generation the 
Boer War had up till now marked the division between past and 
present; the events of this catastrophic summer were to crash on to 
them like a thunderbolt from a clear sky. In this respect they were 
more fortunate than their successors a quarter of a century later, over 
whom Hitler’s shadow lay heavy for years before 1939. 

Hugh never cared greatly for the climate of Edinburgh, except for 
short visits, and the first formight of January was relieved only by two 
fine letters from James. “I’m awfully amused,” he wrote, “by your 
‘amazement’ at my being struck with C. Mackenzie’s novel [Sinister 
Street: Volume One ]—and can only say that I have been so struck.... I 
mean to read Carnival if I can—I have been struck enough for 

thatr 

In the middle of the month Hugh left to spend a fortnight with 
Elizabeth at her new house. Chalet Soleil, Randogne-sur-Sierre, in the 
south-west comer of Switzerland, overlooking the valley of the Rhone. 
From here he wrote to his mother: 

When I sec splendour like this I know why I love Polperro so. This is 
absolutely apart and too grand to be friendly—^like staying with Queen 
Mary at Windsor.... I have also decided to give up my flat in May. Londpn, 
as a matter of fact, is very bad for me except for a month’s fun every now 
and again. I can’t do a stroke of work there and I get into the habit of 
staying on and on and idling. Besides, I don’t want to have it on my hands if 
I’m abroad.... Elizabeth is adorable. 

In London at the end of the month Hugh found a letter from James, 
saying that he was looking forward to “the voluminous Duchess” and 

IP? 
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Your letter from the Chalet gave me great joy, even though almost in¬ 
tolerably flinging across my grey old path the cold gHtter of youth and sport 
and the awful winter-breath of the Alps—her having immersed herself in 
which presents httle Elizabeth to me too, on her frozen height, like some 
small shining quartz-crystal set in the rock to which she is kindred, ind yet 
hard enough to break by her firm edge the most geological hammer. Which 
means of course that if envy, aged in .potent envy, of your Joie de vm e could 
kill, you would already be stretched lifeless at my feet. 

On February 5 The Duchess of IVrexe was published by Sccke . The 
Morning Post treated it lengthily a.s a work of importance, and r lost of 
the other papers followed suit, th< ugh one or two critical voice; were 
raised. Allan Monkhousc wrote m the Manchester Guardian: ‘ If Mr 
Walpole could mistrust himself ar^d his portentous methods he might 
become much more interesting,” and the anonymous critic )f the 
Nation: “Up to a point Mr Walpvde holds one by his clever phnning 
of his situations, by his bold and energetic scene-painting, by the* rapid 
flow of his narrative, by the energy indeed of his creative imagination 
. . . and yet the whole effect of the story is of something half-real, pre¬ 
tentious, third-rate ... in our opinion Mr Walpole has switched his 
talent on to a track that, whether it leads to popularity or not, is de¬ 
structive of artistic quality.” 

Of all the charges which in their time stupidity and ignorance have 
levelled against Hugh, none is further from the truth than the suggestion 
that, having it in him to become a great writer of the stature, and per¬ 
haps in the manner, of Henry James, he deliberately surrendered this 
possibility in favour of money and popular success. Every book he 
wrote contained all that at the time he knew how to include, and if his 
great facility and love of story-telling led him sometimes to carelessness 
and over-production, that was simply the way his nature worked. 

Hugh was not unduly distressed by these criticisms of The Duchess, 
since he never himself cared very much for this novel; in any case its 
sales were most satisfactory, and Henry James considered it his best 
book. The Duchess of IVrexe is chiefly remarkable for two reasons: first 
because the war quickly put an end for ever to the London it described, 
so that even fifteen years later its almost contemporary scene had be¬ 
come distantly historical: secondly, because it was one of the books 
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discussed by Henry James in his famous article on ''The Younger 
Gaicration.” 

Now Hugh was caught up once more in the whirl of social London. 
He was elected to the Beefsteak Club; at tea with Mrs Colefax he met 
for the first time Frederick Macmillan, who was to be for so long his 
publisher; he went to the Chelsea Arts Ball hand in hand with Mr 
Footer ("Saw everyone—great fun only my trousers spht’’); he met 
Hugh Lane and was taken to see his pictures. At luncheon with the 
Colvins he argued with old Mary Cholmondeley about Conrad’s 
Chance, to which he denied a leading place in its author’s oeuvre; with 
Somerset Maugham he dined and visited the Alliambra. ("He perfectly 
charming. Absolutely unspoiled, but happy about his last success.”) 
He was a guest at a "famous lunch” given by Lilian Braithwaite at the 
Savoy. Among others present were the Alexanders, Pinero, the Gran¬ 
ville Barkers, Maugham, the du Manners, and the Ranee of Sarawak. 
Hugh talked about Moscow to Granville Barker, who assured him that 
it was "just like Huddersfield plus patches of colour.” He saw Henry 
James constantly, and talked for the first time to the great Lord North- 
cliffe: "Strange man with his fat face and shifty eyes—rather like a 
wicked hippo in training.” 

Two new fnends of this time were Edmund Gwenn the actor, and 
Hubert Henry Davies the playwright. The latter gained a special place 
in Hugh’s heart and memory, although the war soon separated them, 
and Davies died in 1917 of neurasthenia caused by overwork at British 
hospitals in France. He wrote eight full-length plays, of which Mrs 
Gorringe s Necklace (1903), The Mollusc (1907), and Outcast (1914) were 
the most successful. Fifteen years older than Hugh, he was a fellow- 
member of the Garrick Club, welcomed everywhere as a gay and 
amusing companion. When a collected edition of his plays was pub¬ 
lished after the war,^ Hugh contributed a long biographical and appre¬ 
ciative introduction. Once again, as with Lady Colvin, he was able 
to point out qualities in his dead friend which were part of his own 
character: 

One of the things that made his company so perpetually refreshing was 
the sensation that one had with him that today was the first day and the last 
^ The Plays of Hubert Henry Dames (2 vols, 1921). 
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day, there had never been any day like it before, that there would never be 
any day like it again, and that therefore one must live every moment of it. 
He had the actual consciousness of his happiness at the instant that he was 
experiencing it, and that is perhaps one of the rarest gifts given to human 
beings. 


In the midst of all this activity, these last days of the Golden Age, 
there appeared the first part of 1 Icnry James’s article on the con¬ 
temporary novel, entitled “The Yo inger Generation” and publis] ed in 
The Times Literary Supplement.^ Hit lerto that journal had been suj plied 
free each week with The Times; t ie issue of 19 March 1914 w .s the 
first to be sold separately (for one penny), and to mark the oci asion 
the first part of James’s article ap;reared on the front page und :r his 
name. James, who had suggested the article to the editor, had long 
been bewailing the lack of intelligent criticism, but having volunteered 
to fill the breach he was defeated by his lack of sympathy with the 
novelists and their works. Only Edith Wharton, his own disciple, 
seemed to him to have an inkling of the writer’s art: the others were 
undoubtedly clever, but, as he so often put it, “helpless.” So he veiled 
his distaste in skeins of equivocation such as only he could wind, and 
argument concerning the article centred, not so much on what he had 
said, as on the selection of writers discussed. In Hugh’s words, “those 
named by him would have been triumphant indeed had they only been 
certain as to whether they were praised or blamed.” 

The first part dealt mainly with Wells, Bennett, and Gilbert Cannan* 
(D. H. Lawrence, dismissed at the tail-end of a sentence, was said to 
“hang in the dusty rear”); the second, which appeared on April 2, em¬ 
braced Conrad, Mrs Wharton, Compton Mackenzie, and Hugh. (The 
fact tliat these last two were personal friends of James’s did not pass 
lumoticed by the crowd.) The first part ended, apropos of Arnold 
Bennett, with the words: “wliich strikingly enough shows how much 

^ James afterwards included it, amplified, revised, and renamed “The New Novel,’* 
in his Notes on Novelists (1914). Quotations and references here are to the original 
article. 

* James, in a letter to Hugh, had described one of Cannan’s novels as “very helpless 
as to the doing, but again with a certain gravity of intention and considerability of 
squalid renseignement** 
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complexity of interest may be simulated by mere presentation of 
material, mere squeezing of the orange, when the material happens to 
be ‘handsome’ or the orange to be sweet,” and the second part began: 

The orange of our persistent simile is in Mr. Hugh Walpole’s hands very 
remarkably sweet—a quality we recognize in it even while reduced to ob¬ 
serving that the squeeze pure and simple, the fond, the lingering, the reiterated 
squeeze, constitutes as yet his main perception of method. He enjoys in a 
high degree the consciousness of saturation, and is on such serene and happy 
terms with it as almost make of critical interference, in so bright an air, an 
assault on personal feUcity. 

Full of material is thus the author of The Duchess of Wrexe, and of a 
material which we should describe as the consciousness of youth were we 
not rather disposed to call it a peculiar strain of the extreme unconsciousness. 
Mr. Walpole offers us indeed a rare and interesting case—we see about the 
field none other hke it; the case of a positive identity between the spirit, not 
to say the time of life or stage of experience, of the aspiring artist, and the 
field itself of his vision. The Duchess of Wrexe reeks with youth and the love 
of youth and the confidence of youth—youth taking on with a charming 
exuberance the fondest costume or disguise, that of an adventurous and 
voracious felt interest, interest in life, in London, in society, in character, in 
Pordand-place, in the Oxford-circus, in the afternoon tea-table, in the torrid 
weather, in fifty other immediate things as to which its passion and its 
curiosity are of the sincerest. The wonderful thing is that these latter forces 
operate, in their way, without yet being disengaged and hand-free—dis¬ 
engaged, that is, from their state of being young, with its billowy mufHings 
and other soft obstructions, the state of being present, being involved and 
aware, close “up against” the whole mass of possibilities, being in short 
intoxicated with the mixed Hquors of suggestion. In the fumes of this acute 
situation Mr. Walpole’s “subject matter” is bathed; the situation being so 
far more his own and that of a juveniUty reacting, in the presence of every¬ 
thing, “for all it is worth,” than the devised and constructed one, however 
he may circle about some such cluster, that every cupful of his excited flow 
tastes three times as much of his temperamental freshness as it does of this, 
that or the other character or substance, above all of this, that or the other 
bunch of antecedents and references, supposed to be reflected in it. All of 
which does not mean, we hasten to add, that the author of The Duchess of 
Wrexe has not the gift of Hfe; but only that he strikes us as having received it, 
straight from nature, with such a concussion as to have kept the boon at the 
stage of violence—so that, fairly pinned down by it, he is still embarrassed 
for passing it on. On the day he shall have worked free of this primitive 
predicament, the convulsion itself, there need be no doubt of his exhibiting 
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matter into which method may learn how to bite. The tract affects us mean¬ 
while as more or less virgin snow, and we look with interest and suspense for 
the foot-print of a process. 

By the time this appeared Hugh had left Hallam Street for goc d and 
was happily working at Polperro. Although he confessed that so me of 
the drift of the criticism escaped !iim, it was clearly inclined jo the 
laudatory, and moreover it occupied two thirds of a column c ti the 
front page of the leading literary journal in the kingdom. He vrote 
expressing his gratitude, and back * amc the answer: 

I am touched by your little note about the passage in the Tim 5 Lit: 
Supp:—greatly touched; because I don’t sec quite how the passage ca . have 
given you much more pleasure than a fond ingenuity may have enabh J you 
to extract from it. Therefore I owe /our acknowledgement of my rather 
meagre garland for your brow not a little to your brave good-will; '\ /hich, 
dearest Hugh, I deeply appreciate. Tbe situation was very difficult for me— 
and never shall I be caught in a Hke again. We will some day converse £ jrther 
privately upon the fruits of your labour, but not again coram publico. The 
publicity of all those remarks, on those 2 dates, has had tiresome conse¬ 
quences in the way of inquiries from the Neglected Young as to why they 
were neglected, and as to whether they are not as good as those I didn't 
neglect—also as to whether “I only speak then of my personal friends.” I 
shall never speak of nobody again, and the incident—an extraordinarily 
accidental one—is closed. The friends of young “Mr. Beresford” (who is 
young Mr. B?) want to know why I haven’t raved about him —and the 
enemies of young Mr. Compton Mackenzie to know why I have raved, etc, 
etc. It’s a devil’s job, really—good-bye to it! (One Mr, George feels par¬ 
ticularly slighted—and has sent me The Making of an Englishman to show me 
what I have lost by not giving my article the benefit of it. But it only seems 
to show me that I can’t read it. For what do they take me? It was an in¬ 
sensate step!) 

By April 17 Hugh was writing to Pinker: “Quite between you and 
me I thought H. J.’s Times things all wrong. Anyone who prefers 
Edith Wharton to Chance, and Sinister Street to Sons and Lovers\ Also 
no mention of E. M. Forster, who can put the rest of us in his pocket.” 

3 

Although the problems of The Green Mirror were working themselves 
out in his head, Hugh was now chiefly busy with the short stories about 
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children which were to make up The Golden Scarecrow. He also did a 
little reviewing for Punch and regular reading for Methuen. Pinker 
reported good prospects for articles on Russia, which Hugh told him 
“will be entirely social and personal —The Path to Rome kind of thmg. 
I want to do them as unlike anyone else as I can. I mean to have tlie 
most original time possible.” Nor was he to be disappointed. 

His seclusion was broken only by a visit to the Beresfords, at whose 
house he met the actress Athene Scylcr. She was to become one of his 
dearest women friends—perhaps the dearest of all—since she was 
possessed of all those qualities which Hugh demanded from women 
before he could get on with them at all. Athene was inteUigent, witty, 
forthright, and gaily affectionate witliout making any demands on 
him. The very few other women with whom he made close friends 
were in their different ways similarly endowed. Through die years 
Hugh’s diary was to be sprinkled with such phrases as: “Athene is alone 
among women in the quickness of her perceptions and the unselfislmess 
of her heart,” and: “After Harold, Athene is of all people in the world 
die one I’m the most at home with. We laugh at all the same things.” 

Now, back at Polperro, Hugh was happier than he had ever been. 
Rooms in London were all very well, but here for the first time was 
some semblance of that home he had always longed for, and with it 
the opportunity to identify himself with a comer of England and make 
it his own. When Percy Anderson was with him, as he often was, 
perhaps the perfect friendship too seemed a possibility, and thus the 
two main themes of his life were tenuously and for a^brief while joined. 

Arnold Bennett, meanwhile, had some months before written an 
article called “Hugh Walpole, a Familiar Sketch,” which now appeared 
in an American paper. In the course of it he said 

The number of writers who really can write is extremely small at any 
given moment of the world’s history. And when I discover a new one I am 
at least as excited as an astronomer who discovers a new star. Mr. Perrin and 
Mr. Traill is a book. Anybody with a passion for literature will understand 
what that phrase implies. I say it is a solemn tiling to discover an authentic 
novelist. In the author of Mr. Perrin and Mr. Traill I discovered one. The 

^ The text here is taken from Bennett’s manuscript, which was found among Hugh’s 
papen. It is now in the Arnold Bennett museum at Burslem, Stoke-on-Trent, together 
with the complete correspondence between the two men. 
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hand of the born and consecrated novelist is apparent in Mr. Perrin and Mr. 
Traill. You cannot read it, and then say that it isn’t true. You cannot read 
it and then say that it isn’t beautiful. You may if you choose assert thAt there 
is a strain of psychological morbidity in Mr. Walpole’s powerful gift. I 
shall not contradict you. I shall merely say that I hke it. . . . About the time 
of the pubhcation of Mr. Perrin and Mr. Traill I made the acquaint ince of 
Mr. Walpole, and found a man of youthful appearance, rather dark, with a 
spacious forehead,^ a very liighly sensitised nervous organisation, a id that 
reassuring matter-of-factness of demeanour which one usually does find in 
an expert. He was then busy at his ta k of seeing Hfc in London. He s< ems to 
give about one third of the year t» the tasting of all the heteroj eneous 
sensations which London can provid for the connoisseur, and two tl irds to 
the exercise of his vocation in some w) hdrawn spot of Cornwall that n )body, 
save a postman or so and Mr. Walpc le, has ever beheld. During one month 
it is impossible to “go out” in London without meeting Mr. WalpoL ,—and 
then for a long period he is a mere lei end of dinner-tables. He return to the 
dinner-tables with a novel complete. . . . Fortitude is a long, am utious, 
audacious, sombre, and comprehcnsi vre novel with an immense subj :ct and 
scope. It is the sort of novel that most men are content to attempt at f Drty or 
forty-five. Mr. Walpole pubUshed it when he was yet under thirty. He 
probably considers it his magnum opuSy and he is well entitled so to consider 
it. I should prefer to describe it as the magnum opus of liis first period. For 
indeed, though he began writing long before Mr. William de Morgan, I 
reckon that Mr Walpole is scarcely out of liis first period. (I cannot help 
remembering that at his age I had published notliing whatever.) His achieve¬ 
ment is great, but his promise ought to be greater. 

For which the delighted Hugh gave thanks : 

My dear Bennett, 

... I must send you a word to thank you for the sketch in the American 
paper—perfectly charming and I shall be proud till I die that you thus wrote 
about me. The only feehng I have is one of regret (but to you only I urge 
this because people take one at one’s own declared valuation) that my stuff 
is still so [“perfunctory” scratched out] damned tentative. I do believe I’ll 
find myself one day. I’m industrious enough, ambitious enough, loving it 
enough, and I do want to present you with a really good thing before I 
die. . . . The Henry James article (in T.L.S.) has caused much bad blood. 
Especially are the D. H. Lawrence supporters insulted. But why all this? 
Everybody is doing a different thing. I don’t see where jealousy comes in. 

^ Opinions differ as to the exact colour of Hugh’s hair. His sister remembers it as 
dark at this time, but others describe it as a lightish brown. Certainly his forehead 
grew ever more spacious as his hair receded farther and farther up his brow. By the end 
of his life his hair w'as quite grey. 
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rm looking forward immensely to Russia in September. Pinker has fixed 
me up some articles in America. . . . 

Yours always, 

H. S. W. 

Returning to London for the month of June, Hugh spent the first 
week-end with Bennett, whom he found “rather driven by money- 
lust and fear of indigestion. Upset by cook spelling Hors d’CEuvres 
‘Ordurv’ on menu.” For the rest, he saw a good deal of Henry James, 
was staggered by the genius of Chaliapin, sat for his portrait to Gerald 
Kelly, watched the tennis at Wimbledon, and read aloud the Um¬ 
brella chapter from Mr Perrin at a charity matinee. After a week in 
Ireland, he arrived home at Polperro on July 21, planning to start a 
critical study of Joseph Conrad at the end of the month—but graver 
events intervened. 


4 

The coming war first impinged on his consciousness on July 30, 
when in addition to his daily diary he began in a black exercise book a 
special war-diary, intended to chronicle the whole course of the struggle. 
He kept it up dutifully each day until August 15, added one more entry 
on the 2ist, and thereafter only a page or two each year until 1920. 

Most of what he recorded concerned the problematical moves of the 
Great Powers, and the infinitely gentle impact of war on die little 
community of Polperro, but underlying it all was a substratum of those 
agonised heart-burnings and self-communings which two generations 
of young men in the twentieth century have had to endure. He loved 
England and wanted to do something to help, but what? He knew 
that, being almost completely blind without his glasses, he would 
certainly be refused for the armed forces. Surely his brains, his hterary 
gifts such as they were, could be put to some useful purpose? 

By August 6 he could endure the strain no longer. Early that morn¬ 
ing he took the London train among a crowd of returning holiday¬ 
makers. A friend asked him to keep an eye on a fourteen-year-old boy 
called Noel Coward. Hugh stood the boy lunch on the train and tipped 
him half a crown when they separated in London. 

Next morning, still undecided as to his best course of action, Hugh 
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was walking aimlessly along the Strand, when he ran into Valentine 
Williams, who was then on the staff of the Daily Mail. He asked Hugh 
if he would care to go to the Western Front as a war correspondent. 
Hugh jumped at the suggestion and rushed round to the Garrick Club, 
where he lunched, “bubbling over to all of them with excitejnent.” 
After luncheon he went straight to the Daily Mail office, saw the editor, 
and discovered that Williams had misled him; there was no jot avail¬ 
able. Much disappointed, he spc!it the evening with Hubert Henry 
Davies at a music-hall, and caught the morning train back to Co: nwall. 

Alas, it was no longer the source of tranquillity it had onc( been. 
Very soon the solitude and lack ol news began to affect his nerv !S, and 
in desperation he attempted to oin the Cornish Constabula y. A 
journey to Plymouth met with no success, but eventually 1 : ^ suc¬ 
ceeded in running to earth a stoat and sweating constable at Looe. 
This poor man was exhausted by iiis efforts to hunt out Germaii spies, 
and when Hugh had proudly gi\^en his name, “Of what nationality 
might that name be?” he asked, with a sudden look of suspicion. Ex¬ 
pecting to be called out every moment, but cheered and calmed by the 
arrival of Percy Anderson, Hugh managed somehow or other to finish 
the second chapter of The Green Mirror: “It seems to me as real as 
anything else at this fantastic time.” 

And then his hopes received another setback. On August 18 he 
recorded: “Bad disappointment. Constables don't want me yet. Got 
to sit still and twiddle my thumbs.” In the event, the Constabulary 
never called on him, and he had to content himself with an occasional 
patrol as an auxiliary coastguard. 

Matters were rushing to a crisis with him, and its outcome is best 
described in his own words: 

Aug. 25. Decide to enlist. 

Aug. 26. Chaos. Into Plymouth to see about eyesight. Enlisting probably 
impossible. 

Aug. 27. Enlisting stopped by possibiUty of going off to Russia to write 
articles against Slav peril. 

Aug. 31. Off by the nine o’clock bus. All the village there to see me off. 
All of us weeping and myself plunged into melancholy all the way to 
Liskeard. 
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The first eleven days of September are covered by one compendious 
entry: 

Now in London, the next days must be empty [in his diary]. Spent by me 
rushing about getting passport etc, chatting nonsense in the Garrick, say¬ 
ing good-bye to my friends, a visit to the McKennas. Behind it all the 
War, the War, the War. Wounded soldiers, Belgian refugees, alarmist 
placards, the Germans daily advancing nearer Paris, then suddenly checked 
and beaten back, 18,000 casualties, some people silly but nearly everyone 
cool and sensible, London very little different except Ughts out at night. 
Everyone now has fitted themselves into the war atmosphere and is ready 
for anything. 

In a brief note to his mother he told her not to expect articles quickly, 
“as they are to be long and serious. But look out in the Saturday Review 
and the middle page of the MaiV To Henry James he wrote: 

Dearest Master, 

This is a hurried Httle letter of farewell. I’m just off to Russia for the 
Mail and others. I would have got down to you if there had been a chance 
but it’s all been so hurried. Think of me as I cross the North Sea. I shall 
think of you continually and get back to you as soon as ever I can. I’ll let 
you know regularly where I am if it’s possible but I don’t know where I may 
get to—to BerUn with the Russians I hope. 

All my love to you! 

Yr. devoted 

H.i 

The Master’s blessing arrived from Lamb House in time to catch 
him: 

Dearest, dearest Hugh, 

I am deeply moved by your, news, and only a bit heartbroken at the 
thought you will have left London, I gather, by the time this gets there— 
though I write it but an hour after receipt of your note; so that the best I can 
do is to send it to the Garrick to be “forwarded.” You will probably be so 
much forwarder than my poor pursuing missive always, that I feel the dark 
void shutting me out from you for a long time to come—save as I shall see 
your far-off light play so bravely over the public page. Your adventure is of 
the last magnificence of pluck, the finest strain of resolution, and I bless and 

^ This and all the other surviving letters from Hugh to Henry James are now in the 
Houghton Library at Harvard. 
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cheer and honour it for all I am worth. It will be of the intensest interest and 
of every sort of profit and glory to you—which doesn’t prevent however 
my as intensely yearning over you, my thinking of you with all the ache of 
privation. But of such yearnings and such aches, such privations and such 
prides, is all our present consciousness made up; and I wait for you again 
with a confidence and courage wliich I try to make not too basely un' vorthy 
of your own. Feel yourself at any rat;, dearest boy, wrapped round ir all the 
affection and imagination of your de /otedest old 

Henry James. 


Hugh’s last afternoon and evening were spent with Hubert Henry 
Davies and Percy Anderson respectively. On the morning c ; Sep¬ 
tember 12 Edmund Gwenn saw him off at King’s Cross, and tha; same 
night he embarked at Hull for his Russian adventure. 




BOOK THREE 

THE FIRST WAR 


Glad was I when I reachc d the other bank. 

Now for a better coun ry. Vain presage! 

Who were the struggle rs, what war did they wage 
Whose savage trample thus could pad the dank 
Soil to a plash ? Toads in a poisoned tank, 

Or wild cats in a red-hot iron cage— 

Robert Browning 

**Childe Roland to the Dark Tower Came' 
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RUSSIAN OVERTURE 
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I F anyone had asked Hugh why he was going to Russia, he a 'ould 
have found it difficult to frame i convincing reply. Even supf Dsing 
that the “Slav peril” existed at that time, it was unlikely th it he, 
knowing nobody in Russia, totall) ignorant of the country, and vith- 
out a word of the language, would be able to contribute much o the 
debate. Besides, there were alread / competent English joumali ts on 
the spot, among them Harold Wi liams and Hamilton Fyfe. N o, he 
was going for other reasons: to get iway from the atmosphere of i loubt 
and inaction; to do something inAolving movement, change—!ome- 
thing connected with the war; to find a place where his writing 
could go forward, perhaps even receive fresh impetus. 

His journey, by way of Christiania, Stockholm, and Raumo in Fin¬ 
land, was surprisingly swift and comparatively comfortable. After 
spending a day in Petrograd, he reached Moscow on September 24 
and was moved to tears by the sight of the Kremlin in twilight. His 
first visit was to the British Consulate, where he at once found a new 
friend in the Vice-Consul, R. H. Bruce Lockliart. He and his wife 
entertained Hugh constantly at their flat, introduced him to the English 
colony, took him to the ballet, the opera, the circus, and altogether 
looked after him. Lockhart’s impression of him was of someone 
“entirely unspoilt, [who] could still blush from an overwhelming self- 
consciousness, and impressed me more as a great, clumsy schoolboy, 
bubbling over with kindness and enthusiasm, than as a dignified author, 
whose views were to be accepted with awe and respect.” ^ 

Hugh quickly found rooms with a Russian family who specialised 
in accommodating foreigners, and here he began his long struggle 
with the Russian language. Despite recurring bouts of homesickness 
he managed also to make some headway with The Green Mirror, and 
to read with enjoyment Du Cote de Chez Swann. Among the resorts to 
* Memoirs of a British Af;ent (1932). 
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which Lockhart introduced him was a famous night-club called The 
Bat, a sort of offshoot of the Moscow Art Theatre, run by Nikita 
Baleieff, who was later to delight the capitals of the world with his 
Chauve-Souris troupe. Here Hugh met such towering figures as 
Gorky and Chaliapin, but more immediately he was charmed by the 
grace and talents of Michael Lykiardopoulos. Lyki, part Greek, part 
Russian, part English, combined the secretaryship of the Art Theatre 
with the translation into Russian of the works of many of the leading 
English writers of the day. His gift for languages and his position at the 
heart of literary and artistic Moscow were a great help to the lonely 
young Englishman. 

The morale of the people was still high. The sickening defeat 
of the northern Russian armies at Tannenberg had been balanced by 
successes in the south, where the Austrians had been driven from the 
Galician plain. The two main factors which were to bring the army to 
a standstill and hasten the Revolution—the hopeless lack of arms and 
ammunition, and the realisation that the war was likely to be a long 
one—had not yet become evident. Nor, if they had, would Hugh 
have been any the wiser. If few in Moscow received much informa¬ 
tion from any war front, he received less than anybody. His diary 
hereabouts is full of complaints of his total lack of news, as he vainly 
attempted to dish up from his stagnant backwater some kind of 
material for the Daily Mail On October 2 he wrote to his mother: 

Tm not writing much—an article once a fortnight for the Daily Mail . . . 
The town is under martial law, and if you speak a word of German you are 
put in prison. The Vice-Consul and his wife here are very nice to me, but 
they are the only people I know. When I know some Russian Tm going to 
see if I can get off to the Front, but that won’t be yet. 

Three weeks later he reported to her: 

I’m afraid my journalism isn’t coming to much. The two things I’ve sent 
the Mail they’ve thought too literary and not enough about the war. I shall 
do a series of half a dozen for the Saturday Review. ... I go on at my novel. 
I find it a kind of narcotic. 

On November ii he received a ‘‘long, not very interesting” letter 
from Henry James, which the old man had dictated to his secretary 
Theodora Bosanquet, and which called forth this spirited response: 
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Nov. 12 th Moscow. 

My dearest Master, 

Your letter has just arrived—the first word I’ve had from you ance I 
heard in Cornwall.^ If your face fell at the blankness of my last, so did mine 
fall at finding the heart of Miss Bosanquet (an excellent thing. I’m sure) 
presented to me in neat type instead ol your own. Three words in you: own 
hand and in your own voice would lave been everything—as it was I got 
nothing. Let me, in answer to this, have just three words of your ( wn— 
otherwise I shall curse the censor eve 1 more than I do. For I did w ite to 
you, a long letter—the note I sent ji >t as I thought I was off to W arsaw. 
Moreover so many letters of mine ha\ e never got to England at all an have 
been, I can only suppose, stopped by the censor, that I thought I’d 1 m no 
risk of that note not getting to you. Now I’m going to run risks and “t the 
censor be damned! 

Well, I had the bloodiest six weeks ( f my whole hfe first. I’d never k 10wn 
such homesickness. I got not a line from any living soul during th 5 first 
month, although letters have come ii plenty since. People were kind but it 
all seemed to be an inferno of rain, pasteboard, poUcemen and prostitutes. 
Moscow in the rain looked appalling, all the gilt domes tawdry, the hj.deous 
modern buildings Hke sham scenery at Earls Court. The streets swam in 
mud, I got no news of the war because I couldn’t read, the food was all 
sweets and cabbage, and I was lonely beyond bcHef I felt too that I was 
utterly useless. They wouldn’t have me in England because I couldn’t see, 
here in the streets they thought I was a German. 

The family I Eve with consist of a nice woman, a melancholy man and 
three children. The flat is minute and an incredible number of people hve 
in it—strangers come and go, the smells and the noise only are constant. I 
begin now to talk a httle Russian but for weeks it seemed absolutely im¬ 
possible—a language hke idiots talking beautifully in an asylum—it is most 
beautiful. The melancholy man has fits of awful temper—every tliird morn¬ 
ing. On Monday I am woken by hearing liis voice raised in a shrill trembling 
scream and it goes on and on. All Monday and Tuesday husband and wife 
don’t speak. Wednesday morning he cries at breakfast and is forgiven. 
Thursday morning it begins again. He’s very pohte to me because they’ve 
no money and I mean a living to them. He offers me cigarettes and choco¬ 
lates which he keeps warm in his pockets. He’s an inventor and in the last 
month has invented a new kind of grey sock, a new paint to be extracted 
from the bark of trees, a new ink and a new sort of soap. The Ink Period was 
awful—everything was covered with it—and when he made one of his 

^ Hugh was constantly accusing his friends of not having written to him, when they 
had, and he had not written to them. He seemed determined to cook up an epistolary 
grievance. 
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reconciliations with his wife, after their embraces they were both covered 
with it. However the Soap Period corrected that. The bath is used by every¬ 
one in the flat indiscriminately but it is dangerous because it is surmounted 
by a huge spray which no one can manage. This emits a torrent of scalding 
water at any moment. 

In the evenings there are occasional parties; ladies come in and play cards, 
drink tea and talk about God. God is a topic of incessant interest, half of 
Russia (the lower half) being as sure of Him as they are of their own fleas, 
the other half (the intelligentsia) being sure that He isn’t, but having the sort 
of interest in Him that we have now in George Ehot or Tennyson. I am very 
lucky in that the mistress of the house is a nice woman and an excellent 
teacher. I work at Russian about four hours a day and have it with my meals, 
asking for potatoes and then being told that I have to use the genitive. It is 
a lovely language, rich as gold brocade and full of lovely words. It’s meant 
to be used I’m [sure] in torrents of discourse all night as they use it here. 
I’m making a Httle progress now and I don’t tliink mastering it will be im¬ 
possible but it needs a new jaw and throat. 

As to the Russians themselves, what is one to say? Every Russian in the 
street has the softest tenderest eyes and the hard savage mouth of a barbarian. 
They seem to me at present to live three skins nearer to naked emotions than 
I should have beheved possible. They seem to have no control and yet they 
have allowed without a murmur the aboUtion of vodka, the very centre of 
their existence—this seems to me quite the most wonderful thing the war 
has yet done anywhere. They are amazingly humble, always sure that every 
other country does tilings better than themselves—but their Art Theatre so 
utterly outdistances anything theatrical I’ve ever seen that my eyes have at 
last been opened to a conception of what acting and the whole form and 
spirit of drama can be. No one who has been here a fortnight can have any 
doubt about their victory in this war. They are a new people; this crisis has 
done the thing to them that everything in history has failed to do to them 
before—given them self-confidence. Their modern hterature seems to be 
very sHght—short stories and poetry—hardly a novel at all—two morbid 
men Artzybachev and Koupriu and, of course, Andreev, who now writes 
bad plays. 

I’ve given up absolutely any idea of journahsm for the present. It’s all far 
too new, too deep, too interesting for me to splash my ignorance upon. My 
idea now is to learn Russian as hard as I can and then after Christmas to get 
off on a hospital-train, as a stretcher-bearer to the front. 

I find, strangely enough, that notliing makes me happier than writing a 
bit of a novel each day. It’s Hke being back in England and for that very 
reason I do think this book may be more real, more “done” and felt than 
my other experiments. At any rate it consoles me. For the truth is, dear 
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Master, that Tm appallingly lonely. Everyone here is immensely kind, but 
I don’t seem to want them. I don’t want anyone except you and, shall I say, 
two others? You alone—say half a day, or even luncheon (how Mac¬ 
kenzie smoke those cigarettes and eat those preserved fruits and look at that 
view?)—and I would come back here quite contented. So please let mo have 
at once in answer to this a word from you and not Miss B. 

Send me the book of essays. Books do get here if registered. I foun i The 
Portrait of a Lady in a dirty Tauchnitz m a dirty French shop here. It’s »een a 
step towards you. There’s lots more o tell you. That shall be later. 

I do love you very much. 

Yr. loving 'flsf 
H. 

All the time he was worried bee luse he was doing so little tc help 
on the war. To his mother he wro e on November 14: “It’s a coi sola- 
tion to me that my eyes preventt d my enlisting, so that anyl ow I 
wouldn’t be able to be in the armv, but it seems such a shame vhen 
I’m so strong and yet not helping more. However it’s a long business, 
and I’m sure, later on, my chance will come.” And then one day at 
luncheon he met an officer who promised to take him to the Polish 
front. Wild with excitement Hugh finished Book I of The Green 
Mirror and wrote to tell his mother the good news. 


2 

There were the usual delays, the officer fell ill, Hugh began to get 
cold feet (“Feel I don’t want to go but that it’s right to do so”), but on 
the evening of December i he left Moscow in a train packed with 
officers, one of whom proved to be a nincteen-year-old girl in Cossack 
uniform. Two long days in the train were spent singing Russian songs, 
eating cold sausage, and reading the latest novels of Arnold Bennett, 
Elizabeth, and May Sinclair. The officers chaffed the girl, and occa¬ 
sionally for Hugh’s benefit shouted at him all the English words they 
knew—“All right,” “I love you,” “How do you do,” and “Tennis— 
Love—Deuce:” otherwise they sang or slept. At Warsaw Hugh spent 
a week in a hotel, writing The Green Mirror, reading Crime and Punish¬ 
ment, eating in cafes, watching the soldiers. He was greatly moved by 
the columns singing as they marched to battle, and he wrote a vivid 
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account of his impressions of Warsaw.^ At last his escorting officer 
reappeared, and next day they set off for the front. 


Dec. 12. Started off about mid-day. Got to a wild-looking station and crept 
into an army train. Was discovered by the Commandant who finally how¬ 
ever gave me leave to go. Was travelling till midnight. Jumped off the 
train at Sokachoff. Believe the Germans only five miles away. Plunged 
right into the heart of it. Passed through all the watchfires and arrived at the 
town. Found a bed in a half-ruined inn. 

Dec. 13. One of the days of my life and nearly the last. Endless adventures 
—German aeroplanes overhead—all the Russian army firing from every side. 
Wonderful views from the hill—the river, the fields of horses, the riding 
Cossacks, the regiments crossing the bridge, the cannon getting nearer and 
nearer, the endless lines of carts on the horizon, the smoke of the battle and 
the reflection of the shrapnel, the evening with the sky all red, the black 
village and all the army moving about silently, the graves, the wounded 
riding in bleeding, the dead coming in on carts, the burnt houses. 

Next morning he returned to Warsaw, where he at once retired to 
bed with influenza and enjoyed Saintsbury’s Nineteenth Century Litera^ 
ture. A few days later he was back in Moscow. 


23 December 1914. Moscow. 

My dearest Master, 

. . . This is only a note now to tell you that I am returned, to thank 
you for your splendid letter and the book.^ I am deep in the latter and am 
absorbed by it. But, truly, I am so tired that I can hardly hold my head up 
and I shall go to sleep for a day and a half. I had a very wonderful time and 
got nearly to Lodz—further than the correspondents and further than any 
other Englishman I believe. I was for part of the time within three miles of 
the Germans and just escaped being a prisoner which I should have hated. I 
had also one or two narrow squeaks, once especially when I was caught under 
two German aeroplanes and the whole Russian army began to fire on every 
side of me. I had a lot of ground to cover before I found a trench. That little 
accident and others were due to my eyesight which was my chief trouble. 
Whenever there was a mist I couldn’t see either with my glasses or without 
them and blundered about in a most dangerous fashion. Nevertheless I saw 
a great deal—a wonderful lot. In Warsaw I saw practically the working of 

^ Saturday Review, 30 January 1915. Altogether Hugh contributed six articles to this 
paper between November 1914 and March 1915. 

* Notes on Novelists. 
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the whole Russian army and could tell you so much that I mustn’t or you’d 
never get this. 

I’ve come back now for two months to go on hard at my Russian which 
I am beginning to get hold of. Then I shall go back to the Front for a month 
and, at the beginning of April, come back to England, thank God. Everyone 
is charming to me here but I’m as homesick as ever—so good for me, I’m 
sure. This is only to thank you and tell you that I shall think of yo 1 on 
Christmas Day—i/l’m awake! I’ll vnite a proper letter later on. Ev so 
much love and may the time pass quickly to Easter! 

Yr. loving 

H. 


In due course James replied: 

Your mere hints of your experiences md escapes reduce me to a sense [of] 
my own restriction to twaddle which 1 iirly makes me sick. . . . Do be are- 
ful, however, of where you take your walks when you return to the F; ont. 
If I could lend you even my poor old eyes (as people lend their ears) you 
would tread the labyrinth in such a manner as to restore you absolitely 
without a flaw to your affectionate old H. J. 

On the same day, December 23, Hugh wrote a long letter to Mrs 
Belloc Lowndes in answer to a long gossipy one from her, repeating 
much of what he had said to James, and continuing: 

As to the future of the novel, I think that some may be killed by the war 
and some be created, but I’m certainly not pessimistic. I don’t think people 
will have much sympathy with cynicism, Shavianism and the rest. The great 
thing will be, I believe, a rather simple reahty. But big work won’t be 
affected. I don’t beUeve any war would affect the hfe of, say, Typhoon^ 
Clayhanger, or The Portrait of a Lady —and certainly not work bigger than 
those again. I’ve had some novels sent out by kind friends but was badly 
disappointed in them all except May Sinclair’s wliich I thought very fine. 
When I read anytliing as mechanical as The Price of Love [by Arnold Bennett] 
I thank my stars that I’m as immature and feeble as I am. There’s always hope 
so long as you’re struggUng to be better, but when you’ve found your 
method and are content with it, God help you! Don’t you agree? . . . 

Oh! It’s all so strange and higgledy-piggledy here! When I was in London 
I was spoilt. I shall never be spoilt again. Mind you answer this and let me 
have a ghmpse of you! Oh, this flat! The noise of the children, the mistress 
of it running out in her chemise (it’s eleven o’clock) to answer the telephone, 
the purple-green towers opposite my window next to a hideous modern 
villa, the dirt and friendhness, the taste and the utter lack of it! 
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On 7 January 1915 he celebrated the Russian Christmas Day by 
having a violent argument with Lyki, who maintained that Jack London 
was a better writer than Conrad, and by dining with the Lockliarts, 
where he “won prodigiously*’ at vingt-et-un. A few days later his old 
friend Arthur Ransome arrived in Moscow. He had originally come 
to Russia in 1913 in search of fairy stories, but on the outbreak of war 
had hurried home. Now he was back with an unofficial brief from the 
Foreign Office to keep them informed of the trend of affairs, and his 
activities were to have a direct influence on Hugh’s career. Meanwhile 
Henry James must be kept in the picture: 

I February 1915. Moscow. 

My dearest Master, 

I was greatly delighted to get your letter last week. I would have answered 
it before but I have been for several days in bed with influenza. When a 
thaw comes here everyone at once goes to bed with typhoid or pneumonia or 
diphtheria, so I was very lucky to get off with influenza. However it left me 
very weak and depressed if I’d let the black devil that sits on one of my bed¬ 
posts jump off it. However he’s all right there for the present. Now it’s a 
blizzard and the snow mounts liigher and higher and we seem to sink lower 
and lower. It may be the end of the world—I’m not sure that it isn’t—no 
Russian would mind very much if it were. 

In a day or two I start on my adventures again—this time for six weeks or 
two months. I go first to Petrograd and there stay with Hamilton Fyfe—the 
Mail man. I shall then go on to Warsaw which, as I write, I hear the Germans 
are going to make a fresh effort against. I must confess that it’s so cold that 
I don’t look forward awfully to sleeping again under hedges and in half- 
ruined houses, but after all it’s everyone’s lot now. But it is cold. I shan’t 
now return until September to England, Now that I know some Russian I 
can do much here that is of interest and even, a Httle, of importance. Indeed 
anything may happen to me after I leave here on Friday. “I cast my bread 
upon the waters”—good luck to it! If I thought the war would be over this 
year I’d come home in April and try my luck in France, but I know it won’t, 
so there’ll be plenty of time for France in September. 

I haven’t got much further with the Russian character. I still regard 
Tchekov’s Cherry Garden as the most perfect representation of it, but it’s no 
use only reading it—you’ve got to sec it acted here by the Artistic Theatre 
people. No English writer seems to me the least right about them, because 
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they either idealise or curse. The truth lies simply on the basis that a Russian 
has all the human instincts at their simplest, strongest, most primitive—the 
instinct for beauty, for brotherhood, for dirt, for cruelty, for altruism, for 
selfishness, for everything—and he doesn’t know what restraint means— yet. 
When he does he’ll be terrifically important but not nearly so interesting. 
How they eat! How they have women! How they talk about Love ar d God 
and Brotherhood! How they distrust one another and fight in the ;rams! 
How they push the women about a id eat duck with their fingers! How 
absorbed they are in their own psyi hology, how interested in ther iselves 
and how distrustful of themselves! 1 Cow careless and casual and hos >itable 
and affectionate! They seem to me the last people to carry on a successfi 1 war, 
and yet this war is drawing wonderf il qualities out of them—it may be the 
great crisis of their liistory. I really si i ill, I think, have an interesting b )ok to 
write after my year here. 

My novel goes on happily and is in no way embarrassed by all the t irmoil 
—in fact, when I write it, I find mys i( more concentrated in it than I have 
ever been before. I enjoy it and it prevents me from yielding to lome- 
sickness. The last is an awful disease iiud I get no better of it. Now tl at I’ve 
decided to stay until September it sec ms almost unbearable, and yet I know 
it’s the right thing to do. As to home things, people are very good about 
writing. Seeker sent me a delightful prospectus of the things that he’s going 
to do this year. I like especially his pocket edition of your shorter stories. 
How pleasant to be in the same catalogue with you! I have appearing some¬ 
time in the spring a book about children called The Golden Scarecrow. It might 
have been possible if I’d been at home to rewrite and so on—but as it is! . . . 
and I can’t stop it. However, the war will put a pillow quite effectively over 
its fair young head! 

Please write to me—all letters will be forwarded. I shall send you p.c.’s, 
the only things possible. 

Yr. most loving 

H. 


Please when you write tell me how you are, whether you can write 
much, whether you’ll go to Rye. 

A week later he had finished The Golden Scarecrow and was installed 
in the Hotel de France at Petrograd. He soon came to prefer that city to 
Moscow. “Of course Moscow is more interesting and beautiful as a 
place,” he wrote to Mrs Lockhart, “but as far as living goes, there simply 
seems to me no comparison.” He worked on at The Green Mirror, en¬ 
joyed the company of Hamilton Fyfe, and was introduced to Lady 
Georgina Buchanan, the wife of the British Ambassador. And then 
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at the beginning of March he met the man who was to be his greatest 
friend in Russia. This was Konstantine Andreevich SomofF, then a 
man of forty-six and one of the most successful painters in the 
country. “Sad, charming, ugly man,” wrote Hugh, “a Uttle like 
Reggie Turner and Robbie Ross.” And again two days later, after 
their second meeting: “Most attractive personality. Very quiet—one 
of the saddest faces I’ve ever seen—beautiful eyes. We got on, I 
think. I’m determined that we shall. With all Russians there seems 
that same strange attraction—the attraction that grown-ups feel for 
children.” 

Not pausing to decide which was grown-up, which child, Hugh 
dashed back to Moscow, and a few days later returned to Petrograd 
with his books, clothes, money, a pile of letters from England, first 
proofs of The Golden Scarecrow, and a set of Conrad’s books, sent him for 
the purpose of his critical study. 


4 

One of the letters was from Henry James, and in it the Master had 
assumed a difficult and painful duty—that of hinting that Hugh ought 
to come home because of what people were saying. Mrs Belloc 
Lowndes, who had twice guardedly suggested in letters that Hugh was 
missing all the fun and should come home, has described * how that 
winter she and Henry James were both guests of an important London 
hostess. This lady “spoke with scorn of the fact that immediately on 
the outbreak of war Walpole had left his country.” Mrs Lowndes 
pointed out that Hugh had long ago arranged to visit Russia, and that 
his eyesight made it impossible for him to join up, but the hostess 
would not withdraw. This so enraged Henry James that, seizing Mrs 
Lowndes’s arm, he muttered: “Let you and me who are friends of 
Walpole leave this house.” Outside in the street she could see that he 
was “still shaken with what seemed uncontrollable anger,” and that 
same evening he wrote to her: 

I rejoice to hear that you have written kindly and considerately to Hugh 
W.—^he will gready value it. I don’t see how one can not do one’s friend the 

• In The Merry Wives of Westminster (1946). 
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justice and pay him the respect of treating him as if he is neither a baby nor a 
beast, and that if he is reflectively taking a certain course, or deciding in a 
certain way, there may be much more to be said for it than even our briUiant 
eyes discern. 

It was not James’s habit to call a spade a spade, so that his wiming 
to his traduced disciple arrived clc sely wrapped in a muffler of ^ i^ords, 
very tentatively and carefully cho^en: 

I am sorry the black homesicknes^ so feeds upon you amid your errific 
paradoxical friends, the sport alike or their bodies and their souls, of vhom 
your account is admirably vivid; but I well conceive your state, wh ch has 
my tenderest sympathy—that nostalg x ache at its worst being the in^ mtion 
of the very devil of devils. Don’t ler it break the spell of your purj ose of 
learning Russian, of really mastering ic—though even while I say this 1 rather 
wince at your telHng me that you incline not to return to Engla id till 
September next. I don’t put that regict on the score of my loss of thi sight 
of you till then—that gives the sort oi personal turn to the matter tiat we 
are all ashamed together of giving to any matter now. But the being and the 
having been in England—or in France, which is now so much the same thing 
—during at least a part of this unspeakable year affects me as something you 
are not unHkely to be sorry to have missed—there attaches to it—to the 
being here—something so sovereign and so initiatory in the way of a British 
experience. I mean that it’s as if you wouldn’t have had the full general 
British experience without it, and that this may be a pity for you as a painter 
of British phenomena—for I don’t suppose you think of reproducing only 
Russian for the rest of your shining days. However, I hasten to add that I 
feel the very greatest aversion to intermeddlingly advising you—your com¬ 
pleting your year in Russia all depends on what you do with the precious 
time. You may bring home fruits by which you will wholly be justified. 
Address yourself indeed to doing that and putting it absolutely through— 
and I will, for my part, back you up unUmitedly. Only, bring your sheaves 
with you, and gather in a golden bundle of the same. I detest, myself, the 
fine old British horror—as it has flourished at least up to now, when in 
respect to the great matter that’s upon us, the fashion has so much changed— 
of doing anything consistently and seriously. So if you should draw out your 
absence I shall beheve in your reasons. 

Hugh took the hint immediately, being perhaps half-prepared for 
some such advice, but he was much too excited by new prospects to 
let it dismay him. 
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15 March 1915. Petrograd. 

My dearest, dearest Master, 

After three weeks (no, five) wandering I at last got my post again, and 
at the heart of it, your most delightful letter. I’m settled now at the above 
address for six weeks or two months for reasons that I’ll give you in a 
moment, so that this is the place to write to. Meanwhile I must first say how 
happy I am at the fine spirits and courage of your letter. I think of you so 
continually, and now until the next letter comes I shall be able to have the 
finest picture in my mind. There are so many things in your letter about 
which I should love to talk to you—meanwhile I must do what I can. 

First as to myself and my answer to your urging me to return home. At 
last all my plans are made and my ambitions reaUzed. I now officially belong 
to the “Sanitar” here. The *‘Sanitar” is the part of the Red Cross that does 
the rough work at the front, carrying men out of the trenches, helping in the 
base hospitals in every sort of way, doing every kind of rough job. They are 
an absolutely official body and I shall be one of the few (half-dozen) English¬ 
men in the world wearing Russian uniform. I’ve long had this in view but 
whilst I knew no Russian it was pretty hopeless. Now all is settled if I pass 
the doctor. I have, first, six weeks’ training in first aid at the hospitals here, 
and then I go off to the very “frontiest of the front.” 

I am, as a matter of fact, in a state of extraordinary exhilaration. It is not 
that I don’t reafise all the tragedy and horror—I’ve seen already a considerable 
amount of it—but to be an actor (however tiny) in the greatest piece of 
history in the Ufe of the world, to see such things, to be tested by the very 
deepest tests of all and to watch other people being tested, is to be so up¬ 
lifted that one isn’t a human being at all but sometliing disembodied and 
quite abstract. . . . Well, I mustn’t get liigh-falutin’- 

Disease is going to be our chief enemy I fancy at the front when the snow 
goes. I’ve been vaccinated and in a fortnight’s time shall be inoculated for 
typhoid. I’m determined to come home in September even though the sky 
turns blue. By then I shall have had four months’ Red Cross work and ought 
to be useful on the other front—and there I hope to be all the winter. I 
think that early next year will' see the end of the war. 

I am greatly interested by what you say about writing. I have had rather 
the same experience—but the novel that I have been doing here has been the 
most wonderful comfort and I’ve enjoyed a kind of omniscience in saying 
to my characters: “Ah, I know what an upheaval’s in store for you after this 
little account of your troubles is concluded. If you only knew you wouldn’t 
think your present worries so important.” That gives a kind of fillip to the 
humour of it (this is the first book with a sense of humour in it written by 
ME!). But I don’t, on the whole, feel anything but quickened and enlivened 
by the volcano. I’m quite ready to take my pill with the rest, and if I peg out 



LUNCHEON AT THE EMBASSY 


ABT. 31] 


ns 


at the front, which is possible, I shall only be wildly annoyed at being de¬ 
prived of so much existence, and disappointed at dying before Tve written a 
decent book. However Tm not going to die—the chubby people like me 
must grow into chubby old men or what’s the Garrick and the Athenaeum 
for? 

Meanwhile I’m having an amusing time here. Besides my hospi'.al and 
my writing I walk in the afternoons vith that pillar of Philistinism, Hi milton 
Fyfe of the Daily Mail He is truly w onderful. He is the Man in the S :reet— 
exactly and absolutely. He hates Rus ia. Because liis clothes are tlire€ weeks 
at the wash he says that Tchekov is no dramatist; because the Russiar ; don’t 
play football he says that they must b« homosexualists (which they nev r are). 
Because he cant learn the Russian language he says that they’re a “b ainless 
lot.” At the same time he is a mass c*'stern kindness and military sen iment. 
He cries in a manly way over leaders n The Times about patriotism— >0 do I 
—only not in a manly way. He is al /ays buying his wife little prese, its but 
is furious with her if she has an original idea. . . . We go for a wall every 
afternoon. 

My evenings are spent with quite the most interesting set in Rus >ia just 
now—all the cliief writers, artists and musicians—Merejkowsky, Sclogub, 
Glazounov, Scriabine, Somoff (the latter I tliink you would dehght in). 
He is, I suppose, the most famous Russian painter living—very cosmopolitan, 
has lived much in Paris and Berlin. They are all amazing to me—just like 
babies in spite of their intelligence. They cry and laugh, believe everything 
one minute and notliing the next, don’t know what they want, kind and 
rough—I should like to tell you and indeed the whole of England the real 
relation of tliis country to the war. I haven’t seen one word in the papers 
that bears the slightest relation to the real psychology of the tiling. . . . 

I must stop to catch the post. I’ll write soon again. 

Your most loving 
H. 


5 

At the end of March Hugh was for the first time invited to luncheon 
at the British Embassy. The Ambassador, Sir George Buchanan, was 
in the great tradition of British diplomacy: handsome, courageous, 
modest, elegant and courteous, he possessed what Bernard Pares de¬ 
scribed as “a kind of baffling simplicity” which often caused foreigners 
to take him for stupid. “He kept,” writes his old subordinate H. J. 
Bruce, “to a middle register of imperturbable serenity,” and up to the 
time when the world he knew disappeared beneath the tidal wave of 
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Bolshevism, his judgment was seldom at fault. Hugh's first impression 
—“very nice albeit something feeble"—was a typical newcomer's 
misconception. “They are what one would call ‘homely', aren't they?" 
he wrote to Mrs Lockhart. “He seems to be terrified by war corre¬ 
spondents and was very reHeved when he found that I wasn't one." 

Luckily Sir George’s first impression of Hugh was more favourable, 
and it was arranged that he should assist at the English Hospital, where 
Lady Georgina had organised a band of volunteers. He began this 
work early in April, very happy to be doing something useful at last. 
He would help in the wards and the operating theatre for several hours 
each morning, then go home and write in his rooms. Here is a diary 
entry of this time: 

April 14. Eventful day. In the morning at the hospital eight wounded 
suddenly arrived from the front. Had to bathe them, the most gruesome 
business—one man especially with his head spHt open, his leg off and one hand 

smashed. Came back quite worn out_Surely this is the great period of my 

hfe! Finished Chapter I of the Conrad —not well, but how can I do it when 
things are like tliis? 

Most of his evenings were spent with Somoff, to whom he was 
becoming deeply attached. Arthur Ransome introduced him to 
Harold Wilhams, the correspondent of the Daily Chronicle, who had a 
profound love and knowledge of Russia—attributes which were to 
prove useful to Hugh in years to come. 

Although all his writing-time was now devoted to Conrad, ideas for 
novels were always working themselves out in his head. Wisely he had 
decided to lay aside the three-quarters-finished Green Mirror, md already 
his first Russian story was beginning to take shape. The Dark Forest is 
much the sharpest in outline of all his books, much the closest to 
actuality; most of its scenes were straight reporting done on the spot; 
yet the bones of the book—^its theme and plot and even its original 
title. Death and the Hunters —were in position weeks before he left for 
the Gahcian front: only the background was lacking. 

Meanwhile on May 4, after less than a month's work, “finished the 
Conrad to my huge surprise. That I really should have written a critical 
book, however small and however bad, is truly amazing. I think the 
part about Conrad's methods is fair—the rest nil." 
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His last few days in Petrograd were bmy: 

May 9. Lunched at the Embassy. Old Buchanan depressed because of the 
poisonous gases. Much talk about the sinking of the Lusitania. Evening 
Karsavina in La Fille Mai Gardee —most charming thing I’ve seen in Russia. 
Her acting and dancing quite wonderful—seemed inspired. 

May 14. Great day. At eleven in the morning I became a Russiai officer 
—one of the few Englishmen in hifcory who have been one. Strang s being 
saluted. 

Arthur Ransome, who together with Lyki and the Fyfes lelped 
him to pack, remembers that l e had great difficulty in n anipu- 
lating his sword. Nevertheless, a^xompanied by Somoff, he 1 ( ft that 
evening for Moscow, where he sj ent a few days in final prepai itions, 
and on May 22 he set off with th-. rest of his unit for the Carpt thians. 
He was much upset at parting from Somoff, nor did his first g limpse 
of his new companions reassure him. The Otriad, or small : nobile 
hospital, which was to be attached to the Russian Ninth Army, con¬ 
sisted of male surgeons, female nurses, and a few male orderlies of 
whom Hugh was one. His Russian, never very fluent, was at this time 
rudimentary: he felt lonely, homesick, and apprehensive. To cheer 
himself up he read Dostoevsky’s House of the Dead in the train. 



CHAPTER TEN 


DEATH AND THE HUNTERS 

I 

T he Russians’ ill-advised advance through the Carpathians into 
Galicia, though backed by little force and less determination, 
had alarmed the Germans sufficiently to induce them to mount 
a major counter-offensive under Mackensen and Seeckt. On May i 
their bombardment had opened, and all through the month the Russian 
armies had been driven back until now some fragile sort of a line had 
been estabHshed between the Dniester and the San. 

On the 24th die Otriad reached Lvov: next day they left the train 
at Stanislau, and completed the journey by motor. Quartered in a 
small village in the heart of the country, they had little to do for some 
days. Hugh read a lot of Browning and began writing Death and the 
Hunters. He was missing Somoff badly, and the writing took his mind 
from his homesickness. Rumours of troop movements and battles 
began to arrive, and on the moonlit evening of June i they set off from 
Maidan in haycarts towards the front. Here is Hugh’s diary entry for 
the next day: 

June 2. The dawn was beautiful. Soon after we went off to look for the 
battle. The cannon were booming now in the forest. We went off in our 
haycarts to look for them. We got right into the forests wliich were lovely 
in the early morning, the sky red and gold, the birds singing. Although the 
cannon sounded so near we found nothing there and went off to another part. 
Here we found plenty, and soon we were settled just behind a trench with a 
battery banging in our ear. The soldiers had settled into the trench as though 
they had been born in it, and they looked at us with a kind of amiable in¬ 
difference. Then came a long wait. I got a bad headache from the noise of 
the battery and felt lonely and miserable—not frightened, though shrapnel 
was singing over our heads. About’five we moved down to another trench 
where I sat imtil dark. Nice old colonel here—fine old farm here with a 
beautiful old tree—all very merry here, beautiful hot supper, soldiers sewing, 
laughing, waiting. Old Colonel tellsjstories about lovely women when the 
noise pauses. At dark set off to find dead. This really rather alarming, the 
hedges filled with silent soldiers, the moonlight making everything unreal and 
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unsafe. We found our men, then were met by an officer with a large silent 
company behind him who told us that we must hurry as they were going to 
begin an attack. We did hurry, and just as we got our carts out of the 
position and began to climb the hill, the whole landscape behind us, which 
had been dead still, cracked into sound. The cannon broke out on ev *ry side 
of us—fires and flashes and coloured lights and a noise as though the sky, 
made of china, had broken into a inillion pieces and fallen—a mag lificent 
unforgettable spectacle. At last, a ier a long ride, got back to ]Taidan. 
On the way met some of ours goin ^ to the battle—gave me my fii :t letter 
fromK. [Somoff] 

Next morning, after a hideouslN' uncomfortable night, he felt utterly 
discouraged and longed to take tie first train back to Petrogr d, but 
he reassured himself by reflectin “This is not so bad as it was at 
Marlow.” ^ Somehow the day p.^ssed, and then came fresh adv inture: 

In the evening we started off again to the forest, and found oursclw s about 
eleven at night in the same place as the first time. Thick stars, much cannon, 
and at last we found ourselves on die further side under the forest . Here 
happened the adventure of my hfe. Started off with several Sanitars to find 
wounded, got some way and all the Sanitars sat down and refused to go any 
further. I forgot all my Russian, swore at them in English, at last induced 
them to go with me. Had then a most perilous adventure—shrapnel 
bursting very close to us, all amongst the lines, creeping in and out avoiding 
the moon, crossing the river, stumbling over liidden soldiers who didn't 
cheer us by telling us to be quick as they were going to begin firing. Pathetic 
how we longed to find a wounded man. At last found one, then one of the 
Sanitars refused to return, so we had to go back three, I carrying one end of 
the stretcher alone. I thought that journey would never end, the thing was 
so heavy, the shrapnel so close and the road so difficult. At last back—in all 
about two hours. 

For his share in this exploit Hugh was awarded the St George’s 
Cross. 

Two days later the wounded began to come back in large numbers; 
all ranks of the Otriad were called upon to help, and Hugh wrote with 
some pride: “Extracted my first bullet, assisted at my first operation.” 
Next day he was sent out with a small party to bury the dead. After 

^ Compare this passage from Osbert Sitwell’s Laughter in the Next Room: “Even in 
the depths of spirit, however, to which the monotony of the life [in the trenches in 1914] 
reduced me, I did not hate the routine here as I had hated it in my private school. At least 
Bloodsworth had done that for me. I had known worse.” 
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an exhaustive and wearisome search they succeeded in disposing of 
two long-perished Austrians, but they also learnt that the key position 
of Przemsyl had been recaptured by the enemy, and when they re¬ 
turned in the evening, it was to find their camp-site deserted and the 
unit withdrawn. The Great Retreat had begun again. 

From the reading of official histories of the campaign, diaries and 
memoirs of soldiers and politicians, it is difficult to understand how 



the Russian army held out as long as it did. Incompetently led, poorly 
clothed and inadequately armed, the soldiers displayed immense 
powers of courage and endurance. Their reserves of ammunition were 
exhausted after a few months of war, and they possessed so few rifles 
that many an infantryman was obliged to stand impotently by until a 
fallen comrade’s weapon became available. The Austrians opposite 
them were poor fighters, but now they had been stiffened by German 
reinforcements, and once the Russian steam-roller was put into reverse 
it rumbled back a vast distance before it could be stopped. 

Hugh’s Otriad had not been designed for service in the forward 
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areas, but now it was swept back by the retreating wave, together with 
mihtary units of all sorts—Cossacks, gun limbers, ration waggons, 
haycarts—in a universal cloud of dust. 

Except for the discomfort, Hugh enjoyed it all greatly. He was not 
only helping in the war: he was taking part in an immense human 
catastrophe, in which pride and a deep feeling of brotherhood v ith the 
whole Russian people carried him along. Amidst all the violent move¬ 
ment and frantic ministration to the wounded, the constant s nell of 
chloroform, iodine, and garlic sa isage, there were times, often whole 
days, when the Otriad was resti ig or waiting, and Hugh w( uld lie 
happily in a sun-warmed orchard, writing his diary and reading ] rown- 
ing. “Funny how he and Dostoe^ sky have in this year abroad I ecome 
the two authors who matter to me. I am, I believe, deeply re igious, 
but led to it right through my psychological interests —not vic( versa. 
And that I claim is what they also are.’’ His diary was filled witl i a rich 
variety of choses vues: here indeed was the background he had been 
seeking, and most of the descriptive passages in The Dark Forest were 
taken verbatim from these daily pages. 

Occasionally he found time to scribble a few letters and postcards, 
such as the following to Henry James: 

June 16. Galicia. 

Letters quite impossible but f m told there’s just a chance of this p.c. getting 
through. Have been in the thick of things for nearly a month, under fire 
several times, and have decided that a dentist is much more alarming. The 
worst part of a battle is its invisibihty and never knowing what it’s going to 
do next. Waiting with a cart under shrapnel for wounded is depressing if it 
lasts long, but doing anything definite is liighly inspiring, and amusing some¬ 
times in most unexpected ways. I had the other night a race from the 
Austrians in a haycart that was Gilbertian, quite especially as I’d lost my 
braces and my glasses were crooked! Day before yesterday eight hundred 
wounded in twelve hours. I cut off fingers with a pair of scissors as easily as 
nothing! 

Love, 

H. 

A note to Arnold Bemiett, written the same day, ends: 

A battle is an amazing mixture of hell and a family picnic—not as frighten¬ 
ing as the dentist but absorbing, sometimes thrilling Uke football, sometimes 
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dull like church, and sometimes simply physically sickening like bad fish. 
Burying dead afterwards is worst of all. Tm frightfully well and very happy. 
Shall return to England in September for a httle at any rate. 

At the end of June he developed dysentery and thereafter spent some 
time recuperating peacefully at Tamopol. When he rejoined the 
Otriad he found it once again withdrawn from active work, and though 
he was grateful for a few more days of reading and writing, he soon 
began to grow restless. Heat and flies made eating and sleeping difficult, 
while his recurrent nightmares began to be peopled by the grisly 
corpses of the battlefield. ‘‘Our work just now,” he told his mother, 
“is chiefly taking hot tea to the soldiers in the Position. I have really 
not seen a wounded man for a fortnight. . . . Although on the whole I 
have truly been useful, war is not my job. My imagination won^t 
keep quiet, and nerves play a pretty strong part in this affair.” Now and 
then he helped take food to villages where cholera was raging, “terribly 
tumble-down and ill-kept with tlie black flag outside many of the 
cottages.” But there were gayer moments: 

Wonderful sight, Cossacks swimming their horses in the lake. Hundreds 
of horses, hundreds of the finest men in the world flashing naked in the sun— 
the blue water, the Httle pink village with the brown church, the green reeds. 
Such colour and peace and happiness, the Cossacks playing with one another 
like babies. How to reconcile all the different sides of this amazing affair! 

Back with the Otriad he read Zola’s VAssommoir and Charlotte 
M. Yonge and tried to introduce some thrills into his “Invisible 
Battle” chapter in Death and the Hunters: “If I were inventing, what an 
exciting thing I could make of it:” but in fact it was precisely this 
absence of the customary invention that gave the book its actuality 
and power. He decided that the two chapters he had written were 
“too solemn in manner—my besetting sin, which is really curious 
considering that I see everything too unfortunately humorously. But 
The Green Mirror is my true style, whether it prove successful or not— 
simple stories about clergymen and old maids and cuckoo clocks.” 

His tour of duty with the Otriad was nearly up, and as his departure 
drew nearer he vacillated between the longing to get home and a 
determination to see the war out on this front. Little though he knew 
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what was happening on his part of the line or elsewhere, he could not 
help but realise the terrible deficiencies of the Russian army. “This war 
is simply a matter of ammunition,” he wrote to Lockhart. “The man 
who’s got the most bullets wins.” 

Aug. 8. Finished chap 4 of D and IL . . . Today official news of tal ing of 
Warsaw. No one seems depressed by it. Feel very strongly that I mus come 
back here for the winter and not g(' to England. Beheve it my du y. . . . 
However, we’ll see. 

A week later he started for Petrovjrad, but was obliged to spent some 
days at Chertkov, where he was presented with his St George’s Cross 
by General Lechitsky. Then on b way of Kiev to Petrograd, vhere 
he was warmly welcomed by Son off. 


2 

There was now nothing to prevent his immediate return to England, 
but two powerful forces held him back. One was the very natural 
desire to finish his novel while its sounds and scenes were still fresh in 
his mind; the other was his growing affection for Somoff. He felt that 
once he left he might never come back, and this splendid friendship 
would be brought to an end. Thus patriotism and sense of duty warred 
with expediency and inclination. 

Staying with Somoff in a flat on the outskirts of the city, Hugh 
hurried on with Death and the Hunters, taking occasional evenings off 
to dine with Harold Williams or the Fyfes. He began to suffer pain¬ 
fully from boils, and soon this malady was aggravated by an uncalled- 
for but none the less tiresome attack of conscience. In fact, he had 
shown considerable enterprise in getting to Russia at all; he had been 
decorated for gallantry with the Russian armies in the firing-line; 
and had altogether achieved far more than, with his hopelessly defective 
eyesight, he could possibly have done at home. But he well knew that 
people, particularly women, sitting safely by comfortable London 
firesides, were only too ready to malign anything that seemed to them 
unusual in the way of war service. Since Henry James’s dehcate hint 
that he would do well to come home, no one else had attempted to 
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advise him, and in any case Hugh had been too busy to give the 
matter much thought. Now Sibyl Colefax broached it directly. 

Sept. 22. A critical day. At dinner received letter from Mrs. Colefax saying 
my friends are “bitterly criticising” my being in Russia, that I should return 
at once. A silly letter . . . but it stirred my conscience. 

After two days of indecision he decided that he must go. Arrange¬ 
ments were made for him to travel as a King’s Messenger in mid- 
October, and he set to work to finish his novel before he left. One 
amusing interlude interrupted this work: 

Out with K. At a bookshop amused to buy a new book by Wells called 
Boon, Mad incoherent thing with much cleverness. First half about the 
London writing world, chiefly a furious attack on H. J. with Conrad and 
Shaw as good seconds. Mentions me as follows: “Mr. Thomas Hardy had 
a first-class ticket but travelled by choice or mistake in a second-class com¬ 
partment, his deserted place being subsequently occupied by that promising 
young novelist Mr. Hugh Walpole, provided with a beautiful fur rug, a 
fitted dressing-bag, a writing slope, a gold-nibbed fountain pen, innumerable 
introductions, and everything that a promising young novcHst can need.” 
He’s really clever about H. J. and says just half the truth. But why so fierce 
about Conrad? Meanwhile who is James Joyce? Is Crane such a good 
novehst, and Hueffer so good a poet? ... tut, tut, H. G. Meanwhile you’ll 
be a better satirist when you don’t show personal irritation. The war part 
tommy-waffle! 

The boils grew steadily more painful, and a doctor incurred Hugh’s 
irritation by attributing them to nerves. Nevertheless Death and the 
Hunters was completed after a final spurt on October 3. In its last 
chapter there occurs a paragrapli, ostensibly the thoughts of the story’s 
English hero, but in fact so clearly autobiographical as to provide an 
adequate self-portrait of the moment: 

Many scenes from my Polchester days that I had long forgotten came back 
to me. I was indeed startled by the clearness with which I saw that earlier 
figure—the very awkward, careless, ugly boy, listening lazily to other 
people’s plans, taking shelter from life under a vague love of beauty and an 
idle imagination; the man, awkward and ugly, sensitive because of his own 
self-consciousness, wasting his hours through his own self-contempt which 
paralysed all effort, still trusting to his idle love of beauty to pull him through 
to some superior standard, complaining of Hfe, but never trying to get the 
better of it; then the man who came to Russia at the beginning of the war. 
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Still self-centred, always given up to timid self-analysis, but responding now 
a little to the new scenes, the new temperament, the new chances. Then this 
man, feeling that at last he was rid of all the tiresome encumbrances of the 
earher years, lets himself go, falls in love, worships, dreams for a few days a 
wonderful dream—then for the first time in his life, begins to fight. 

This was not the first appearance of Polchester in Glebeshire,' \rhich 
Hugh was later to describe and pc ople so prolifically. Mentior of it 
was first made in a short story called Bachelors, and again in The (\olden 
Scarecrow, which had been publisl ed in London this very wcel, and 
as the town appeared and reappear ^d in more of Hugh’s books ; vast 
correspondence of speculation and topographical enquiry spran 5 up. 
Enthusiastic readers drew large-sea^ e maps of the town showing wery 
street and building mentioned in t e stories, while Hugh wrote nany 
articles, some of them contradicto: y, explaining the origins of c ^cry- 
thing. Polchester was at first based almost wholly on Truro, and n the 
three Jeremy books there are few descriptions that do not c orre¬ 
spond: Orange Street was taken from Lemon Street, the Pol from the 
Fal, and so on. In later books the town developed characteristics of 
its own, so that in the end it was as much Hugh’s creation as a trans¬ 
cription from life. Except perhaps for part of the Precincts, there was 
only one particular, the physical domination of the town by the 
cathedral^ for which he drew on the hated Durham. 


3 

Hugh left Petrograd on October 16, after a distressful parting with 
SomofF, and travelling by the same route as on the outward journey 
landed at Newcastle six days later. He went straight to the nearest 
bookshop and there saw his first copy of The Golden Scarecrow, which 
had been well received and was already in its third printing. In London 
he stayed with Percy Anderson, telephoned to Henry James at Rye, 
and paid early visits to Seeker and Pinker, both of whom he found 
delightfully encouraging. 

Oct. 25. Tm becoming quite a seller and I really may take today as the first 
date when I find myself firmly estabhshed as a novelist—not bad at thirty- 
one! The only thing that remains now is to write a decent novel! 
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In December he spent a fortnight in London, seeing most of his old 
literary friends, and making two new ones, Francis Brett Yoimg and 
Frank Swinnerton, whom he liked immensely. He spent a week-end 
with Arnold Bennett, whom he now began to call by his Christian 
name. Lady Muriel Paget asked Hugh to come to Russia with a mobile 
hospital which she was organising: he confessed himself “most 
tempted.” 

On Christmas Eve he joined his mother and his aunt at Truro, and a 
few days later moved back to The Cobbles, where Mrs Walpole stayed 
another formight. The New Year was brightened by the news of 
Henry James’s receiving the O.M., and by the completion of The 
Green Mirror. Considering the variety of circumstances which had 
accompanied its long parturition, and the six months’ interval during 
which he had written two other books, it holds together astonishingly 
well. 

In the middle of January Hugh left for London, and while he was 
there trying to master his fate, everything suddenly fell into place. 
He was summoned to the Foreign Office and told that Sir George 
Buchanan had cabled asking for him to be sent back to Russia in charge 
of British propaganda. For some time Ransomc and others had been 
urging the creation of a modest organisation to counter the very 
effective German propaganda to which the Russians were ceaselessly 
subjected. The Foreign Office at length agreed, and the Ambassador 
sent for Ransome, told him that his suggestion had been approved, 
that it had been decided a literary man was needed to run the 
organisation, and that he had cabled for Hugh. This news must 
have been a trifle galling to Ransome, who had himself published a 
dozen or more books, but he made no protest, and it is doubtful 
whether Hugh was ever aware of tire part Ransome had played in die 
new appointment. 

Hugh was of course delighted at this stroke of good fortune. “Lord 
Robert Cecil said to me,” he told his mother, “that I might like to feel 
that I couldn’t be doing anything that would be more useful to my 
country than this. Everyone seems pleased. ... I have a compUcated 
business on my shoulders as regards Russia and I hope I shan’t make an 
ass of myself.” 
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The last weeks in London were full of incident. First he began 
Maggie, a novel which was to have a career almost as chequered as The 
Green Mirror before it was finally published as The Captives. Then he 
lunched with George Doran, whom he found “extremely effiisive. It 
was amusing to see the difference between now and two year: ago. I 
really seem to be a great success in America, wliich does me no honour 
as they like me for my faults not my virtues—and fickle they j re!’’ A 
few days before The Dark Forest was due to be published, a fii i broke 
out at the binders’ and the whole t dition was destroyed.^ With a tonish- 
ing speed a fresh impression w:»s rushed through the press, and on 
January 31 the book was publish.'d, with a dedication to Som< -ff. The 
critics were enthusiastic. “The A\'hole book is conceived and ivritten 
at a high level of imaginative vision, and reveals capacities and Dowers 
in the author which we had hardly suspected before,” wrote W. L. 
Courtney in the Daily Telegraph, while the Westminster Gazette de¬ 
clared that the “scene at the house m the dark forest where the four men 
draw cards for the right to remain alone to the dangerous end, is not 
only the most intensely realised moment of which Mr. Walpole has 
ever written, but is also one of the most dramatic passages in English 
fiction.” 

Arnold Bennett too joined in the chorus: 

Many thanks for the inscribed D.F. ... I thought the opening rather 
vague and lacking in direction—due no doubt to “recency” (a new word) of 
the impressions. However, the book gathers pace. By the time it finishes it is 
the best book of yours I have read since Mr. P. and Mr. T. This is certain. 
You have got hold of one of those themes that suit you, and the most im¬ 
portant part of the story is very fine, simple, and sincere. 

Then, after calling attention to a spelling mistake on page 310, he 
continued: 

In my view you may make your mind easy about this book. You attempted 
an exceedingly dangerous feat,—making fiction out of a mass of violent new 
impressions that could not possibly have settled down into any sort of right 

^ Martin Secker^s recollection is that roughly 112 copies survived the holocaust, and 
among them were the copies Hugh gave to his family and friends. These copies are 
bound in black cloth and bear at the end the imprint of the Ballantyne Press. All copies 
of the pubUshed edition, whether bound in black or red, carry the imprint of Spottis- 
woode & Co. 
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perspective in your mind .. . you have brought the affair very successfully 
off, with the help of an A.i. central idea. So God be praised, and the aged 
and dccrepitizing hereby sing Alleluia. 

Curious streaks of Conrad and H. James in the vague opening pages. 
They then cease. 

Galsworthy’s judgment was somewhat more guarded, but he kept 
his views to himself and contented himself with noting in his diary; 

Finished Hugh Walpole’s The Dark Forest. Very good pictures in it, and 
atmosphere, but incurably romantic at heart, and hampered and falsified by 
the form adopted. Still, an advance on the whole. 

Meanwhile the delighted author spent a long week-end at Polperro, 
followed by a few crowded days in London, during which he visited a 
tax-collector and “settled him for ^21 ’—O si sic semper! On February 
8, proudly flaunting the silver greyhound badge of a King’s Messenger, 
he embarked once more at Newcastle. 



CHAPTER ELEVEN 


RED SKY AT MORNING 

I 

I N die course of the year 1916 Hugh was to make the jo imey to 
Russia and back no fewer than four times. Each visit saw an v pparent 
advance in his power and po ition, diough in his heart he became 
increasingly aware of the difficulty of his task and of his unsi Itability 
for it. When he reached Petrocrad on February 14 he was q[uickly 
installed in a small office on the Morskaya with Harold Willi, ms and 
Major C. J. M. Thornhill. Theie was no other staff and scan ely any 
money. Hugh’s knowledge of ll.ussian, for all his efforts, n mained 
elementary to the end, and he would never have been able to make even 
a show of efficiency had it not been for the tact, experience, and kind¬ 
ness of Williams. This quiet, modest man was the only member of the 
party who ever knew what was happening anywhere, or what was likely 
to happen, though he never once attempted to usurp Hugh’s position 
as titular head of the enterprise, and relations between them were un¬ 
clouded. 

Harold Williams was thirty-eight years old. Like Hugh he had been 
bom in New Zealand of a Cornish mother. Now he was married to 
a Russian wife and had lived in Russia since before die Revolution 
of 1905. He was a prodigious linguist, knowing at least diirty-five 
languages perfectly, including an amazing number of the obscurer 
dialects of the Russian Empire. In 1914 he had pubhshed an authorita¬ 
tive work called Russia of the Russians, and altogether he probably 
knew more about the country than any other living person. Yet he 
remained always a working joumahst. He went every afternoon to the 
office on the Morskaya, but without ever being in the government 
service or receiving any payment for his work. Nevertheless die British 
Embassy depended on liini as its chief source of information on 
Russian internal politics: he was a living encyclopaedia always at die 
Ambassador’s disposal. 

It is difficult to determine what exaedy were die activities of the 
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office, or whether in its early days any useful purpose was served: 
certainly it later developed under Hugh’s influence into something 
grievously like a joke. In a letter to his mother Hugh referred vaguely 
to “very important work,” “pubheity,” and “writing articles for the 
leading Petrograd paper,” but his diary is more concerned with his 
social and literary life. He was again living comfortably in Somoff’s 
flat, taking Russian lessons, working at Maggie, and lunching at the 
Embassy. 

I spend my days [he wrote to Swinnerton on March 9] with officers and 
secretaries. ... I hear of war and pohtics all day long and then I rush back 
to my flat and scribble at my novel, look at pictures and read Gissing. I’m 
pulled immensely two ways. On one side nothing seems to matter in com¬ 
parison with Art—on the other nothing in comparison with the War—and 
finally one spends one’s time in arranging terms between the two. It all 
means an absolute crisis in me who before the war had believed that Henry 
James and the Georgian Poets were the streets to walk in, and that to be in a 
London literary set was the best thing on God’s earth. That’s all gone utterly 
and for ever after last year’s experiences . . . Henry James is dying, Bernard 
Shaw is dead, Bennett has completed his trilogy, Galsworthy is shrivelled up 
hkc a pea—no, my dear Swimierton, the gate is slammed upon a period. 
They are all dead and gone. 

At the Embassy he met the head of the Chancery, H. J. (Benjie) 
Bruce, whom he described as “a good fellow, cleverer than his good 
looks allow him to seem.” Bruce had recently married the great 
dancer Tamara Karsavina, who has recorded her impressions of Hugh 
at this period: 

I was at this time very much in foreign society. It was good then for a 
Russian to feel the steady optimistic spirit of our AUics. My acquaintance 
with Hugh Walpole, rapidly to grow into friendship, now began. He was 
working in Russia in the interests of allied propaganda. We could not at 
first converse much together; he had litde Russian or French, and I absolutely 
no word of English. I felt at once a very real sympathy for him. He was 
interested in Russian life and character, not as a study in the exotic and 
freakish, but from a genuine love and understanding of my country. He was 
sharing a flat with Constantin Somoff; and, at a time when life was so 
troubled and one was apt to grow morbid from the constant bad news and 
the signs of impending catastrophe, the calm atmosphere of this circle, where 
art still retained preponderance, was truly soothing. Hughie was an attrac- 
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rive, lovable figure, with his attempts to join in the conversation. With our 
Russian love of Dickens, we named him Pickwick, and the parallel was even 
closer through an episode I remember well. During a walk to Alexander 
Benois’s flat, Hughie fell no less than fourteen times on the snow and thin 
ice, always continuing his talk without comment at the point reach( d before 
the fall.^ 


2 

All his life Hugh had a great !ove of anniversaries, but his jlans to 
celebrate his thirty-second birthday were shattered by learn tig that 
very morning of the death of Henry James, which had oc( urred a 
fortnight earlier, on February 28. All his love and gratitude owards 
the old lion surged up to overwhelm him in misery and re^ rets. If 
only he had known, he could somehow have managed to pa) a brief 
visit to Lamb House when he was last in England, but now it vas too 
late, and he would never hear those long, affectionate, infinitely quali¬ 
fied sentences again. When James died, all his friends knew that the 
sun had set. Percy Lubbock, describing the effect on Edith Wharton, 
has beautifully spoken for all of them: 

He was, in her life, a wide region of inexhaustible abundance, larger and 
richer than any other, from which there was ever more and yet more to be 
harvested. He was nonsuch, and while he hved there was always that big 
liberal genius to feast upon—a banquet spread, with laughter perpetually 
with him, over him, at him, all magnified by his own.® 

“I thought of you yesterday,’’ wrote May Sinclair on March 4, “at 
Chelsea in the Old Church where the Funeral Service was held. How 
proud he would be of you if he knew about The Dark Forest. It was a 
good time for him to die. He loved our soldiers and he has gone over 
with a glorious company.” 

Luckily Hugh was dragged from his sorrow by having to spend a 
week in Moscow, where he enjoyed staying with the Lockharts, and 
directly he returned discussions began as to the advisability of sending 
someone to London to obtain wider powers, greater facihties, and 
above all more money, for their undertaking. The Ambassador agreed 
to the plan, and on April 8 Hugh once more landed at Newcastle. 

^ Theatre Street (1930). * Portrait of Edith Wharton (1947). 
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After spending two days with his family in Edinburgh, he went on to 
London, and the rest of his stay is chronicled in one omnibus entry in 
his diary: 

All this week saw everyone—Edward Grey, Nicolson, Lord Newton, 
BenckendorfF, Buchan, Masterman and many others. [Hubert] Montgomery 
the greatest help. Everyone absolutely approves my scheme and is ready to 
help it in any possible way. . . . Had long talks with Galsworthy, Wells, 
Chesterton. J. G. deUghtful, Wells degraded and decadent, Chesterton 
healthy and invigorating. How men are worked upon by their moral 
conduct, and how clearly is the victory of the soul the only thing worth 
tuppence! 

Polperro—four days there—simply divine—that is the pivot of all the earth 
to me. Back in London. Interviews with Stead. Seton-Watson, etc. 

3 

Petrograd, when he saw it again on May 6, struck him more forcibly 
than ever with its barbaric beauty: 

White nights, trees Hke green flames, cobbles, noise and dust. Above all 
everything huge, vast, deep ravines of darkness between the giant blocks of 
houses. The Neva as usual busied with its own purposes, changing every 
instant. Soldiers in the street more magnificent in physique than ever—a 
Herculean world. 

But soon he confessed himself “tired and frightened by all that my 
war job now seems to involve”; he was worried by Russians who 
spoke faster than he could understand, and he wrote to his mother: “I 
am so tired of making up my mind on things that I don’t really know 
enough about.” It was doubtless this feeling of uncertainty which 
caused him to quarrel with Arthur Ransome, who was now the Daily 
News correspondent and had published in that paper an article of 
which Hugh disapproved. Ransome visited Hugh in his office, and 
Hugh told him that the article would upset Williams since it contra¬ 
dicted a report which he and Hugh had put in. “Very well, then,” said 
Ransome, picking up the copy of the paper, “don’t let him see it.” At 
this Hugh completely lost control of his temper. “Put down that 
paper,” he shrieked, while Ransome burst out laughing. The more he 
laughed the more hysterical Hugh became, until Ransome gave it up 



ABT. 3 ^] QUARREL WITH RANSOME 155 

and left the office. This childish outbreak has been described in detail 
because it was typical of the many tantrums which all Hughes closest 
friends came to know so well. Almost always the storm subsided as 
rapidly as it had arisen, to be followed by touching and humble 
apology, but this time it was not so. Hugh and Ransome did i lot meet 
or communicate for sixteen years. In 1932 Hugh wrote a warmly 
appreciative review of one of Ransome’s books; Ransoms gladly 
seized the olive branch; a reconcihation took place in Cumber and and 
the two continued to meet occa^ionally in all friendliness unti Hugh’s 
death. 

Meanwhile two pieces of new s from home helped to cheer lim: 

May 25. In The Times of some where about loth I suddenly sa^ r Henry 
James had left me ^100, I was in -mensely touched, and all the n st of the 
day have been wondering whether he knew how pleased I was. . behevc 
he does now. I’ve thought of it all night, dear man. 

June 2. This I call an important day because I received a letter frojn Pinker 
saying that Macmillan had taken The Green Mirror for an advance of £500 
on a 25% royalty! That is indeed a success, to get such an advance out of 
such a firm at such a time 1 

Another visit to England was thought to be necessary, and he accord¬ 
ingly spent the month of July there, repeating almost exactly his April 
programme, seeing the same people and spending four more blessed 
days in Cornwall. He had hardly got back to Petrograd before he was 
yet again sent home, this time with orders to obtain if possible a further 
grant of money and a larger establishment of staff. This he accom¬ 
plished though not without misgiving. From London he wrote to his 
mother: 

This all seems to me now like a nightmare in which I’m supposed to be 
able to do all sorts of things I really can’t, and I feel as though I were all sham 
and shall soon be found out. I’ve had to give up all thoughts of my long 
novel until the war is over. I told my agent last week that I thought I could 
do another children’s book now, as I could do a chapter every now and then 
as there was time, and it would be easy. Two days after, the firm that pub¬ 
lished The Scarecrow [Cassell] came and offered jfSoo advance for the 
stories! Isn’t it wonderful! And I’m to get as much in America and do the 
stories when I like. It seems so absurd that I should get ;i(ji6oo for a few 
stories I haven’t shown them, when only three years ago they wouldn’t give 
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me ;£ioo for a dozen! ... I hate the way people make up to me now simply 
because Tm getting known. 

By the end of September he was back in Petrograd, and within a 
few weeks he was the proud occupant of large offices on the Admiralty 
Quay, with a staff of twelve. His writing-paper was boldly headed 
ANGLO-RUSSiAN BUREAU, and One of the first requisites of the original 
scheme, that it should remain modest and under cover, had dis¬ 
appeared. Henceforth it was popularly known as the ‘‘British Propa¬ 
ganda Office,” and whatever use it might have had was neutralised by 
the bright light of publicity. In The Secret City Hugh introduced a 
straight description of the place as he made it: 

I went up in the Hft to the Propaganda office and found it a very nice airy 
place, clean and smart, with coloured advertisements by Shepperson and 
others on the walls, pictures of Hampstead and St. Albans and Kew Gardens 
that looked strangely satisfactory and homely to me, and rather toucliing 
and innocent. There were several young women cHcking away at type¬ 
writers, and maps of the Western Front, and a colossal toy map of the 
London Tube, and a nice English library with all the best books from Chaucer 
to D. H. Lawrence and from the Religio Medici to E. V. Lucas’s London. 

Everything seemed clean and simple and a httle deserted, as though the 
heart of the Russian public had not, as yet, quite found its way there. I 
think “guileless” was the adjective that came to my mind, and certainly 
Burrows, the head of the place—a large, red-faced, smiling man with glasses 
—seemed to me altogether too cheerful and pleased with hfe to penetrate the 
wicked recesses of Russian pessimism. 

“Our correspondence is now enormous from every part of Russia,” 
Hugh told his mother, “and we had a letter yesterday from a Russian 
who wished to exchange his six children (of whom he was rather tired) 
for six English children!” 

On October 31 the shape of things to come was briefly outlined: 

Things have begun sooner than I expected. Strike of workmen on the left 
bank of the river yesterday, still bigger to-day, crying “Stop the War,” 
“Give us Bread.” This is going to be a terrific winter, and the worst of it is 
that I’m afraid things have got too much out of hand to be much improved. 
The general indignation against the authorities is terrific. 

Otherwise all went smoothly on its way. Each morning before he 
went to the office Hugh would work for an hour or two at his children’s 
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stories, to be called Jeremy (“the atmosphere partly of my early days at 
Strangways Terrace”), and on the evenings when there were no operas 
to be visited or dinner-parties at the Embassy, he read Vanity Fair aloud 
to SomofF. “I’ve got such magnificent novels in my head,” he * vrote to 
Pinker; “one day I suppose they’ll reach birth as small mi>formed 
abortions.” 

Despite his misgivings, there ^vere moments when he felt n paid for 
all his trouble, as when he had .1 “long talk with the Ambas lador in 
bed, he asking my advice abort what he is to say to the I)zar on 
Monday concerning anti-English opinion here. Told him pro- German 
opinion here chiefly a matter o: blood and money, neither c f which 
things we can change.” 

A few days later he explained the situation to his mother: 

I really have done the whole thing, got the money, got the men, got the 
furniture down to the smallest things, got Russians off military service, got 
the papers here in touch, got everyone in good temper. ... A wiser man 
could have got it all done more quickly and better, but it is a practical 
business job, and I’m as proud of it as a butcher might be if he wrote a 
sonnet. We have now got everyone on our side, and yesterday the corre¬ 
spondent of The Times was pleased to say that it had been done on exactly 
the lines that he would have chosen to do it. 

From November 25 he made no entry in his diary until the events 
of the following March cried out to be recorded, but it is known that he 
travelled home once more during the first week of December, pre¬ 
sumably for further consultations with the Foreign OfRce, tliat he dined 
in London with Mrs Belloc Lowndes, prophesying to her the murder 
of Rasputin which took place a fortnight later, and that he spent 
Christmas with liis family in Edinburgh. 

For the month of January 1917 he took furnished rooms in Bury 
Street, St James’s, and was kept busy attending meetings on a variety 
of Anglo-Russian affairs, besides working at the Foreign Office. He 
spent a week-end with Arnold Bennett and suggested that he should 
collect together some of die articles he had contributed pseudonym- 
ously to the New Age. A few days later Bennett noted in his journal: 
“By yesterday Walpole’s scheme for me to republish Jacob Tonson 
articles in volume had taken shape. I read through a lot of the stuff. 
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and found it enormously vivacious.” This suggestion resulted in Books 
and Persons, published later in the year with a dedication to Hugh. 

After two or three days in France, during which he was shown a 
section of the Somme battlefield and taken up in an aeroplane, Hugh 
received orders to embark at Liverpool on February 7 for what was to 
prove the most eventful of all his voyages to Russia. 

4 

His letter to his mother describing the journey is dated February 24 
and headed S.S. Czar, Romanoff, Russia: 

We were nearly a week in Liverpool, which was very trying as we had to 
keep to the ship all the time in case she should go off at any minute. Then we 
started out of harbour and were chased back by submarines and had to wait 
another two days, and meanwhile had the fun of hearing that two ships we 
had seen start out had been torpedoed. 

And here, to add to the fun, Mr Footer once more took a hand: 

I complicated the matter still further by trying to drown myself. Coming 
on to the ship the last night in the dark, I missed my footing and tumbled 
over the side of the dock into forty feet of water. It was pitch dark and I was 
wearing my heavy fur coat which dragged me down. I sank once and then, 
coming up, found my head perfectly clear and collected. I stretched myself 
full length and so just balanced myself, my head against the ship and my feet 
against the side of the dock. Then I shouted for all I was worth and some 
men came. They let down a rope to me and I caught on to it, but that nearly 
finished me, as it was very slippery and my hands were frozen and my fur 
was dragging me down. I was quite sure I was gone then, it was exactly hke 
someone dragging me under, and I gave all up. Then a sailor suddenly let 
himself down into the water, sUpped the rope under my arms and supported 
me, and then they all hauled and so at last they landed me. You can imagine 
the sight I was! ^ 

After that we had a perfectly marvellous voyage. ... Our whole cargo 
was ammunition—fancy how we’d have gone up if we’d been touched! 
We got ever so far up into the Arctic and had one most wonderful day when 
the sea was hke a glass lake and filled with marvellous colours. Then our 
ship got completely coated with ice and snow, like the ship of the Ancient 
Mariner. Finally we arrived in this liarbour, which is simply the end of the 

^ “To fall between a ship and the quay,” wrote Joseph Conrad when he learned of the 
occurrence, “is an abominable experience. I understand it was a very close call too and 
that you are en quelque sorte un ‘Revenaiit*.” 
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earth. There are some other vessels here, and nothing else save wolves and 
ptarmigans! Here we shall one day get a train to Petrograd . . . our trip may 
take only four days or it may be a month! Tve read an enormous number 
of books and during these waiting days here have been writing my novel 
hard, so I haven’t wasted my time. 

The train journey, when it strrted, took six days, and Hugl. arrived 
in Petrograd just as the curtain ^vas rising on the first Revolui ion. 

March 8. Cossacks charging down the Nevski, so suppose there 1 ave been 
riots. 

March 9. As I supposed, trouble has broken out. All day crowd: walking 
up and down the Nevski. On the whole they seem at present che rful and 
good-tempered, singing songs and cheering the Cossacks, who are ilso very 
amiable. 

March 10. Tilings have broken out with a vengeance. All ti ims and 
izvoshtchiks stopped. Lunched wit:i Lintot and Brooks and on the way was 
caught up by surging mob in Nevski and nearly run down by Cossacks. 
Temper of the people quite different from yesterday, but I don’t notice as yet 
any cry against the war—it’s all for bread. Cossacks said to be friendly and 
determined not to shoot. 

March ii. At home all day. Finished No. VI of Jeremy and read over 
Maggie, . . Great stories of massacres near Nikolaievsky Station; obviously a 
number of people killed there. After some hesitation Aima Androvna, K. 
and I ventured out to the French theatre. Were allowed to cross the Nevski; 
wonderful sight the street quite deserted under the moon save for the 
picket of Cossacks and their horses. Theatre nearly empty but we enjoyed 
ourselves. 

March 12. One of the most exciting days in my hfe. In the morning things 
seemed quiet and I walked to the office easily enough. About twelve, how¬ 
ever, on the way to Embassy heard some firing. On arriving at Embassy 
Lady Georgina Buchanan told me that we had taken Bagdad. Then Bruce 
burst in with news that four regiments had risen against their officers and 
seized arms. At liuich Ambassador reported Government in great state of 
panic. Afterwards walking back heard loud firing. Then about four a 
terrific noise of firing and shouting in Liteini; went to our windows and saw 
whole revolutionary mob pass down our street. About two thousand 
soldiers, many civilians armed, motor lorries with red flags. All orderly, 
picketing the streets as they passed. Then Garstin and I went out. Started 
down the Nevski; fierce battle in Morskaya so turned down Moika, but came 
to where dead civilian lying on snow, women screaming, etc. Had to run 
here for our lives, and ran straight into “Legitimist” camp, who however 
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passed us through. Got to the Astoria, filled with wildly excited officers. 
Dined there with Garstin and Seale. Left for home about nine. Passed 
through much firing but safely. At every doorway citizens being given rifles. 
Got home to hear that provisional Revolutionary Government established, 
Rodziancko at head. Last news that Czar has given way about everything 
and appointed Michael Regent. Don’t believe it. 

March 13. Revolution developed into full size. My thirty-third birthday! 
A strange way of celebrating it. Left about ten and walked to office. Streets 
crowded with orderly and very cheerful mob, all wildly cheering soldiers 
who rush everywhere with red flags. First revolutionary paper published, 
announcing new Government, at head Rodziancko, MilyukofF etc. No 
signs of disorder anywhere except looting of Priestoff’s houses. Arrived at 
office where I was joined by Dickinson. Much firing during morning, a 
machine-gun here. Afternoon got down with some difficulty to Embassy 
where I found everyone in deep depression. . . . Most unpleasant walk back 
with D. by Fontanka. Firing all the way and we couldn’t tell where from. 
Our street appears to be a particularly dangerous bit. Settled down, preparing 
to sleep on a sofa in office when invaded by revolutionaries, who demanded 
to search building for poHce. Scene a la French Revolution, French flag, 
bayonets, etc. All very polite. After they left, attack on our building— 
machine-gun, etc. At last to sleep. 

March 14. jth Day of Revolution, Things seemed quiet in the morning, and 
there is obviously no question of a divided army. Another spht however is 
occurring between the Duma Government and the red-hot revolutionaries, 
the former insisting on a regency, the latter on a Repubhc and Stop-the- 
War. This may be a very serious division for us. Lunch was interrupted by a 
hvely battle in the street under our windows. Finally had to run down the 
street for my life, an unpleasant experience. Afternoon, much firing round 
us. Twice invaded by revolutionaries who insisted on searcliing our place as 
a poheeman is hidden somewhere. Went down the Nevski to the France; 
wildly excited groups everywhere, women generally in the centre of the 
discussion.. .. Garstin arrived from a massacred Astoria. 

March 15. Things quiet again. Posters and leaflets everywhere urging a 
Repubhc, and one persuading soldiers not to salute their officers. That way 
ruin hes. At the Embassy in the afternoon. Everyone very nice and cheerful 
again. Ambassador has asked me to write the official account of the Revolu¬ 
tion. Harold [Wilhams] there rather hysterical with forebodings of a Com¬ 
mune. Walked home. Outside the Winter Palace watched a procession, 
melodramatic riders with bare sabres and high caps on caracoling horses, 
leading eight miserable poHcemen to be shot. A crowd followed but very 
quietly. Also saw a fine old general with a pointed white beard, very smart 
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and aristocratic, led off to prison, his hand on a soldier’s shoulder. Very glad 
to get back. K. glad to see me. Spent the evening looking at drawings very 
happily. 

He began to write the official report ^ in his office on the rioming 
of March 19, worked on at it until the small hours of the next n oming, 
each sheet being typed, corrected, and retyped as he went ale ag, and 
delivered the whole ten thousand words to the Embassy by six o’clock 
in the evening. “I didn’t do it. I’m afraid, very well,” he :old his 
mother. ‘‘Of course all one’s s"empathies were with the rev ilution- 
aries, and whatever troubles thcic are in store, what has happt led is a 
tremendous thing for Russia.” 


5 

Within a few days he had settled back into much the same routine 
as before. 

Pretty full life now, at the Bureau all day seeing to the whole place, doing 
the press cuttings, writing articles, interviewing, etc. Then rushing home at 
night, dividing my time between Russians, K., the war at home, the revolu¬ 
tion here, the theatre, music, etc. Also, when I can, writing Jeremy, tliinking 
about Maggie and correcting The Green Mirror, 

New ideas for books came thronging, but there was time only to jot 
them down and hurry on. Little time either for letter-writing, but one 
event at home called for comment. Ever since Bishop Walpole had 
been in Edinburgh he had been working towards the completion of 
St Mary’s Cathedral by the building of the two western spires. Con¬ 
trary to general expectation he had succeeded in raising the necessary 
;£20 ,ooo, and now Hugh could write to his mother: “I saw something 
about Father and the towers in The Times, It is splendid that they 
should really be finished.” This letter also contained one of his more 
successful prognostications: “I myself think that there can be no question 
that the Russian Revolution is the biggest event in the war so far, and 
its effects on the whole of Europe must be incalculable.” 

But it was rapidly borne in on him that if what he had witnessed was 

^ It was included in Sir George Buchanan’s despatch of March 20, and is here printed, 
with the permission of the Foreign Office, as Appendix B, p. 449. 
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the dawn of a new state of society, it was attended by all the portentous 
omens of a red sky at morning. The Provisional Government was 
incapable of coping with the “amiable anarchy’^ of the cities and the 
army. More and more power passed into the hands of the Workers’ 
and Soldiers’ Councils or Soviets. As is the way with most revolutions, 
the men who led the first rising were gradually ousted by the extrem¬ 
ists. Stalin arrived from Siberia, Trotsky from America, Lenin in a 
sealed train from Switzerland. The Bolshevik Party was not to come 
to power for another six months, but already the days of the Anglo- 
Russian Bureau were numbered. The organisation had been strength¬ 
ened by the enlistment of Bernard Pares and by the granting of still 
more money from London, but by Russians it was looked upon as the 
agent of a reactionary imperialistic power, and Hugh became steadily 
more depressed. 

The first week of May saw the completion of Jeremy (“It has been 
the easiest of them all. Perhaps it would have been better if it hadn’t 
been so easy”), and soon he was able to enjoy the beauty of the famous 
White Nights of Petrograd. With Somoffhe went often to the circus 
and to wrestling matches, of which he was always fond. 


May 31. So things go on, the industrial thing piling up and no one doing 
anything much. I bustling round, playing a part, trying to do this efficiendy, 
that efficiently, one’s inner life stirring all the time like a baby just bom, 
needing more and more attention, and as soon as one gets lost in it everyone 
becomes a shadow, and the whole continuity of one’s life is of another kind 
altogether. Like death this is, I suppose. 


6 

In the tliird week of June he was once again sent home for consulta¬ 
tions. He was welcomed in London by John Buchan, Hubert Mont¬ 
gomery and others, given a room of his own at the Foreign Office, 
and treated there as an expert on Russia. “Dreadfully tired and jumpy,” 
he complained, “only as I look ruddy with health no one will believe 
me.” On July 17, while visiting his family in Edinburgh, he wrote the 
first words of The Secret City, his novel of Petrograd and the Revolu¬ 
tion. Week-ends were spent at Polperro, with the Beresfords (“They 
are such a happy family that it is glorious to watch them* And yet I 
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don^t know that a happy family is the best thing for a novelist to live 
in*’), with the Buchans, and with the Arnold Bennetts. (“We talking 
about changing habits, Arnold said: ‘I’ve come to the conclusion that 
the moment one’s bom—one’s done for.’ ”) 

Hugh expected to return to Russia in August, but there aroi e “com¬ 
plications at the F.O. . . . wires from Petrograd, every sort of i rouble.” 
So he made the most of his opp(>rtunity, working at his book, meeting 
his new publisher Frederick Macmillan, seeing his friends, and go¬ 
ing to the theatre—in particular to the revised version of C hu Chin 
Chow with Percy Anderson, w!io had designed the dresses. Ml very 
entertaining, but unimportant iiJ comparison with the arrival )f a new 
friend—perhaps, he again thougiit, the ideal one at last. 

This was James Annand, a l.irge, handsome man of abou Hugh’s 
age, who had been an actor in the Benson company and was now an 
officer in the Canadian Highlanders (“that delightful person in kilts,” 
Elizabeth called him). They met by chance, and Hugh was much 
taken by his new friend’s sincerity and charm. “It is strange,” he wrote 
in his diary, “what good company he is without being original. But 
he is original in his goodness, simphcity and strength.” Annand was 
living with his wife and family in Surrey, and Hugh became a regular 
visitor. Before Hugh left for his last journey to Russia on October 2, 
Annand had completely succeeded Soinoff as first favourite in Hugh’s 
affections, even as Somoff had previously supplanted Percy Anderson. 


7 

So full of apprehension was Hugh when he had to leave liis new 
friend and face die uncertainties of revolutionary Russia, that for the 
first time in his life he made a will. Sure enough, there was trouble as 
soon as he arrived. Hearing that Thornliill now claimed to be head of 
the Bureau, Hugh went to the Ambassador in a pet and offered his 
resignation: “Great scene, he saying he wouldn’t lose me whatever 
happened. He in a great state.” Later in the day Benjie Bruce effected 
a reconciliation with Thornhill and all was well. But not for long: 
from now on Hugh was seeking a way of escape, and on October 28 
one astonishingly appeared. 

M 
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In the twinkle of an eye, or rather in the picking up of a telegram, the 
whole world has changed, A word from Buchan, and I felt justified in asking 
the Ambassador whether now he didn’t think Td be better working in 
London than here. For myself suddenly clear that my work here is ended. 

This last remark was irrefutable: the Ambassador agreed, with every 
appearance of reluctance, to his leaving, and it was arranged that he 
should start for home on November 7. The Bolsheviks had timed their 
coup d^etat for the same day, though on the 2nd Hugh recorded: ‘1 
think there will be no row until people are very hungry.” He said 
good-bye to his colleagues at the Bureau, with the realisation that it 
had not been a success. The rest of his farewells were a little agi¬ 
tated. 

Nov. 6. Kahn tells me that this afternoon Kerensky has asked for full 
authority against Bolsheviks. He’s shown such weaknesses, however, that 
there’s not much to be hoped from him, I fear. Going home find the 
Nevski crowded in quite the old style. At home they beg me not to go out. 
However I get to the Embassy for dinner through crow^ded but quiet streets. 
There the latest news is that Kerensky has defied the Bolsheviks and arrested 
their committee. 

Nov. 7. Alarums and excursions once again. News in the morning that 
Bolsheviks have the upper hand. Don’t know whether to go tomorrow or 
not. . . . Firing in the evening. Shelling of Winter Palace. Learn as I go to 
bed that whole town is in hands of Bolsheviks. 

Nov. 8. Up at six. K. Uke an angel also up. Cab arrived, drove off in pitch 
blackness to Astoria, where I fetched Hicks. Putting barricades up in the 
streets. Saw the damage shells had done to the Winter Palace. Got to the 
station all right and finally started. Got through Bely Ostrov without 
trouble. Rest of the day as usual, swooned, thought much of K. and Russia, 
read Lord Jim, Too strange to feel that this time I’m not coming back. 

When he reached Christiania on the i8th he learned that the Bol¬ 
sheviks were in complete control of both Petrograd and Moscow: the 
Dictatorship of the Proletariat had begun. He was very seasick on the 
voyage from Bergen, but on November 25 he landed safely and with 
the utmost reUef at Aberdeen. His Russian adventure was over. 
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I ON DON seemed to welcome fcim gladly. He once more too : rooms 
in Bury Street, started work immediately at the Foreigr Office, 
J in the Department of Information, of which John Buc lan was 
head, and saw a great deal of Jim Annand and other friends. / dinner 
with Galsworthy, Lucas, and Granville-Barker was “quite fun a though 
J. G. never sees a joke—and espcc tally not E. V.’s.’' At a lunche m with 
Wells and Bennett, “Wells most fascinating, so that I lost all my old 
hatred and succumbed as I always do to him.” Robin Waif ole had 
been wounded in France, and Hugh visited him in a Plymouth hospital 
in company with Dorothy. Then came a fresh decision: 

Dec. 14. E. V. dined and suddenly, while we were at the Palace watching 
Pamela and talking about the war, I saw quite clearly, as though in a vision, 
that I must go into the army. Never saw anything so clearly in my life. 
Went home with that firm conviction. Didn’t sleep. 

Montgomery was against this plan, but Buchan wisely encouraged it. 
Three days later Hugh wrote from the Foreign Office to his mother; 

The truth is I have been extremely restless and when, at the beginning of 
last week, I was told that I had definitely got this job here at j[,6oo a year 
until the end of the war, I suddenly felt that it was much too comfortable 
and easy for a man of my age and health, and that it could be done by other 
people. So I went to the authorities and said that I must go up before the 
board and see whether I was hable for the army. At first they resisted this 
but they had no authority to refuse me. So a compromise was decided on, 
by which I stay here another two months and train someone in my job, and 
then go up to the board somewhere about February. I’ve no doubt the 
army will take me this time, as they make nothing of eyesight now. 

There was a happy family reunion in Edinburgh for Christmas, 
with the convalescent Robin to complete the party. On Boxing Day 
Hugh finished the first part of The Secret City, and next day arrived 

at the Foreign Office to discover that he had been awarded the C.B.E. 
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in the New Year Honours. When the lists were published he was a 
trifle disconcerted to find that he was one of two hundred and sixty, 
but consoled himself by deciding that he was “the youngest and the 
only literary one.” 

On January 14 he presented himself at the Central London Recruit¬ 
ing Depot in Whitehall, was medically examined, graded C.3, the 
lowest category, and told that he must be very careful of his eyes. 
This result, though not unexpected, was an immense relief to him. 
The massed clouds of four years lifted from his spirit, and his conscience 
was clear again. 

Four days later Macmillans published The Green Mirror, the first of 
his books to be bound in the ribbed green cloth which was to become 
so familiar in libraries and places where they read. The critics as usual 
were enthusiastic, the Neto Age hailiiig the book as “a masterly study 
of psychological terror,” and Robert Lynd telling the Daily News 
readers that Walpole must now be considered as a serious writer. But 
some of the notices failed to please: he dismissed that of his old sup¬ 
porter Courtney as “imbecile,” and considered that the review in The 
Times, “although long and serious, was stupid. Said my gift was for 
humour rather than passion. Let them wait and see!” Galsworthy 
made a few minor criticisms, but John Buchan liked the book, and so 
did Frank Swinnerton, “who objects to the mystical element, but, as I 
tell him, that is absolutely part of me and he’ll have to put up with it.” 

To tell you the truth [he wrote to Swinnerton] what I miss in your books 
is exactly what you hate in mine—the fantasy, the “spooks,’' call it what you 
will. It’s no use—it’s an intrinsic part of me and it will always be there. I 
think the only thing that really absorbs me is the “spiritual” history of the 
human soul—the moment md the place where and when the soul and body 
join, and all the country in between this world and the other. Dont think 
this priggish or false—it isn’t. It’s derived I think directly from my Puritan 
forefathers, and I hail in my literary descent straight through Hawthorne, 
Shorthouse and Henry James, who after all mainly dealt with these things. 
I don’t mean that I do this “spooky” business well—I don’t—but I deeply, 
deeply believe in it, and I believe one day I’ll do it better. 

Sales too were encouraging: in five weeks the total of The Dark Forest 
was surpassed, and Hugh received fi:om Sir Frederick Macmillan “a 
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delightful letter, saying that they hope I’ll always be with them, and 
wishing to make any agreement I like.” For the rest of his life his rela¬ 
tions with his publishers were of the happiest. On the one side Hugh, 
as has been shown, was the perfect autlior, in regularity of out put and 
in the steady growth of his sale s; while on the other Sir F*ederick 
looked after him like a father, “l love him dearly,” Hugh wro :e in his 
diary a few years later. “I should Uke hugely to have been lis son. 
We would have had a wonderiul relation. He is the only 1 uman I 
know of in London of whom n o one ever speaks a word of ill.” In 
John Cornelius Hugh drew a brief portrait of him as Sir Dona. 1 Win¬ 
chester: “die grandest old man I’ve ever known. He looks you straight 
in the eye and says what he thinl.s. . . . Why, any time I’m a I it low I 
think to myself of Sir Donald, a ;ed eighty, sitting there in his shining 
white collar and black stock and white pin, and his voice wit a just a 
bit of Scotch in it and his eye as clear and sharp as a bird’s.” 

Later Hugh became a close personal friend of Harold Macmillan, 
and when Thomas Mark, a member of the editorial staff and later a 
director of the firm, was put in charge of Hugh’s work, the picture 
was complete. No longer need Hugh worry about spelling, punctua¬ 
tion, consistency, or historical fact: they were all silently dealt with in 
St Martin’s Street. No one who has not compared manuscript with 
printed book will ever know what Hugh Walpole, particularly in the 
Herries novels, owed to Thomas Mark; but Hugh knew. 


2 

Meanwhile he was enormously enjoying die comparative freedom of 
London. He took for a year a small flat in Ryder Street, St James’s, 
and spent happy hours settling in (he had all the true bookman’s 
passion for arranging books); he lunched with Elizabeth, dined with 
Sir George Buchanan, and saw a lot of Frank Swinnerton. On January 
30 Arnold Bennett wrote in his journal: “Turkish bath with Master- 
man and Walpole. Walpole very young, strong, happy and optimisric. 
He said he enjoyed himself all the time.” 

Particularly did he enjoy himself with the Annands. “I do adore diat 
family,” he wrote at this time. “They are what I’ve been wanting all 
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my life/* Often he returned to the subject (“It is my kind of Little 
Gidding, I suppose”) and the older he grew the more he liked, the 
more he needed, to associate and identify himself with that sort of 
happy and united family which he himself could never create. His 
later friendships with the Priestleys, the Botts, the Blakcs, the Freres, and 
especially the Cheevers, were particularly precious to him on this ac¬ 
count. 

Back in 1918 there were still literary giants alive. Although Hugh 
had pubhshed a book on Joseph Conrad, the two did not meet until 
Sidney Colvin arranged a luncheon-party at the Carlton Hotel. 

Jan. 23. Conrad even better than I had expected—looking older, very 
nervous, rather fantastic and dramatic somehow—his eyes I think—“an 
intellectual Corsair.” He talked eagerly, teUing me all kinds of things 
about his early life. Dehghted when I said I hked Nostromo best, although 
he said The Nigger was the book! Cursed the pubhc for not distinguishing 
between creation and photography. His final quarrel with Wells was: 
“The difference between us. Wells, is fundamental. You don't care for 
humanity but think they are to be improved. I love humanity but know they 
are not!” 

Conrad asked Hugh out for the evening, spoke warmly of The Dark 
Forest, and invited him to the country for a week-end in June. Oppor¬ 
tunities for hero-worship which seemed to have died with Henry 
James were thus excitingly renewed. 

But, as always, Hugh was acutely susceptible to the least word of 
derogation. An animated discussion with E. V. Lucas led to this ex¬ 
change of letters with Bennett: 

My dearest Arnold, » 

... I want to ask you a question which you must answer truthfully. 
I can’t ask anyone else in the world, nor am I interested in anyone else’s 
answer—but I have been having a great argument with E.V. who says that 
he can’t explain the difference between myself and my talk which is in¬ 
dividual, and my writing, and he says he can only explain it by the fact that 
when I sit down to write I lose all individuality because I remember too 
much of other people’s things. Now is that true to your thinking? Of 
course I don’t think it true, and I believe Perrin and The Dark Forest and 
Henry in The Green Mirror to be really my own. Do you feel or not that my 
writing has an individuality and character of its own ? I don’t want to be too 
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solemn about myself and please let this be between ourselves. Moreover I 
don’t think E.V. a good critic . . . but it has been a hot and furious argument 
and I do want your opinion. I shan’t quote it to anyone. It’s only for myself 
I want it. 

Yr. affect. 

H. 


My dear Hughie, 

... re Lucas, what amuses me is that he should make the charj e, seeing 
that nobody could guess the reaUti-s of his character from his bool s. I may 
tell you there is nothing whatever in it. Your talk may be mor dashing 
than your hterature, in appearance, but I think that that springs fi 5m your 
tremendous physical ‘‘go” and yoiithfulness, and I attach no impc rtance to 
it. In my opinion your writing is better than your talking, th -ugh less 
showy. For example in talking \ou constantly use cliches—suet as “any 
sort or kind'' —which would pass i i a fashionable barrister such as Marshall 
Hall, but do not redound to the i redit, as a talker, of Hugh Wa pole the 
author of Mr. P and Mr, T, The Dork JP, and The G. Mirror, (Has the candid 
E. V. L. ever told you this? I bet not.) In your writing you instinctively 
avoid cHches—not always with success; but then none of us always avoids 
them with success. Now the frequency or infrequency of cUches is for me a 
sure symptom invented by an omnipotent God to enable us to come to con¬ 
clusions about style. I don’t think I have concealed from you my opinion 
that Fortitude and The Duchess are not on a level with the other three. But 
this unlevclness does not worry me in the least. It is constantly found in the 
greatest novehsts, and is natural and inevitable. No artist really knows what 
he is doing till long after he has done it. You can tell my views about you to 
anybody you hke. I always do. 

Thine, 

A. B. 

In a letter of gratitude for this reassurance Hugh wrote: 

You told me, as always, exactly what I wanted to know. ... You don’t 
know to what extent I feel the value of your honesty, clear-sightedness and 
cathohe standard. We all of us, who are your friends, appreciate those 
things in you, more, I am sure, than you in any way know. 

3 

Hugh was once more being bothered by his tired eyesight, and he 
also began to fear for his job. “Lloyd George has put various news¬ 
paper people in, and if things go the way I think, I and a whole lot of 
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people will have to resign.” This referred to the appointment of Lord 
Beaverbrook as Minister of Information, with Sir Roderick Jones, the 
head of Reuter’s, as his chief executive and Director of Propaganda. 
Arnold Bennett was recruited to direct British propaganda in France, 
chiefly (he believed) because Beaverbrook had so much admired his 
recently published novel The Pretty Lady. Other newcomers were 
John Hay Beith (now famous as the author of The First Hundred 
Thousand) and the novelist Frederick Niven, with whom Hugh made 
great friends and corresponded for years. 

The new brooms swept clean, and everything was reorganised, but 
Hugh’s fears were unrealised, and on his thirty-fourth birthday he 
moved into an office in the Russian Section of the Ministry of In¬ 
formation in the Howard Hotel, Norfolk Street. Buchan asked him 
to be his private secretary, in addition to his other work, but the 
suggestion came to nothing. 

A fortnight’s holiday at Polperro was spent “working like a centi¬ 
pede” at The Secret City. Writing as much as four thousand words in 
a day, he finished the book with a rush early in April, and returned to 
London to find “things humming. Beaverbrook suddenly got on to 
Russia and all the Department rushing round. Went in to see him. 
He’s of the ‘One Word—Do as I tell you’ type, and I should think not 
a very good judge of men. However there’ll be some work to do 
now.” There was, and Beaverbrook was not its only begetter, for 
“Roderick Jones suddenly asked for a memorandum about Russia, so 
I had to slave all day at the thing.” Between them, his two masters 
kept Hugh tolerably busy for a few months, though he found time to 
write articles and see a good deal of his friends. Except for the German 
offensive in March, the war itself'had by now almost completely 
disappeared from his diary, and April 23 was recorded not as the day of 
the Zeebrugge raid, but as the day on which he took up once more the 
half-finished manuscript of Maggie^ abandoned now for almost two 
years. 

A month later he chronicled a “big scene in Beaverbrook’s room. 
B. said he wasn’t satisfied about Russia, and I said if he wasn’t satisfied 
I’d better go. Quite a rumpus. However he settled down afterwards, 
and I must say the more I see of him the better I like him.” Two days 
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later the great man called Hugh in “and apologised for his temper to 
me on Friday, so charmingly that I felt I’d do anything for him.” 
Nevertheless the work was growing more difficult and more tiresome, 
and the week-end with Conrad near Ashford in Kent proved a happy 
interlude. 

June 2. Great and glorious day. C-oiirad simply superb. A child, i ervous, 
excitable, affectionate, confidential, doesn’t give you the idea anyv here of 
a strong man, but real genius that is absolutely sui generis. Said Greev Mirror 
fine—no holes to be picked—but I need more resonance. Said only th ng was 
to be a ‘‘glorious story-teller.” Sair all ’isms were rot. Said end ( f Secret 
Agent an inspiration. Wrote near! / all Romance. Doesn’t think end of 
Victory anytliing but inevitable. W nted to put everything into Lon Jim. 

Hugh managed to attend one da / of the Pemberton Billing tri 1 ,^ and 
was scandalised by the verdict of Not Guilty: “I mark it down in my 
diary as the opening of the Great English Revolution.” Havir g been 
surprised by the outbreak of both revolutions in Russia, he was 
determined not to be caught napping a third time, so that every strike 
and industrial dispute of the next few years was announced in his diary 
as the signal for revolt. 

Meanwhile working for Beaverbrook became no easier, and in the 
middle of June matters came to a head: 

To see Beaverbrook about Poole’s telegram. He very excited about it. 
Gave aU sorts of orders hke a wliirlwind. I felt in a sort of despair, my eyes 
aching and I feeling that I was on the edge of a desperate breakdown. . . . 
I decided to go and see Elliott [his ocuhst]. He said I must have six weeks’ 
complete rest at once. Don’t know whether I was glad or sorry. 

Next morning he broke the news to Jones and Beaverbrook, who 
proved “both perfectly delightful. B. called me by my Christian 
name and put his arm round my neck.” He was sent off on six weeks’ 
leave, and after spending a few days of dark depression in Edinburgh 
he travelled to Polperro and peace. 

^ Mr Noel Pemberton Billing M.P. was charged with libelling Maud Allan the dancer. 
In a paper, the Vigilante^ under what The Times called “a headline which connoted un¬ 
natural practices,** he had said that the audience at Miss Allan’s private performance of 
Oscar Wilde’s Salome was drawn from the “First 47,000,” whose names appeared in a 
German “Black Book” as belonging to sexual perverts with weaknesses which would 
render them easy victims of German agents. Billing conducted his own defence before 
Mr Justice Darling. 
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He was distressed to find that Jacob the dog had just died, and to 
begin with he could settle to nothing. He “read a little Heart of Mid-- 
lothian and actually wept, at my age too, over Jeanie’s meeting with the 
Queen, but it’s a perfect piece of writing.” His own novel seemed hope¬ 
less, so for something to do Hugh attempted his first single-handed 
play, a comedy called The Comfortable Chair, It was never acted but it 
served its purpose by keeping him busy for a week and sending him 
back refreshed to his novel. 

The trouble with his eyes, being largely nervous in origin, quickly 
began to clear up, though he aggravated it by writing furiously at 
Maggie: “She holds me now so that I simply live with her. It’s like being 
married.” Temporary interruptions were caused by stopping to record: 
“Rebecca West at me again in Daily News, this time classing me 
with [Stephen] Graham as a Russian ‘Idiot-Manufacturer.’ I suppose I 
shall survive it.” Instead of letting sleeping critics lie, he made another 
move in the long game of Writing to Reviewers, but this time he had 
met his match, and his ill-considered letter called forth this crushing 
retort: 

Dear Mr. Walpole, 

What is this about “girding at you for a lot of years”? So far as I can 
remember I have made but two references to you in my six years of journal¬ 
ism—one this allusion to The Dark Forest, The other a review of The Golden 
Scarecrow, But if I am wrong please tell me more about it. 

It was therefore not because I “thought it would be a joke to have one 
more dig” at you that I mentioned you in the Graham article, since I have 
never established the digging habit in your direction. But it was because The 
Dark Forest appeared to me—after a careful reading, for oddly enough I 
don’t write about books I haven’t read—a defence of the Russian idiot. I 
clearly understood that it was your thesis that the idiots (such as Trenchard) 
have the pick of the spiritual basket because—wasn’t it your phrase?—“they 
cared most.” 

I suggest that this talk about my “continuing for ever and ever this public 
scalping” is literary gossip without any basis in fact. I do not conceal my 
feelings when I think people are talking nonsense, and I have practised this 
candour over Ellen Key and Mrs. Humphry Ward and Strindberg. I also 
do not conceal my feelings when I think people are talking sensibly and 
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beautifully, and I have been equally candid over Ford Madox Huefferand the 
earhcr Lawrence and Archer’s book on India and H. M. Tomhnson and—but 
you see it is a large mixed grill. If people choose to remember the far less 
frequent occasions of my disHke rather than the quite numerous occasions of 
my appreciation it is hardly my fault! Doesn’t your own letter rather prove 
how absurd the popular attitude is? It’s certainly true that I don’t li ie your 
work; I think it facile and without art istic impulse. This is a sincere ju Igment 
on purely Hterary grounds; for I hzv^ never met you but once, at a U i-party 
of Mrs. Belloc Lowndes’ some mont hs ago, and you seemed, if I ma) say so, 
a pleasant person; and those of my fi icnds who know you speak of y -u with 
hking; so there is no occasion for p< rsonal animus. I have never m^de any 
attempt to get your books to revie —as a matter of fact I never isk for 
fiction. When one is sent to me I re\ :ew it without, so far as I can ren “mber, 
any remarkable paroxysm of dishke I then never mention you aga n for I 
think about two years, when I use yo ; to prove that a heresy is not an i jthor’s 
private luxury but has become a fashion. You then write to me and accuse 
me of having girded at you for yci rs. And make the startling suggestion 
that '‘if you think me no good at all then leave me altogether alone*’—as if 
it might not be the duty of a critic to point out the fallaciousness of the method 
and vision of a writer who was being swallowed whole by the British pubUc, 
as you are! Really, Mr. Walpole! I probably shall leave you alone as I am 
less keen than ever on reviewing novels now—but I am appalled by the 
theoretical aspects of your demand. Really, Mr. Walpole! 

It’s sad to hear of your breakdown, and I hope you will be better soon. 
And I apologise for anything I’ve added to your discomfort by my hterary 
offensiveness. 

Yours sincerely, 

Rebecca West. 

This letter upset him sufficiently to cause him to seek consolation 
and encouragement from Swinnerton. Always thereafter he was more 
than a little frightened of Rebecca West. Now, however, his mood 
was lightened by another letter: 

3 July 1918. Ministry of Information. 

My dear Walpole, 

I was very glad to get your letter and to hear that your health is 
making real progress. I have no doubt that you have been feehng a post¬ 
poned effect of the trials of Russia. These tilings often happen. However 
your hfe sounds very idyUic to anyone working in London, and I expect that 
the complete rest will put you right. You certainly earned it. 
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The novel also sounds a restful occupation as you are in no hurry with it 
like those unfortunate authors who turn out a given number a year. But you 
don’t say what it is about. 

Many thanks for your kind remarks about myself and the Ministry. We 
shall hope to deserve them. I shall hope for better news of your eyesight. 
Life here is very strenuous. I am just going before the Parliamentary Com¬ 
mittee. 

Yours faithfully, 

Beaverbrook. 

So much was typewritten, but on the back appeared the following, in 
his Lordship’s hand: 

My dear Walpole, 

Give your whole heart to getting well. I want you back here when you 
are really restored. We have much to do and nobody is better equipped for 
the doing than yourself. 

I value your assistance enormously and nothing will part us as long as you 
will stay with me and providing I don’t lose my job. 

Yours ever, 

B. 

Roderick Jones also sent a kindly note, begging him not to tire his 
eyes by reading or writing, and he was further cheered by visits from 
friends staying in the neighbourhood, among them Vita Sackville- 
West and Violet Keppel, the daughter of his old “celebrity”; it tickled 
his vanity too to learn that a shell-shocked officer in a base hospital in 
France believed himself to be Hugh Walpole, and was giving away 
copies of Hugh’s books inscribed “From the Author.” To Beresford, 
who was trying to collect money for D. H. Lawrence, Hugh sent ^7 
on the understanding that his name should not be mentioned. Lawrence 
returned to Beresford “very many thanks to you and the unknown.” 

5 

The August Bank Holiday week-end Hugh spent with some old 
friends near London, and in the course of it he, for the only time 
in his life, made a proposal of marriage. It is clear that he ap¬ 
proached the subject in an impersonal, almost a theoretical fashion: 
three months earlier he had written in his diary: “In spite of being with 
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people all day and most of the night, one is lonely. Marriage really 
seems the only thing;” he must have pondered the matter further 
during his Cornish holiday, and now he thought that had 
found the right person—the daughter of the house where he was 
staying. 

From his diary one could not guess at the occasion’s importance: 
‘^Had a long walk with M. in the afternoon, in which we had a pretty 
straight talk. She’s a ripping g3 rl and I think we understar d one 
another;” but happily the lady’s recollection of the con versa ion is 
clear. During the walk Hugh askt d her what she thought of hir i. She 
answered frankly, and in return as’^ced his opinion of her. “I’ve Iways 
thought of you more as a man th m as a woman,” he answered “I’ve 
always talked to you as I would to a man.” M., being very your g, was 
rather flattered. When they had walked a little farther Hug]. said: 
“Later on, say in two years’ time, if you want a house and wor Id like 
to settle down. I’d like to marry }'ou.” 

M., although she liked him, was certain that she did not want to 
marry him, but she dared not tell her mother of the proposal lest she 
be compelled to accept it. So she told Hugh immediately that she 
couldn’t have it hanging over her head for so long, and would rather 
call the whole thing off. He agreed unconcernedly and they remained 
devoted to each other until Hugh’s death. She and her husband used 
to visit him in Cumberland, and on one occasion, many years later, she 
asked: “What would you have done if I’d said yes after the two 
years?” “Oh,” said Hugh airily, “I should have rearranged my life 
accordingly. But wc were really too much alike.” M. believes diis 
last remark to be true: certainly a great deal of rearrangement would 
have been necessary. 

Meanwhile, in no way abashed by her refusal, and reassured by visits 
to eye and nerve specialists, he returned to the Ministry and was soon 
as busy as ever. The Annands were now living at Ealing, where Hugh 
paid them frequent visits. Another week-end with the Conrads pro¬ 
duced its crop of sayings. The first night, after learning that his host 
had received for Almayer, ^loo for Nigger, and 1,000 (both 
countries and serials) for Nostromo'' Hugh wakened the house with his 
nightmares. The morrow brought compensations: 
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A very happy day, although Conrad is in many ways hke a child about his 
various diseases, groaning and even crying aloud. He said some interesting 
things: about Gissing turning over the manuscript of Amy Foster and saying 
in a melancholy voice: ‘‘Ah! I envy you that!” About Romancey that it was 
originally written by Hueffer and called Seraphina, Conrad expanded it, 
writing the entire whole of “Casa Riego” and the “Guitar” book. That he 
can’t read Wells, Bennett or Galsworthy—in fact, reads no one now. That 
it’s his ambition after the war to get a yacht and sail down the Thames. 
That he has never studied any technique and doesn’t think one should. 

The following week-end Hugh spent with the Colvins in E. V. 
Lucas’s Sussex cottage. “He [Colvin] is tiresome with his pedantry and 
narrow sympathies, but he’s got a heart of gold. She’s an angel but 
too sentimental and will clutch at one.” However, the old lady’s 
powers of apprehension were surpassed a week later in the course 
of another country-house party: 

After lunch I was caught, held, made captive and finally proposed to. 
Spent rest of day wriggling out of it and was thoroughly miserable during 
process. Wretched—never knew such persistency. Evening listening to 
Colefax’s booming voice, full of mouthings and platitudes. Bed in terror. 

So determined were his aggressors to force him into this marriage that 
unofficial announcements of his engagement appeared in newspapers, 
to be promptly and emphatically denied by the terrified Hugh. 


6 

One day at the beginning of October he arrived at the office “to find 
that Bennett wants me to do the report on the work of the Ministry 
for the War Cabinet. A particularly hair-raising job and one for 
which I feel quite unfitted.”. But hfe did it, and a week later despatched 
it to Bennett with a letter: 

This has been a beasdy job—the worst I’ve ever attempted. When I began 
I hoped to make it an individual personal affair as you had suggested. But 
when I looked at the other chapters in the Blue Book I saw that such a 
method would be at once ruled out by the War Cabinet. . . . Were one 
writing a complete Blue Book, all by its little self, about the Ministry, one 
could, I think, make it both poetic and entertaining. Such an account how¬ 
ever in this case would look like Titania sleeping with numberless Bottoms. 
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A fortnight later he was greatly tempted by an offer from E. W. 
Homung, the author of Raffles, to help run a library for the troops in 
France, but it was clear that the war could not last much longer, and 
it seemed more sensible to stick to the job he knew. Also Robins 
Father, the play he had written with Rudolf Besier before the wa r, was 
at last to be acted. Hugh travelled north with Annand and was p resent 
at the first night on November i at the Playhouse Theatre, Live pool. 
The audience was more enthusiastic than the critics, the Liverpoi I Post 
declaring in artillery metaphor that the play, “though not exa :tly a 
‘mis-fire,’ is quite as certainly noc a ‘direct hit.’ ” Several L< ndon 
managers showed interest, but notiiing came of it. 

Next day Hugh succumbed to the influenza epidemic, but it vas a 
mercifully mild attack; Annand brought him back to London, a id he 
had recovered sufficiently by the i ith to visit Hatchards’ booksl; op in 
Piccadilly, where, appropriately enough, he heard the news cf the 
Armistice. Hopes of immediate release were dashed when Buchan, 
who was charged with winding up affairs at the Ministry, asked him to 
stay on for a few more months. He submitted with a good grace and 
carried on as before. 

At Christmas he was granted three weeks’ leave, which he spent 
traditionally in Edinburgh. The Walpole family always made a great 
affair of Christmas presents, exchanging lists of their particular “wants” 
well in advance. (Hugh once tried out the same plan on a family he 
was helping, but when their list came back headed “Grand Piano” and 
“Motor Bicycle” he decided that this kind of game had better begin and 
end at home.) On Christmas Eve he wrote the first words of his next 
novel. The Cathedral, in which the autocratic Archdeacon Brandon of 
Polchester was to be undone and driven to his death by the smooth and 
scheming Canon Ronder. Then he “pulled Ma^/e along another twelve 
pages” and finally brought her chequered career to an end early in the 
New Year. In the evenings he read The Secret City aloud to the family. 

Before he left Edinburgh he received, through Buchan, a request to 
write a regular literary article in Bcaverbrook’s new paper, the Sunday 
Express. He managed to refuse without much effort, and was repaid 
by obtaining, a week later, a contract to write a fortnightly literary 
letter for the New York Sun at a salary of ^700 a year. 
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In London Hugh lunched with George Doran and was persuaded by 
him to undertake an American lecture tour in the autumn. On January 
17 The Secret City was published, with a dedication to Annand, and, be¬ 
fore the reviews, came a depressing letter from Bennett: 

My dear Hughie, 

It appeared! to me that you have attempted the impossible in The Secret 
City. Therefore be not surprised if I think you have not achieved the same. 
I am of course judging the book by the highest standard. I do not see how 
even Joseph Conrad or Jesus Christ himself could hope to deal with recent 
events concerning a land and people with whom he had an acquaintance 
of only 2 or 3 years, and bring the thing off satisfactorily on the topmost 
emotional plane. These feats simply are not done. ... You may say that you 
did it in The Dark Forest, but that book was much less ambitious and com¬ 
prehensive. Further, you have deliberately added to your difficulties by 
thinking of a plot (the Markovitch-Semyonov idea) which is of the very high¬ 
est psychological interest but also fantastically ticklish to handle convincingly. 
How you have come out of the affair alive Tm hanged if I know. But that 
you have done so is to your credit as a professional man. Of course a great 
deal of the material is very interesting. But I reckon that when you have run 
up against the impossible you have had to get clear of the problem by slanting 
off into sometliing akin to conventionality. Tliis is my view, and, dash it, 
you have got to know that my view exists, whether you respect it or not. 

Adding insult to injury, he went on to point out instances of loos6 
writing and grammatical error, but Hugh bore it all with a patient 
shrug and wrote back: 

My dear Arnold, 

I won’t deny but that your letter was a great disappointment to me. 
One never can tell about one’s own book, but I had felt about this one that 
I had got some way towards what I wanted, which was a kind of ghost story 
symbolizing the outbreak of the revolution. I never pretended for a moment 
that it was a true view of the people or the events, only that it was my 
view. . . . However you are to me the one absolutely honest, unprejudiced 
and wide-seeing critic I know . . . and therefore there must be a great truth 
in what you say. God bless you for your honesty, say I, and may you not be 
entirely right in your view! Love to Marguerite. 

Your affectionate 
Hugh. 
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Conrad was much more encouraging when Hugh arrived for the 
week-end. 

Conrad said many wonderful things about the book: that he was aston¬ 
ished at its art, that it was wonderfully level, that it had true style, etc. I 
listened as in a dream. I was with him all day. He gave me a wc tiderful 
account about his time with the drunken captain on the Riversdale, He said 
he got only £250 for Under Western Eyes, j[,750 apiece for the ne: t three 
novels by Dent. Spoke of Harold Frederic as “a gross man who lived grossly 
and died abominably.’^ Said Verloc s shop [in The Secret Agent] wa where 
Leicester Galleries now are; said “easi ar to have an intellectual friendsl ip with 
a Chinaman than with an Amcricai\” 

When the reviews arrived th( y were of Conrad’s opinion “We 
know no other living novelist who could capture quite this lyrical 
fervour of the imagination, and yet keep it within the proper li nits of 
prose narrative,” “a worthy seqiul to Mr. Walpole’s unsurpassed best 
novel,” “a powerful, well-constructed, beautifully written novel,” 
“immeasurably better than its predecessors,” and so on. Small wonder 
that he wrote in his diary: “The world is swimming round my head. 
The book is a success as I’ve never known the word success before. 
Everyone seems to be talking of it, and nearly everyone seems to like 
it. Well, I can keep my head.” 

One other pleasing incident occurred in connection with this book. 
In it he had included a brief mention of Walter de la Mare’s novel The 
Return, which he described as “one of the most beautiful books in our 
language, whether for its spirit, its prose, or its poetry.” When de la 
Mare came upon these words, he wrote to Hugh: 

Did you know that that generous word in that fascinating place in The 
Secret City must have sold out the last remaining copies of the first edition of 
The Return? Now if I’d mentioned The Secret City (which time forbade or 
my unprophetic soul) in The Return, the former would still be in its first 
500. What then do you owe me for refraining? 

8 

This chapter of Hugh’s life cannot be allowed to end without some 
mention of his addiction to serious book-collecting and book-buying, 
which began during these months. He had always bought books, since 

N 
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he had any money of his own, whether he could afford them or not, 
but hitherto his purchases had been fortuitous and without plan. Now 
he determined to build up a library systematically. It was of course to 
embrace all the greatest works of literature, but he decided also to 
specialise in two directions. First he would attempt to collect every¬ 
thing written by or about Sir Walter Scott, and secondly he would 
seek for a first edition in its original state of every important novel in 
the English language. Later he enlarged his ideas to include manu¬ 
scripts of the English novelists, everything published during the eigh¬ 
teen-nineties, “yellowbacks,” American novels, books on the Lake 
District, and a number of other categories (at the time of his death his 
library contained close on thirty thousand volumes), but he never lost 
sight of these two original plans, both of which were carried through 
to virtual completion. 

His passion—no lighter word will do—for the life and works of 
Scott went right back to the rectory bookshelves at Kingston Deverill 
and to his first purchase of The Talisman at Durham. All through his 
life he read and re-read die Waverley novels, the Letters, the Journal, 
Lockhart’s Life, and any other contemporary accounts he could find. 
He even liked to imagine that in a previous incarnation he had known 
the great man himself: 

There are times when this grey shadow over my memory seems to lift 
and I see myself as a bowlegged, snuff-taking, spectacled Utde bookseller iu 
a little bookshop in a back Edinburgh street—and Napoleon has just gone to 
St, Helena, and James Hogg has just borrowed a book which, if I am not 
careful, he will never return; and suddenly the jingly bell rings and there is 
a sturdy thick-set figure in the doorway and a merry eye and a jolly voice, 

and someone limps across the floor and puts his hand upon my shoulder.^ 

« 

The serious business of book-buying began on a day towards the 
end of 1918, when, in company with the actor Gerald du Maurier, 
Hugh happened to drop in at Sotheby’s when books were being sold. 
Looking quickly round at the forthcoming lots, he decided that he 
wanted a first edition of that horrific novel The Monk by M. G. Lewis. 
Du Maurier explained the system of bidding, and when the book came 
up Hugh nodded his way to virtory. Turning in triumph to his friend, 

^ The Crystal Box (1924). 
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he discovered that du Maurier too had been bidding, on Hugh’s behalf, 
and that between them diey had added a great deal to the price of the 
book. Soon Hugh learned to bid for himself—he certainly had plenty 
of practice—but he never learned to control his excitement. 

As well as auctions, there were the bookshops, and in them Hugh 
was always happy. “I love all bookshops,” he wrote at the end of his 
life,^ “from the gritty, dusty, cobwebbed interior, where old crack- 
backed volumes of Bage and Racichffe jostle unhappily the lat( st six¬ 
penny Penguins, to the smart sen-splashed West End magni icence 
with Mr Wilson waiting to greet you in the middle of it.” His fa’ ourite 
bookshop was Bain’s in King William Street near Charing Cross, but he 
bought books everywhere, from Mewcastle-upon-Tync to Pet zance, 
from Carlisle to Los Angeles. 

On his inaugural visit to Maggs’s bookshop he acquire I first 
editions of The Ring and the Book, Trollope’s Three Clerks, and Cole¬ 
ridge’s Christabel, as well as the corrected proof-sheets of Redgawitlet, 
but despite these excesses he still had a comfortable bank balance of 
some ;i{^3,500, and there were two completed books waiting to be 
published. He left the Ministry for good on 25 February 1919, and 
never again, except for illness and minor inconvenience, did he have to 
go anywhere or do anything unless he wanted to. 


^ In a Foreword to A Bookseller Looks Back by James S. Bain (1940). 
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Enthusiasm’s the b< st thing, I repeat; 

Only, we can’t command it. 

Robert Browning 
Bishop Blouqram*s Apoh^iy 




CHAPTER THIRTEEN 


“APPLE-CHEEKED HUGH” 

I 

AFTER a week in Edinburgh Hugh returned to London, wl ere at 
l\ first he found that release from the Ministry seemed t > give 
J. X him little extra leisure. He worked hard at The Cathedral (now 
temporarily renamed The Black Bishop) and at the revision c f The 
Captives. As a rule he revised littie, if at all, but this novel ha< been 
written at so many different times and places that even he coulc see it 
needed pulling together. Normal'v he wrote so fluently (too fli ently, 
as he, and others, often remarked) that he seldom paused for th< right 
word or went back to make alterations. (When a few of his 
manuscripts were sold after his death, people would not believe 
that they were not fair copies.) He had so many plots and characters 
boiling up in his head that he could scarcely wait to get them on paper. 
More than anything in the world he enjoyed inventing; he was in¬ 
deed a bom story'-teller, and when Frank Swinnerton announced 
that if he made a lot of money he would retire into the country, 
give up novel-writing, and read Hazlitt, Hugh commented: “Strange 
how the thought of stopping novel-writing seems to me like 
dying!” 

Macmillans were by now arranging to take over all the earlier 
novels for reissue in a uniform edition, and they further delighted 
Hugh by asking him to contribute the volume on Trollope to their 
English Men of Letters series. Regardless of fashion he had loved 
Trollope since he first discovered him in the dim recesses of the Durham 
library, and in 1918 he had written to Arthur Waugh, suggesting that 
Chapman & Hall should publish a new cheap edition of some of the 
novels. Waugh considered that the cost would be prohibitive, and it 
was not until some years later that the Oxford University Press 
filled the gap. 

March was a busy month socially as well as in authorship. A Conrad 
week-end produced: 

1S5 



“APPLE-CHEEKED HUGH“ 


186 ' 


[1919 


The usual delightful but rather tiring day, as Conrad insists on talking the 
whole day through, never reads or walks or sleeps. . . . Conrad said: “The 
damnation of our profession is that it has no artistic security. There’s not 
a masterpiece in the world but you can pick thousands of holes in it if your 
digestion’s out of order—but if a carpenter makes a good box it is a good 
box!’’ Also: “Journalists, Hke labour leaders, only shout up their professions 
in order to get out of them.” 


But many of his pleasures were simpler. He went alone to Madame 
Tussaud’s and was ‘‘thrilled” by the Chamber of Horrors: he found a 
splendid old bookshop in Guildford where “they took ^2 off the bill 
because I was I,” and in general he lived up to his reputation for enjoy¬ 
ing everything he did. For literary relief there were week-ends with 
the Bennetts, a “gorgeous time” with Elizabeth (“I really like her far 
better than any other woman alive. She has everything—brain, heart, 
humour, pluck”), and a lovely nostalgic evening at Gosse’s, where 
Percy Lubbock read aloud some of Henry James’s letters and they were 
all three much moved. 

At the end of April the Annand family left for a visit to Canada, and 
Hugh retired to Polperro for a month’s uninterrupted writing. He 
began by reading over his old diaries (“What a gusher I was! Every¬ 
thing was ‘wonderful,’ ‘lovely,’ etc.”) and continued the chastening 
process by attempting to revise his earlier books for the uniform 
edition. ''Fortitude seems to me now an incredibly childish and naive 
affair. I feel as though I had taken in all the people who bought it. 
Such a hotch-potch of reading other people’s novels.” 

Then he worked deep into The Cathedral, writing steaddy each day 
without worry or distraction. On May 18 he reported to Bennett: 
“I’ve been working like a three-year-old and characters burst in my 
brain like rockets.” By the beginning of June a quarter of the book was 
completed. 

The next three months were spent in London, with numerous week¬ 
end excursions to the houses of the great. Annand, returned from 
Canada, was his frequent companion. Together they watched the 
tennis at Wimbledon, and Hugh took his friend on one of his visits to 
Conrad. With Bennett he saw the new ballet, The Three-^Comered 
flat. He was compelled to interrupt The Cathedral in order to fulfil a 
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contract for a book of stories promised to Messrs Hutchinson. He dis¬ 
liked having to switch Iiis mind from the novel and confessed; ‘‘It’s 
strange how I loathe writing short stories. I suppose it’s because of 
their difficulty and my laziness.” The idea of this collection was to 
show the effect of the war on the leisured classes and the “new | 'Oor,” 
but Hugh tired of the plan before it was complete, and this misbei ;otten 
book eventually became The Thirteen Travellers. 

On July 31 Jeremy was publishe d by Cassell, with a dedicat on to 
Annand’s young son Bruce. Hu{’h marked the occasion by v riting 
in his diary: “I shall never have a distinguished style— never. Bi c then 
neither had Trollope.” The reviewers contributed their cust »mary 
praise. Lady Colvin wrote apprc<:iatively, “You do remembe: your 
childhood’s feelings perfectly, and you have got them into thi right 
words.” “The best parts of it arc astonishingly good—real' ituff,” 
wrote Bennett. Sales were good and for the next few years a surprising 
number of English boys were christened Jeremy. One of the few dis¬ 
cordant notes was struck by Katherine Mansfield, then the regular 
fiction reviewer of the Athenceum. She poured gentle ridicule over the 
book, largely by means of legitimate but unkindly chosen quotations 
from its pages. “But for all the author’s determination,” she wrote, 
“ ‘the truth and nothing but the truth’ does not shine through the small 
heart he would explore. There is, however, no doubt tliat he enjoyed 
writing his book. He positively gambols.” ^ In the following year 
Hugh was to exchange friendly letters with his critic, but it is doubtful 
whether in his heart he ever forgave her. He was frightened of her, as 
he was of Rebecca West, and to the end of his life he maintained tliat 
Katherine Mansfield was an overrated writer. 

Soon after this he collected further Conradiana: 

Aug. 10. Most jolly day, although the female guest was extremely trying. 
How I hate most women. How conceited and egoistic and unhumorous they 
are! Terrifically hot and we sat under a tree in the garden all day almost 
without moving. Conrad in great form. Annoyed with the reviews of 
The Arrow [of Go/d], especially Lynd’s. Said I was the only younger novelist 
who had drive and breadth enough to be a great one. Said the only thing to 
be in literature was a tramp. Said his favourite books to re-read were 
Hudson’s Patagonia and Wallace’s Malay Archipelago. Scoffed at Typee. 

^ Her review was reprinted in Novels & Noifclists (1930). 
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The great man’s morose and savage humour caused Hugh to question 
his own felicity. ‘‘Would I be a better artist,” he asked himself, “if I 
weren’t so happy? I don’t know. A decent book may suddenly spring 
put of me one day like a bird from the nest. On the other hand it 
mayn’t. Tchekov makes one despondent, but I’m not a genius, so why 
worry?” 

But if his native enjoyment occasionally troubled him, he was no 
less perturbed by his recurring rages and fits of ill-humour. One day 
in August, for instance, when he was staying with the Annands at 
Walton-on-Thames, he wrote: “Continued cross. We began arguing 
after breakfast and I had a perfectly miserable day. I don’t know what 
these storms of misery and self-abasement are that sweep down upon 
me, but they are terrible while they last. They go as quickly as they 
come.” 

At the end of the month he spent a peaceful week witli his family in 
the Isle of Mull, and when he left London for his first American lecture 
tour on September 20, six of the thirteen short stories were completed. 

He was seen off by Ethel McKenna, accompanied by the unseen 
shade of Mr Footer. Despite the most elaborate preparations going 
back for weeks, Hugh arrived at Waterloo without a ticket, and at 
Southampton it was discovered that he had failed to provide his pass¬ 
port with an American visa. Eventually the authorities accepted some 
recent snapshots as proof of identity, and without further humiliation 
he embarked on the Mauretania, The voyage was uneventful: he made 
friends with Lord Grey who was travelhng to Washington; and he 
was amused by his cabin-companions, two American salesmen who 
pressed him to accept gifts of food and cigars. “One asked me yester¬ 
day whether I was related to the famous Walpoles. I modestly said 
yes and then found he meant the Irish Linen people!” On September 
26 he landed at New York and began a new chapter of his career. 

2 

From the first moment he was caught up, overwhelmed, and de¬ 
lighted, by the torrent of American hospitality. A wealthy friend, 
Arthur James, carried him off for a few days in a luxurious yacht, then 
insisted on his accepting the lo^n of a suite of rooms in New York for 
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the whole six months. Hugh was lunched and dined and feted, 
particularly by George Doran, who had produced for the occasion an 
elegant little booklet concerning him and his works. This contained 
lengthy descriptions of all the books together with extract}; from 
reviews, a portrait photograph, and a long eulogistic preface by the 
American novelist Joseph Hergesbeimer.^ Here was a new frier J after 
his own heart: 


Oct. 6. Great day for me because I met Hergesheimer. We took to each 
other almost at once. He is fat, ugly, nd at first seemed egoistic and c( tnmer- 
cial, but quickly his real genius, his ciiildishness and eagerness captiva td me. 

Two days later the tour, whic was rapidly to become a trii mphal 
progress, opened with a lecture at Cleveland, Ohio, where Hugh 
planted a maple tree in the Shak^ speare garden. There follow td that 
exhausting non-stop circus of flurry and goodwill to which genera¬ 
tions of visiting celebrities have by now grown accustomed. Getting 
up at five in the morning; long train journeys with relentlessly hospit¬ 
able entertamment at every stop; indigestion, interviews, autographs, 
photographs; ‘‘It’s like being a sheet in the very middle of a printing 
press going at top speed,” he told Swinnerton. 

Luckily Hugh loved lecturing itself. He was one of those people 
who can think clearly on their feet, and whose voice and platform 
manner easily capture and hold the attention of large audiences. He 
spoke without notes, so that he was able to play variations on his half- 
dozen themes, and thus avoid exact repetition. His most popular 
subjects were Russia and Henry James. 

Back in New York for a few days later in October, he wrote to his 
motlier: 

I’m enclosing a few of the papers I have by me. I wish I had a Chicago one 
headed “Apple-Cheeked Hugh”—and a really dehghtful leader in the Sun 
last Sunday welcoming me, headed “The Young Visiter” . . . I’ve been 
already offered the editorship of the New York Bookman at ^2000 a year if 
I’d live here, and extraordinary sums for stories. Of course I refuse them all. 
I have neither time, ability nor inclination. Instead of making me conceited, 
this country makes one a midget. I never felt so small, so unimportant, so 
childish. 

^ Hugh Walpole: An Appreciation. By Joseph Hergesheimer (New York, 1919). 
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Still in New York, he was charmed by Frank Crowninshield, the 
editor of Vanity Fairy greatly impressed by Alfred Knopf (‘‘a very 
intelligent, pushing pubhsher—the best in America there's no doubt") 
and bored to extinction by the American novelist Winston Churchill, 
who discoursed for a full hour and a half on spiritualism. Amid such 
distractions he found time to visit the seminary where he had lived as 
a child a quarter of a century before. “Poor Mother! My heart simply 
bled for her. The grim grey ugliness of it all." 

Just before he resumed his lectures, Arthur Vance, the editor of the 
Pictorial Review, staggered him by agreeing to pay $1350 apiece for 
ten short stories. This offer arose through the good offices of Herges- 
heimer, to whom Hugh dedicated The Thirteen Travellers in gratitude. 
Now he just had time to agree before dashing off to the next party. 
“Last week," he wrote to his mother early in November, “I had a 
succession of receptions. Such funny things 1 You stand in a comer and 
they all file past with little speeches, and every now and then someone 
recites a poem to you! Individually they have so much sense of humour, 
in the mass noneJ' 

On he went, lecturing in a different town almost every day and 
making exciting new friendships by the way. In Philadelphia Chris¬ 
topher Morley was added to the bag, in Baltimore H. L. Mencken, in 
Indianapolis Dr Carleton B. McCullough. In Chicago he was guest of 
honour at a luncheon given by the local writers and journalists—Carl 
Sandburg, Sherwood Anderson, Ben Hecht, Burton Rascoe, and others. 

Wherever Hugh went, now and always, he carried with him the 
modem counterpart of the little box he had once clutched in the cab 
from Seascale station. Directly he arrived in a new hotel bedroom his 
first action was to unpack his special treasures and arrange them in a 
homely and reassuring way. The treasures varied (in Roman Fountain he 
gave details of the 1939 consignment) but they generally included some 
photographs, a lot of books, a few small statuettes and other bibelots, 
together with one or two of the latest-bought etchings or pictures. 

By the time he arrived back in New York for a brief Christmas 
recess he had completed thirty-five lectures, almost every town, 
college, and city had asked for a return visit, and his fee had risen from 
$200 to $400. His agent said that he had never known anything like it, 
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and that he could easily arrange enough lectures to occupy the whole of 
1920. Needless to say, the sales of the books leapt up accordingly, and 
Jeremy y so he told his mother, was “sweeping America like a prairie 
fire/’ His cup of satisfaction was fdled by a newspaper announcement 
of the arrival of Crock, which ran: “King George and English novelist 
Hugh Walpole say he is funniest down alive.” 

At the turn of the year he learnt from his father that their fina’ ices in 
Edinburgh were rocky, and responded immediately: 

My dear Father, 

. . . Tm so glad you told me oactly how tilings are. I feel hy of 
offering unless I’m told a little. I cm lose a cheque for you to fill in, giving 
Mother all she needs for her journey^ and adding to the Memorial wl at you 
would like me to give. When I get b .ck next year I intend to have a I Dndon 
house and have Mother to stay at leas: twice a year. Do always ask m ; quite 
frankly for anything. I am well off riow, but of course I am doing r ly best 
to save, as this marvellous boom ma\ not last. I look to make about ;^8ooo 
profit out of the American trip, and 1 want to invest that for the futuie. But 
of course all I have is yours and Mother’s. The Annands and John anc Annie 
are my only other responsibihtics. Give this to Mother as though it were 
my suggestion—and always tell me if you want anything. 

Yours affectionately, 

Hugh. 

The New Year opened with a rush—Louisville, Cincinnati, Cleve¬ 
land, Springfield; then a brief stay with McCullough at Indianapolis, 
where Hugh first met Booth Tarkington, followed by visits to Iowa 
City, Des Moines, Salt Lake City, Portland (Oregon), and Los Angeles. 
From there he wrote to Swinnerton: “I’m so well, so happy, so in¬ 
terested, enjoying it all so hugely. ... I feel no longer anxiety about 
the London cliques nor unhappiness about whether I’m immortal or 
no. Life is so dramatic and so big and the sun is so hot and human 
nature so interesting.” He caught his first glimpse of the Hollywood 
film studios but, pressed to write scenarios, he decided he would try 
his hand at them later, and hurried on to San Francisco. Here he found 
time to visit Stevenson’s house at Monterey and to purchase from a 
bookseller fifty-seven autograph letters of Sir Walter Scott, for which 
he paid the formidable price of $4000.^ 

^ They fetched £220 at Christie’s in July 1946. 
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After a hurried sight of the Grand Canyon, he hurtled across the 
plains of Texas, reading Macaulay as he went, spent a disappointing 
day in New Orleans, and eventually arrived breathless at Miami, 
Florida, where he was to spend ten days with his friend Arthur James. 
That same day he summed up his impressions to his mother: 

As a country it doesn’t seem to me to have changed one Httle atom since 
Martin Chuzzlewit. Everything that Dickens said sixty years ago is still true. 
The country is run entirely for the lower middle class, and as a mass that 
class is utterly ignorant, crude, vulgar, boastful and makes everything 
hideous that it touches. Yet there is beneath this a passionate idealism, real 
honesty and great courage. The Press is awfuL 

His tranquillity was somewhat disturbed by a letter from a friend 
telling him that his lecture-agent was on the verge of bankruptcy and 
would certainly not be able to pay Hugh and his other lecturers their 
due. In time this prophecy was fulfilled, and Hugh was some 
the poorer, but at the moment there was nothing he could do about it, 
so he made the most of his holiday, finishing with much relief The 
Thirteen Travellers, and catching an enormous angel-fish in the sea. 

The tour began again on March i with three lectures on the same 
day at Atlanta, Georgia. In the train from there to New York, he 
found himself next to a young lady from the Atlanta Library. She lent 
him Compton Mackenzie’s newly published Poor Relations, “which 
did amuse me more than I wanted it to.” In New York he met and 
liked James Branch Cabell, and also St John Ervine and his wife who 
had come over for the production of Ervine’s play Jane Clegg. “Yester¬ 
day,” he wrote to his mother, “I was offered my third editorship—this 
time the London editorship of Vanity Fair with a really amazing salary. 
After a little struggle I refused it of course.” 

And so the tour bustled to a finish, with an occasional pleasure of 
surprise, as when at BronxvUle he was introduced from the platform 
by Will H. Low, the old friend of Stevenson, “now white-haired but 
jolly." The final lecture, at Montreal on March 30, was preceded by 
luncheon with Stephen Leacock, “very humorous, untidy, dirty, 
drinks an incredible amount of whisky and seems unaffected by it." 

Before he sailed there were three weeks of holiday. In New York 
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he complained that the Turkish baths were dirty, he spent a thousand 
dollars in Mr Gabriel Wells’s bookshop, dined with his old friend 
Arthur Fowler, read witli avidity the newly-published Letters df Henry 
James (“I am naturally touched by a thousand regrets and repent¬ 
ances”), and in company with Alfred Knopf met Willa Gather '“Liked 
her hugely—calm, masculine, himiorous, capable”). 

Then came a final round of vi its to the American novelists; first to 
Richmond, Virginia, to stay with Cabell (“a friend after my ow 1 heart, 
whom intellectually I can look up to and admire”). His ;admira¬ 
tion went to the length of writing about Cabell an evei. more 
glowing encomium than Hergesheimer’s about himself.^ T len he 
paid visits to Ellen Glasgow ai-d Sinclair Lewis (“typical ] lodem 
American, ugly, harsh-voiced, pushing, but kindly and burstir g with 
enthusiasm”), and finally spent three happy days with the 1 [erges- 
heimers at West Chester, PeimsyK ania. “Joe,” he confided to hi; diary, 
“helped me very much too by really seeing in me the two strands—say 
Hawthorne and Trollope—from which I am derived. It is delightful 
to have made such a friend.” 

Your saying [he wrote to Hergesheimer later in the year] that you think 
of making a man’s friendship your theme interests me enormously. I could 
tell you many things about that. They have been the finest things in my life 
simply because I’ve never yet found the right woman, but it’s a dangerous 
and difficult subject simply because so many people will see it only as homo¬ 
sexual, which is the last thing it generally is. 

Altogether, as he crossed the Atlantic in the Mauretania during the 
last days of April, he could look back on the past six months with 
gratitude for reputation and fortune enhanced, experience gained, and 
new friendships sealed. As Carleton McCullough put it in a following 
letter, he had “left a very clear-cut and distinctly limned impression on 
the American mind.” 


3 

Of the many plans he had meditated in the course of his joumeyings, 
one had settled into a firm resolve. He was tired of living in London 
flats and furnished rooms: what he needed was the right little house 
^ The Art of James Bratuh Cabell, By Hugh Walpole (New York, 1920). 
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where he might spread out his treasures and entertain his friends. 
Accordingly his first call in London was on a firm of house agents, and 
after no more than two days’ search he arranged to buy a twenty-one- 
years’ lease of No. 24 York Terrace. “It is a comer house,” he told his 
mother, “overlooking Regents Park at both ends. It has a little garden 
in front of it, is old Georgian and very solid, and has wonderful big 
rooms—one high room with a big view of the park will make a 
wonderful Hbrary.” 

This accomplished, he retired for a fortnight to Polperro. There, as 
he walked alone by the sea and worked at The Cathedral, he gave thanks 
for his happiness and success. Some days were so beautiful that he felt 
inclined to give up his fine new London house and make The Cobbles 
his headquarters for ever. But in his heart he knew that “it wouldn’t 
be any good. One’s got to have the other half of life too, rub one’s 
brains up against better ones and have adventures.” Still, Polperro did 
give him things which he could not find elsewhere: this sort of day, for 
instance: 

May 16. One of the good old Sundays —Guy Mannering, Sunday dinner in 
the kitchen, tea party at Miss Parsons’ with female scandal, evening service— 
“Crown Him with many Crowns” etc—supper at the L’s {cold crab, cold 
beef, cold tart, sour lemonade—ugh!). However round and round the 
world one goes, always it comes back to this, and it’s not a bad thing to come 
back to. Young L thinks the village is seething with Bolshevism—^not it\ 

June and July were spent in rooms in London, with the usual week¬ 
end excursions. He was still seeing a lot of the Annands, staying with 
them at Walton, watching the tennis at Wimbledon, and so on. From 
a London bookshop he bought a lock of Scott’s hair and the manuscript 
of Count Robert of Paris. Visits to Conrad continued, with their 
recorded memories: 

June 6. Extremely happy day. Talking to J. C. all morning. He happier and 
better than last year: said of someone, “He will never know what people are 
like because he doesn’t realise the fundamental fact about human nature, that 
people are not better or worse but simply different.” He talked of the 
Napoleon novel he is about to begin.^ 

July 18. Jolly day. Conrad very cheerful. Really has started the Napoleon 
^ Suspense, which Conrad never finished. 
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noveL Showed me some of the second chapter and I was surprised to see 
how many foreign phrases there were in this first draft. I am dius the first 
person in the world, after his typist, to meet Cosmo and Henrietta. When 
I criticised Mrs. Travers a little, he said: “Of course, mon cher^ it is not very 
good. I did my best work long ago.’* Cunninghame Graham and La wrence, 
the Arab man, came down. The latter mild, small, modest, with fi ic eyes. 
Said the legend about him all untruo. Talked of printing and the C rusades. 

July 19. More that Conrad said yesterday: That all this talk about te :hniquc 
was absurd, but that you must writ'just as well as you can and tal t every 
kind of trouble. That F. M. Hueffer behttled everything he touched because 
he had a small soul. Got very angry a^ usual at the mere mention of Ar lericans 
or Russians, both of whom he detests. More dehghted than I have e 'er seen 
him at being asked to advise some I :verpool ship men about a train ag ship 
for boys. Again at lunch spoke of Sostromo and one or two short s ories as 
his best work. 

Hugh also stayed with Vita Sackville-West and her husband Harold 
Nicolson at Long Bam, near Sevenoaks, where he found a ‘Very happy 
house-party. Wc all talked nineteen to the dozen and Vita looked per¬ 
fectly beautiful in crimson and orange. She is as lovely as she is clever, 
with just that touch of easiness that gives her complete distinction. 
Harold too is a very very nice fellow.’’ 

All this time he was working spasmodically at The Cathedral, and, 
immensely reheved to see the last of it, he dehvered at Macmillan’s 
the corrected proofs of The Captives, embellished by a dedication to 
Arnold Bennett. On the same day he signed the lease of York Terrace, 
agreeing to pay a premium of ^2500. 

The month of August he spent at Polperro, where his whole family 
visited him. “Physically I’m well,” he told Swinnerton, “but I must 
get thin, so I’m going to take up golf savagely (a game I loathe) and 
have a rowing machine in my bedroom!” He worked furiously at 
The Cathedral now, sometimes writing as much as four thousand words 
a day. “Finished my chapter in the morning,” he wrote on August 7. 
“Amy Brandon committed adultery with the least possible fuss.” 

In the middle of the month he dashed up to London for a couple of 
days’ household shopping. He bought linen, a four-poster bed, a side¬ 
board and other furniture, interviewed and engaged two servants, found 

for him by Ethel McKenna, and returned to Cornwall well satisfied, 
o 
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Theodore McKenna had now become Hugh’s solicitor, and all the 
arrangements concerning the acquisition of the house were made by 
him, while his wife helped indefatigably with all the other domestic 
problems. Both of them looked after Hugh as though he were their 
own son, and he repaid their care with deep affection; indeed he was 
probably, in a semi-filial way, fonder of Ethel McKenna than of any 
other woman he ever knew. 

She had been bom in 1869, the daughter of Sir Morell Mackenzie, 
the leading laryngologist of his day and the central actor in a drama of 
European importance. He was called in to advise on the case of the 
German Crown Prince (afterwards the Emperor Frederick III), son-in- 
law of Queen Victoria and father of the Kaiser, and when his patient 
died at Potsdam in 1888 of what was supposed, but never proved, to 
be cancer of die larynx, Mackenzie incurred much criticism, which 
now seems to have been unjust, for his treatment of the case.^ 

Ethel McKenna spent a great deal of her time looking after the old 

and the needy; she also had children of her own to occupy her, but she 

clearly felt a very special and maternal tenderness for Hugh, and she was 

able to demonstrate her devotion in a way which had always proved 

impossible for his own mother. Her letters are full of all the tiresome 

duties she lovingly carried out for him—engaging charwomen, finding 

laundresses, looking for flats for his friends—and also of her love for 

him. “Your affection is one of the happiest things in my life, undiluted 

happiness,’’ she wrote in 1920; and again seven years later: “I don’t 

suppose you know how much you have helped me in my life, and I 

want you to: by your breadth of vision, your wisdom, your sanity 

and your wide sympathy, which have so often helped me to realise 

other people’s points of view and so to manage my own Ufe better. 

You have helped me to learn as I could not have done without 
»» 

you. 

Thanks to her patient and tireless efforts. No. 24 York Terrace had a 
warm and finished look when on September 6 Hugh proudly took 
possession. 

* For a full accoimt of this incident, see Morell Mackenzie by R. Scott Stevenson (1946). 
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E very prospect pleased. The tall rooms full of light; the library 
with its deep blue ceiling ;.nd all the books waiting to I e set in 
order; the drawing-room with the new pianola from the /Eolian 
Hall; the dining-room spacious for parties. Hugh had impc :ted an 
amateur butler from Polperro, atid the household was complei ;d by a 
cook, a housemaid, and a some .vhat neurotic bulldog called Crock. 
All that was missing was an exciting new friend, and with almost 
magical precision one appeared. On September 23 Hugh w< nt to a 
Promenade Concert, where “the joy of the evening was a Danish 
tenor, Melchior—quite superb. Just the voice for me.” Just the person 
too, as quickly transpired. A letter, an invitation to lunch, a long talk, 
and one of the most important friendships of his life was under 
way. 

Lauritz Melchior (whom Hugh always called David) was then 
thirty years old and beginning to make a name as a concert singer. A 
giant of a man, he struck Hugh at their first meeting as “a great child, 
but very simple, most modest, with a splendid sense of humour.” Im¬ 
pulsively Hugh at once invited him to stay at York Terrace, “to which 
he readily agreed.” 

Meanwhile The Captives was published on September 28. The critics, 
with one or two exceptions, were enthusiastic, and Conrad most 
generous: 

My dear Hugh, 

I left the “civilities” to Jessie who has no doubt written to you already. 
This is only to tell you that I have read the book—which is a book—a 
creation—no small potatoes indeed—tr^s chic; and if the truth must be 
told tr^s fort even—considerable in purpose, successful in execution and deep 
in feeling—a genuine Walpole, this, with an unexpected note of maturity in 
design and composition; and holding the interest from page to page, which 
in itself is not a common quality. O! dear, no! 
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All I want to do here, really, is to shake hands with you over it in friendship 
and congratulation. More when we meet on Sat. 

Ever yours, 

J. Conrad. 

No such simple verdict could be expected from Arnold Bennett: 
My sweet Hughie, 

It seems to me that I have to write to you in the same nagging strain as 
I do to Wells. In spite of my brotherly admonitions and my fatherly 
threats apropos of previous books there are at least as many grammaticd 
slips in this one as in any. In particular “anybody*' and “everybody” are 
followed by a plural verb at least a score times. And as regards careless 
writing, there are tons of it. Things like: “She had abandoned so completely 
any idea that he might still come that she could not now feel that it was he.” 
Also there are some devihsh shaky metaphors—e.g. on p. 313, the lines be¬ 
ginning: “Therefore she was building.” How in hell the doors could be 
locked of a house of which the walls were rising, I cannot imagine. Do not 
suppose that I attach an exaggerated importance to these tilings. I don’t. But I 
cannot understand how they could remain in a book over which you have 
obviously (to the seeing eye) taken such enormous pains. To my mind this 
is a far better book than The Mirror, The City, The Forest, It is more mature. 
It illustrates more fully than ever the extraordinary narrative gift which you 
undoubtedly have. Your gift in this line is Trollopian (but I am not going 
to accept that as an excuse for your Trollopian carelessness—I’m hanged if I 
do). I do not agree with all your characterisation, but your greatest enemy 
could not deny that these characters are immensely aHve. I object to some of 
the stuff, which does not seem to me to have been accurately observed, but 
on the other hand there are lots of it with wliich no fault can be found. The 
middle of the book is the best. Round about pp 207, 208, for instance, is the 
goods, emphatically. Some of the construction I do not understand. I can’t 
sec the constructional reason, e.g. for the Kingseote Revival Meeting. But 
doubtless you could produce a good reason, so I shall not insist. Dealing 
with the book largely, and applying to it the severest standards, I am in¬ 
clined to say that the excessive power of your visualising imagination has 
caused you to crowd it a bit, in fact a good bit. You are imaginatively very 
rich, but is that a reason why you should be extravagant? I doubt not you 
could make a novel out of the history of every one of the minor characters; 
but need you? 

And lo! a certain man went forth into the streets and spake these words: 

Simplification 

Austerity 

Economy of material. 
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Such, imperfecdy, respectfully, and fragmentarily are my views about this 
history which you have so affectionately dedicated to the aged one; There 
are lots of questions I want to ask you about it. Will you dine Thursday 

2ISt? 

Thine 
A. B. 


To which Hugh replied: 

My dear Father in God, 

Thank you for your delightful letter. I maintain and pubhely r laintain 
more and more as the years go by that you are the only critic in ! ngland 
worth a damn—fair, wise, proportk aate and unprejudiced. More tl an ever 
do I feel that now. You have, as I iearnt from Frank [Swinnerton , many 
other criticisms to make, but I’ll go only by your written word. Ai yway I 
distrust everything at second hand. You are of course entirely rigl t about 
grammar, style etc: I am in despair on that question. No one coutd have 
sweated more over a book than I did over this. I rewrote passage after 
passage, but the errors tumble out of my fmger-ends as I write. I shall try 
again, but the Devil is in me over this. Where I differ from you is over the 
rules of “Simplification, Austerity and Economy of Material.” I’m sick of 
tight httle right Httle novels done on the Flaubert model. Moreover you 
yourself strike me as neither austere nor simplified. Clayhanger is rich with 
spontaneity and you are being continually creative in spite of your art—which 
is, I beheve, the right way for a noveUst. However this is a tail question and 
I shall never be either a Flaubert or a Stendhal. They are great artists— 
Trollope is no artist in the austere sense at all—but I’m damned if I don’t 
read Trollope the most often of the tliree. . . . 

Affectionately, 

Hugh. 

His parents were distressed botli by the ending of the story, which 
seemed to them immoral, and by the poor figure cut by clergymen in 
the book. Hugh attempted to reassure them, and at the same time to 
define his point of view: 

My dear Father, 

Thank you very much for. your wise and temperate letter. I never 
expected you to be so patient with the book. The difficulty in all this busi¬ 
ness is that one loses oneself in one’s creations. The book stands for one’s 
personality but not always for one’s opinions. I at any rate can help myself 
very little if a character has a certain build and direction. Paul for instance 
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was like that, and then many people take him to be an indictment of the 
clergy. Just as when, later on, I draw (as I shall) a good and noble clergy¬ 
man, everyone will think I’m upholding the Church. My main interest in 
hfe is in wondering about what lies behind it, and I would state that wonder 
in as many terms as I can find. For those who, Uke you, don’t need to wonder 
because they are sure, I have only deep envy. But to have that wonder and 
to be sure that there is something more seems to me to be a religious point of 
view, and The Captives seems to me a deeply rehgious book. . . . 

Your affectionate son, 

Hugh. 

Among a few other adverse criticisms was one by Katherine Mans¬ 
field in the It began: 

If an infinite capacity for taking pains were what is needed to produce a 
great novel, we should have to hail Mr. Walpole’s latest book as a master¬ 
piece. But here it is—four parts, four hundred and seventy pages, packed as 
tight as they can hold with an assortment of strange creatures and furnish¬ 
ings ; and we cannot, with the best will in the world, see in the result more 
than a task—faithfully and conscientiously performed to the best of the 
author’s power—but a ‘‘task accomphshed,” and not even successfully at 
that. For we feel that it is determination rather than inspiration, strength of 
will rather than the artist’s compulsion, which has produced The Captives. 
Still, while we honour the author for these qualities, is it not a lamentable 
fact that they can render him so little assistance at the last—can give him no 
hand with this whole great group of horses captured at such a cost of time 
and labour, and brought down to the mysterious water only that they shall 
drink? But, alas! they will not drink for Mr. Walpole; he has not the magic 
word for them; he is not their master. In a word, for all his devotion to 
writing, we think the critic, after an examination of The Captives, would find 
it hard to state with any conviction that Mr. Walpole is a creative artist.^ 

She went on to analyse and discuss details of plot and character. 
Although Rebecca West’s riposte had shovra him that Writing to 
Women Reviewers was a dangerous hobby, he could not resist the 
temptation once again to tackle his critic. And this time the answer 
was softer: firom a chaise-longue at Mentone, Katherine Mansfield 
wrote: • 

... I wish instead of writing you were here on the terrace and you’d let 
me talk of your book which I jfar from detested. What an impression to 

^ Reprinted in Novels & Novelists (1930). 

* Her letter is printed in full in The Letters of Katherine Mansfield (1928), vol. 2, p. 62. 
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convey! My trouble is I never have enough space to get going—to say what 
I mean to say—fully. That’s no excuse, really. But to be called very unfair— 
that hurts, awfully. And I feel that by saying so you mean I’m not as fenest as 
I might be—I’m prejudiced. Well, 1 think we’re all of us more or less pre¬ 
judiced, but cross my heart I don’t take reviewing Ughtly and if I appear to 
it’s the fault of my unfortunate manner. 

Now I shall be dead frank. And please don’t answer. As one v riter to 
another (tho’ I’m only a little beginr.er, and fully realise it): 

The Captives impressed me as moro Hke a first novel than any genu ne first 
novel I’ve come across. Of course there were signs enough that it wasn’t 
one—but the movement of it was t le movement of one trying his A -ings— 
finding out how they would bear him, how far he could afford to tru t them. 

I felt you were continually risking a ourself, that you had, for the fii t time, 
really committed yourself in a bool I wonder if this will seem to 'ou ex¬ 
travagant impertinence—I honourc I you for it. You seemed to ne de¬ 
termined to shirk nothing. You kn» 'W that strange sense of insecurii y at the 
last —the feeling: ‘ T know all this. I k now more. I know down to the r linutest 
detail and perhaps more stilly but shall I, dare I, trust myself to tell all ?” It is 
really why we write, as I see it, that we may arrive at this moment and yet— 
it is stepping into the air to yield to it—a kind of anguish and rapture. I felt 
that you appreciated this, and that, seen in this light, your Captives was almost 
a spiritual exercise in this kind of courage. But in fact your pecuHar persistent 
consciousness of what you wanted to do was what seemed to me to prevent 
your book from being a creation. That is what I meant when I used the 
clumsy word ‘‘task”—perhaps “experiment” was nearer my meaning. You 
seemed to lose in passion what you gained in sincerity and therefore “the 
miracle” didn’t happen. I mean the moment when the act of creation 
takes place—the mysterious change—when you are no longer writing 
the book— it is writing— it possesses you. Does that sound hopelessly 
vague ? 

But there it is. After reading The Captives I laid it down tliinking: 
Having “broken with his past,” as he has in this book, having “declared 
himself,” I feel that Hugh Walpole’s next novel will be the one to look for. 
Yes, curse me. I should have said it. 

I sympathise more than I can say with your desire to escape from auto¬ 
biography. Don’t you feel that what Enghsh writers lack to-day is experience 
of Life? I don’t mean that superficially. But they are self-imprisoned. I 
think there is a very profound distinction between any kind of confession and 
creative work—not that that rules out the first by any means. . . . 

But enough. Forgive this long letter. I’ll try and see more round the books. 
I’ve no doubt at all I’m a bad reviewer. Your letter makes me want to shake 
hands with you across the vast, . , , 
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Relieved and elated, Hugh replied expansively, and the correspondence 
was rounded off by this little note: 

Dear Hugh Walpole, 

Please do not praise me. But—let me say how I look forward to that talk, 
one of these days. The fact that you cate about writing as you do, that “you 
are working,” is such happiness that all my good wishes and my sympathy 
cannot repay you for letting me know. 

Your from-this-time-forth “constant reader," 

Katherine Mansfield. 


2 

There were minor contretemps at York Terrace. The imported 
butler pined for home and was replaced by an expert so accustomed to 
stately homes that he stayed only a month; Crock had a fit in the park, 
tried to hang himself on the railings, and had to be given morphia; 
while the claims and distractions of London society brought the half- 
finished Cathedral to a standstill. In its place Hugh began a light¬ 
hearted novel originally called Henry and Millicent and eventually pub¬ 
lished as The Young Enchanted. But all the time his thoughts were 
filled by his splendid new friend. “Melchior is indeed turning my life 
upside down, and jolly glad I am. Two concerts after lunch at the 
Glentanars’, and at both of them he sang Lohengrin’s Narration quite 
marvellously. After this I’m quite sure of him, as the whole thing has 
restraint and dignity of the first order.” 

At the end of November Melchior went home to Denmark, and 
Hugh set about the perfecting of his house. The rest of his books were 
conveyed from Polperro, he bought a chalk-drawing of Walter Scott 
by Wilkie to hang over the dra-wing-room fireplace, engaged yet 
another butler, and secured that multiplicity of household objects 
which the occasion demanded. In this he was once again helped, wisely 
and efficiently, by Ethel McKenna. 

All the time engagements increased: he stayed with the Masefields 
on Boars Hill and with the Asquiths at Sutton Courtney; he debated 
publicly for charity with Chesterton (“charming as ever”) and Gosse 
(“spiky, old, wicked”); he watched the University rugger match with 
John Drinkwater (“one of the very nicest men in the world”); and 



HOMAGE TO CONRAD 


203 


AST. 36] 

gave luncheon, tea, and dinner parties at York Terrace. Just before he 
left to spend Christmas in Edinburgh, he learned that The Se^et City 
had been awarded the James Tait Black Memorial Prize for the best 
work of fiction published in 1919. “This took my breath a\^'ay, and 
the cheque was ^112.” It was a newly founded prize, and this the first 
award. 

In the gladness of his heart, and sentimentally moved as always 
was by the advent of Christmas, he wrote Conrad a letter of lomage 
and affection which greatly plea^cd its recipient: 

I was very deeply touched by your letter [he repHcd] and I am gi iteful to 
you for the impulse wliich prompted you to put your feeUngs (v bich are 
infinitely precious to me) into wor is so simple and so direct. 

Your friendship is of course part oi'my reward for some years of h( nest toil 
which sought not the favour of m( n and yet without it would ha\ j been a 
waste of barren effort. And in so far I have perhaps deserved it. Bi t for the 
warmth of your personal, for that genuine fricndsliip which you . lave ex¬ 
tended to all belonging to me thanks are due to a higher Power whici having 
made us what we are has allowed us to come together. And this my dear 
Hugh I feel profoundly. 

This letter was followed in January by another week-end at Bishops- 
boume, during which Conrad declared “that in selling his books in 
America he felt exactly like a merchant selling glass beads to African 
natives.” Hugh asked him why he didn’t write more of the England 
he loved so much, and Conrad “said he was afraid to.” The old man 
agreed to write a short foreword for an anthology from Hugh’s work 
which Messrs Dent had arranged to issue in one of tlieir series for 
schools. Hugh was not altogether happy about tliis volume, but 
Conrad’s promise encouraged him a httle. A few weeks later he wrote 
to Pinker: 

It is really a good advertisement although I ought to be ashamed to let 
such middle-class stuff be collected in this way. One writes one’s best and 
then must put a brazen front to the world. It’s no use saying to everybody 
that one knows one’s only second-rate. Besides one’s young yet and some¬ 
times the second-raters let out a first-rate thing by chance before they die. 
Talking of first-rate, don’t let Conrad’s little preface slip. I count on that 
more than anything in my Httle Hfe. Only you can keep Dent in check until 
J. C. has done the thing. He need write only a few Unes. 
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He did indeed write only a few—somewhat guarded—alines, but 
they served, and the small red book duly appeared later in the year.' 

Meanwhile Hugh was in process of starting a movement which was 
to bring important benefits to the book trade. In November 1920 he 
had spoken at a dinner of the Whitefriars Club, emphasising the need 
for co-operation between authors, publishers, and booksellers, and 
urging the institution of regular meetings. His idea was eagerly 
accepted, and on 19 January 1921 he was able to write from York 
Terrace to St John Ervine: 

Last night we had here the first meeting of a Httle dining club that has for 
its purpose bringing together quite privately and informally all the different 
elements of book producing and distributing ... [It] is to meet for supper in 
my house once a month quite informally, definitely to talk ‘"shop” ... I do 
hope you’ll join. 

The dinners at York Terrace prospered; Galsworthy attended one 
and next day wrote: ‘‘You conducted proceedings last night like a bom 
statesman.’* He went on to suggest that the body be called the Fellow¬ 
ship Club, but in October 1921 it was given the name of The Society 
of Bookmen. Today it still flourishes: the membership is limited to 
seventy-five; there is almost always a waiting list; and the monthly 
dinners are attended as eagerly as ever. 

One of the original publisher-members was Stanley Unwin, and it 
was largely his foresight and strength of character which brought 
about the Society’s considerable achievements. The first of these was 
the creation of the National Book Council, out of which grew the 
National Book League, whose mansion in Albemarle Street is now the 
headquarters of books in England. Later the Society sent a delegation 
to study book-trade methods in Holland and Germany, and its report 
led to the complete reorganisation of the British book trade. When 
Harold Raymond hit upon the idea of Book Tokens, he first pro¬ 
pounded it to the Society, who recommended the scheme to the book¬ 
sellers and even helped to finance its launching. Indeed, it is not too 
much to say that all the forward movements which Unwin and others 
have initiated in the British book trade during the last thirty years have 

' A Hugh Walpole Anthology. Selected by the Author with a note by Joseph Conrad 
(King’s Treasury of Literature, [1921]). 
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come into being through the agency of the Society of Bookmen— 
Hugh’s “little dining club.” 
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Later in January he sailed from Harwich to Copenhagen, where 
he was to spend a month with Melchior and his wife. He was pleased 
by the Danish capital, which, with its canals and boats and tuftt i trees, 
often reminded him of Petrograd He stayed at the Hotel d’Anj leterre, 
worked every day at The Young Enchanted, and in his spare time istened 
to Melchior singing at concerts, funerals, and for the first time ii opera. 
“The true quality of his voice, w’lich is most remarkable, doesr't seem 
truly understood here. I see no one who really appreciates it. H )wever 
they will one day.” 

Together the two friends visited Elsinore and Kronborg Cas:le, and 
Hugh was especially deHghted by a meeting with the old writei Georg 
Brandes. “I liked him immensely. Over eighty but full of life and 
irony, charming about Gosse and his Lords! and very pleased that old 
age was liis ‘only disease.’ Kept speaking to me as Brother. Alluded 
charmingly to dear Henry James.” 

Nevertheless Hugh began to grow homesick; his inability to speak 
or understand a word of Danish was a nuisance—he had no gift for 
languages—and he was not sorry when his holiday came to an end and 
he could sail home to England, taking Melchior with him. 

He was greeted by his cook’s giving notice. “I got splendid copy 
from my hour with Mrs. B.,” he told his mother, “and wrote it all 
down afterwards.” The good lady was quickly replaced, and Hugh 
plunged once more into that whirl of lectures, concerts, theatres, and 
parties, which in London he was always unable to resist. The Young 
Enchanted (itself a replacement of the more difficult Cathedral) had 
temporarily to be laid aside, and during the next two months he pro¬ 
duced only a few short stories. 

In March his fither passed through London, and reported in a letter 
to Dorothy: 

I stayed with Hugh last night. ... He was very well and full of go. 
Melchior the Dane was with him and going to sing in Queen’s Hall this 
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aftomoon. Hugh was out last night so I dined in state and Robins the butler 
gave me his experiences with Joe Chamberlain and Viscount Grey. 

4 

Soon after this Hugh was taken by Dr A. S. W. Rosenbacli, the 
American book-dealer, to see T. J. Wise, the great collector and, as has 
since been discovered, forger of books. Hugh was staggered by the mag¬ 
nificence of the Ashley Library, and described Wise as a “nice kind com¬ 
mon little man”—^Wisc who was so nasty, ruthless, and extraordinary. 
Some time later, through Wise’s agency, Hugh purchased for ;^400 
from Mrs Joan Severn the manuscript of The Fortunes of Nigel, which 
had belonged to Ruskin. It is now at Canterbury with the rest of 
Hugh’s collection. 

Perhaps it was Wise too who implanted in Hugh the determination 
to acquire the thirty-two volumes of the Abbotsford Correspondence, 
which Scott’s descendants put up for auction at Sotheby’s on April 12. 
They contained some seven thousand letters written to Scott by 
hundreds of the most eminent persons of his time and preserved at 
Abbotsford for posterity. Hugh approached the sale in a dither of 
trepidation, certain that Rosenbach or another would buy these 
treasures for America. Afterwards he said he could remember Httle of 
the actual bidding, though he realised that miraculously the lot had 
been knocked down to him for ^(^1500. In due course two volumes of 
extracts from the correspondence were published,' and the precious 
documents tliemselves, which proved of great assistance to Sir Herbert 
Grierson in his centenary edition of Scott’s letters, now repose in the 
National Library of Scotland, to which Hugh bequeathed them in his 
will. But for his action, the collection would probably either have 
gone to America or been broken up and dispersed. 

Another literary occasion which concerned him at this time was the 
eighty-first birthday of Thomas Hardy. A year earUer the Society of 
Authors had presented a memorial, but the subscribers were all old 
or elderly, and it occurred to St John Ervine that another presentation 
might be made, this time representing the younger writers. Hugh was 

' The Private Letter-Books of Sir Walter Scott (1930) and Sir Walter’s Post-Bag (193a). 
Both edited by Wilfred Partington. 
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the first Ervine consulted, the idea was after his own heart,, and in 
April a meeting at York Terrace was attended by Siegfried ^soon, 
W. J. Turner, Edmund Blunden, Ralph Hodgson, Sheila Kaye^Smith, 
Frank Swinnerton, Rose Macaulay, Edith Sitwell, Alec Waugh, and 
St John Ervine. Edith Sitwell, in a letter to Dorothy Walpole written 
twenty years later, recalled that ‘Hugh said suddenly: ‘We n ust ask 
May Sinclair.’ ‘Oh,’ said somebody, ‘she’s much over the age li mit.’ ‘I 
don’t care,’ said Hugh. ‘She must be asked. It will hurt her drt adfully 
from every point of view if she is not.’ ” Eventually more than a 
hundred writers signed the letter of homage, which, together with a 
first edition of Keats’s Lamia, wa - conveyed by Ervine to the c Id poet 
at Dorchester. 


5 

Towards the end of April Hugli travelled down to Polperro, taking 
with him a new Sealyham called Mopsa, successor to the unreliable 
Crock. After ten days he was joined by Melchior, who caused a 
sensation by singing at a concert in the village. Togetlier they drove 
on to MuUion, where, with the help of a friend, Charles Turley 
Smith, whom he had met with E. V. Lucas, Hugh had taken a furnished 
bungalow on the edge of the golf-course. He never liked golf nor, 
though he became a life member of the Sunningdale Club and once 
played a round with Joyce and Roger Wethered, was he ever a pro¬ 
ficient player. But here at MuUion in the sunshine it was an agreeable, 
and he hoped a weight-reducing, pursuit. 

Turley was a delightful opponent too, and Hugh made great friends 
with him. Writer of school stories. Punch reviewer, cricketer, close 
friend of J. M. Barrie, and a favourite everywhere he went, Turley 
lived in the little village of Cury, near MuUion.* Hugh once stayed 
with him there, but most of the rest of their friendship had for geo¬ 
graphical reasons to be conducted through the post. 

Hugh and Melchior were looked after in the bungalow by Robins 
the butler and their short hoUday was bhssful. “So happy,” wrote 
Hugh. “Never have I had such wonderful perfect accord with any- 

* Sec Dear Turley (edited by Eleanor Adlard, 1942), to which Hugh had promised to 
contribute. Turley died in October 1940. 
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one.” Besides playing golf, they drove to Penzance and Land’s End, 
and took part at Helston in the Floral Dance, which Hugh had already 
from hearsay described in Maradick and was to use again in Portrait of a 
Man with Red Hair. The Young Enchanted was finished at MuUion, and 
Hugh returned to London in time to watch the Derby with Melchior 
and some other Danish friends. 

Jime was London in the Season—^parties and theatres, Wimbledon, 
more golf, and always concerts. Melchior sang at Marlborough House 
for Queen Alexandra, “who was apparently delighted with him,” 
Hugh told his mother, “although I don’t think she heard much.” 


6 

On June 30 The Thirteen Travellers was published. Hugh’s own 
comment was: “And a rotten book too. Comes of yielding to Mam¬ 
mon, wliich I’ll do no more”; yet he could not disguise his distress at a 
“loathsome review in The Times. Worst I’ve ever had, and in small 
type too, where I’ve never been since my first book.” A favourable 
counterblast by Robertson Nicoll put him m better humour, and a 
week later he set off gaily for a two months’ tour of the Continent. 

First, accompanied by Melchior, he spent an exhausting fortnight 
in a Paris heat-wave, sight-seeing relentlessly but finding time to begin 
the first of the stories for Jeremy and Hamlet. “I have such creative 
impulses,” he wrote to Turley, “but not the final wisdom; perhaps 
one day it will come.” 

Then came ten days at Chalet Soled, where he found Elizabeth at her 
most charming, though she could not resist telling him that his work 
“was just misted for her like a telescope not being quite focused.” He 
was accustomed to such remarks from her, but worse was to follow, 
for when the Nation of July 16 reached the Chalet it was found to con¬ 
tain a “ferocious attack” on The Thirteen Travellers by Middleton 
Murry. The best part of three columns, headed “The Case of Mr 
Hugh Walpole,” compared Hugh with Hall Caine and Ethel M. Dell, 
ridiculed his style, his “romanticism,” his very existence as a writer. 
In his diary Hugh contented himself with remarking: “I can see that I 
must be everything he most dislikes—^but time wiU prove all.” Then, 
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seeking more sympathy than he was hkely to receive from his astringent 
hostess, he wrote to Bennett: 

30 July 1921. Chalet Soleil. 

My dearest Arnold, 

I feel impelled to write to you chiefly because for months now I leem to 
have been out of touch with you. which has been partly my fai It—and 
partly yours. I was in Paris for weeics grilhng and now Tin on the op of a 
mountain with “Elizabeth,” old Fest ;ng Jones, Middleton Murry an( others. 
Murry Hves about five minutes awa y and our juxtaposition is funny because 
as you probably saw he wrote a fere oious attack on me in the Nation a week 
or two ago. However I’ve no feeUr gs about that nor has he, and if , didn’t 
sell and found Hfe a horrible tragedy and wrote in the Tchekov man: .er he’d 
find me a darling. He’s a weird bird, his knowledge of hfe all fror i books 
and his solemnity amazing. 

My volume of stories I didn’t send you because I didn’t think it would 
interest you. ... Murry thinks it dreadful of me to be happy with th: world 
as it is, but how can I help it with so much that is lovely, so much that is 
funny, so much that is exciting? It isn’t my fault if my experience of people 
is that on die whole they are good sorts making the best of a difficult bargain. 
Well, enough of this. Please write to me here. I motor to Venice but return 
here soon. 

Dear Arnold, my affection for you never alters nor changes nor ever will. 
I love you very much. 

Yours, 

Hugh. 


Back came the answer: 

5 August 1921. Yacht Marie Marguerite 

Cowes. 

My dear Hughie, 

Ta lettre est charmante, et J’en suis tres content. I passed by Polperro in 
the above about 3 weeks ago, but 10 miles out to sea. However, I gazed at it 
through a powerful Zeiss. Murry is an ass. He writes long articles about 
nothing, and he has no taste of his own (except bad). I have told Massing- 
ham, who reluctandy agrees with me. I haven’t seen the Nation for weeks. 
... Be happy, Hughie, and be damned to Murrys. . . . 

Ever your elder brother, 

A. B. 
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Meanwhile the errant Murry, wickedly invited by the Countess, 
came to tea at the Chalet and “was exceedingly amiable. Admitted 
afterwards to Elizabeth that the article was unfair. Rather late though.” 
Later she wrote to Hugh with her usual thrust; “You know perfectly 
well that you yourself knew your 13 T’s wasn’t up to the mark, and 
knew it so well that you refused to give it to me on that ground. So 
why shouldn’t Murry share your opinion?” 

Early in August Hugh met the McKennas at Andermatt, and drove 
on with them through Como, Verona, and Padua, to Venice. They 
stayed at the Excelsior Hotel on the Lido, where a minor tragedy had 
soon to be recorded: 

Aug. 12. Going for two minutes by tram from the hotel to the Baths my 
purse was stolen, all my papers, my letter of credit and 16,000 lire. Dread¬ 
fully distressed by this all the evening and feel for a moment it has entirely 
spoilt my trip. 

The mood of self-questioning set up by this mishap caused him to 
ask himself for the first time whether he had been wise to entrench 
himself so comfortably in London. Years ago John Buchan had advised 
him, for his writing’s sake, not to settle down too soon. Should 
he not sell his house, and his furniture, and his library, and be free? 
But these reflections served only to bring home to him the con¬ 
sciousness of how much he loved aU these things: “One must have a 
centre in hfe, round which one revolves, and that is mine.” Should he 
then get rid of The Cobbles? He stfll, perhaps more than ever, needed 
a country retreat to write in, but Polperro was now much more known 
and visited than it had been before the war, nor had he ever really 
experienced the longed-for feeling of “belonging” there—^yes, on the 
whole, he thought the time had come to leave. 

After the McKennas had gone, Hugh moved to rooms on the Grand 
Canal, whence after another week he returned to Chalet Soleil. From 
there he wrote: 

Aug. 29. My last day here and really I’m not sorry. E. is a darling, but 
I’m not well here, and there is something of the boss about her that we all 
feel and want to escape from. However she is a most enchanting creature, 
quite unique, and amusing beyond all her sex. 
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From Switzerland he travelled to Brittany, where he spent ten days 
with his family at Camaret, near Brest. Here he corrected proofs of 
The Young Enchanted and, despite some opposition from a fair which 
broke out in front of the hotel, managed to read aloud the new Jeremy 
stories in the evenings. From Switzerland he had acquainted I>ennett 
with his plans for a nine months’ American lecture tour in the wi iter of 
1922-23, and his consequent intention to take a year’s comphte rest 
from writing. Back came his mentor with more wise words: 

31 August 1921. Yacht Marie Margu rite, 

Fowcy. 

My dear Hughie, 

I have yours. Many thanks. I shall reintegrate London on O :t. ist. 
Thenceforward, let us much meet. When I arrived here I telegraphec to the 
postmaster of Polperro to know if y ou were at the Collywobbles, '’. he in- 
teUigent fellow wired back that you were in Switzerland: which I deeply 
regretted. Still, I am cheered by your excellent news of the book. As for 
the lecture-tour, well, I suppose it suits you, and I know from independent 
witnesses that you do tliis stunt very well. So good. But I bet you you won’t 
stop writing for a year. You couldn’t. And it would not be a good thing if 
you do—beheve me! . . . 

My fraternal benediction is upon thee. 

Thine ever, 

A. B. 


7 

Hugh arrived back in London on September 10. Welcomed by 
Melchior, he was so pleased to be home that he marked the occasion 
by purchasing, from the Leicester Galleries for eight hundred guineas, 
the complete set of twenty-three Max Beerbohm cartoons called 
Rossetti and his Circle. The glory first of die small sitting-room at York 
Terrace and later of the Piccadilly dining-room, they are now, by the 
provisions of Hugh’s will, safe in the Tate Gallery. 

Hardly had he arranged these treasures in their first home when Sir 
Frederick Macmillan delighted liim by suggesting that The Young 
Enchanted should appear in a large-paper edition, signed and hmited, 
as well as in its ordinary form. The plan proved successful, and most 
of Hugh’s books thereafter were similarly issued. 
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And now came a melancholy occasion—the farewell visit to The 
Cobbles. For more than eight years the Httle cottage perched on the 
edge of the harbour had been for him a solace and a joy. He did not 
yet know what would replace it, but he felt strongly that he now 
needed “somewhere more open and with less village gossip and in¬ 
trigue.” Sadly, with lingering sentiment, he bade it farewell and 
returned to London. His first attempt at identifying himself with a 
landscape had failed—but had he perhaps found the ideal friend in the 
person of Melchior the Dane? 
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THE END OF A CHAPTER 

I 

F or some time Hugh had war ted to write a play of his own some¬ 
thing more substantial than The Comfortable Chair, but s nee he 
lacked both a definite scheme and also the necessary technical 
skill, he wrote in April 1921 to hi^ old friend and collaborator .'Uidolf 
Besier, suggesting that they should write a play together. Be ier re¬ 
sponded cordially, and it was agreed that they should meet tor dis¬ 
cussion in the autumn. But before their meeting Hugh hit upon the 
idea that was to produce one of the most successful plays of die next 
decade—the idea of a comedy based on the Browning love-letters. 

Besier was enthusiastic. “I am taking the love-letters to retd and 
digest en voyage and in Ireland,” he wrote on September 7. “Oh my 
dear, if only I can rise to the height of this great argument—^what a 
play! I wish to God my hands were utterly free and that I could start 
on it at once and think of nothing else.” 

Hugh’s letters to Besier have perished, but from the other half of the 
correspondence it is possible to trace the play’s beginnings a little 
further. All through September, October, and November, the two 
friends bombarded each other wide ideas and suggestions, in conversa¬ 
tion and by post. On September 11 Besier wrote: 

Why, at the moment, without real reflection, I say I’m doubtful about 
dropping the first meeting between R. and E. is pure theatre. I’ll explain when 
I see you.... Papa’s scene with E. B. about the lunch “porter” is a joy. But I 
want to talk to you about Papa. In hfe he seems to have been a pathological 
problem. I seem to feel we must give him reasons and motives for his actions 
which he doesn’t appear really to have had. 

Again, on October 20: 

E. B. B. says somewhere that she has some forty relations in London. I can 
see some half dozen of’em ushered one by one with “melancholy glee” by 
Barrett into the darkened room to say a few words to poor dear Ba. 
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Another letter, headed simply “Sunday’’ but clearly written during 
diese months, runs: 

My dear Hugh: 

Don’t answer this. It occurs to me that we shall have to make our 
people—at any rate R. B. and E. B. B.—talk literature a little. One of the 
greatest English poets and the greatest English poetess—we can’t avoid it. But 
fortunately Browning’s “obscurity” will help us. “The poet whom nobody 
imderstands” is still a cliche. People who never read a line of Browning will 
be amused and understand talk of his obscurity. As luck would have it 
Sordello was published long before Robert and Elizabeth met. And there’s a 
passage in Sordello —one of many I daresay—as impossibly cryptic as the 
writings of the prehistoric inhabitants of Mars. I want to make E. B. B. read 
it to Robert in Act I as something she can’t quite grasp—and R. B. be as 
mystified as E. B. B. on hearing it. 

Oh and why not grasp the netde firmly and call the play “Bv 4 ”? It’s 
unique, intriguing, and the shortest title on record. 

R. B. 

Enough has been quoted to show that by November 1921 much of 
the play had taken shape in Besicr’s mind, but towards the end of that 
month, when the first act had been roughed out, the manager Vedrenne 
insisted on Besier’s finishing some other work, long overdue, and the 
Brownings had to be laid aside. Three years later Besier asked whether 
Hugh was still interested, and in May 1925 announced that a detailed 
scenario would soon be ready. “Are you still game?” he asked, but 
by then Hugh’s enthusiasm had waned, while his success as a novelist 
had increased, so he made Besier a present of the idea and of whatever 
he may have contributed to its treatment. The Barretts of IVimpole 
Street, as it was eventually produced by Sir Barry Jackson in September 
1930, was entirely Besier’s work, and although Hugh occasionally re¬ 
ferred a little wistfully to the small fortune he had missed by retiring 
from the collaboration, he felt nothing but affection for Besier and 
pride in the play’s success. The printed version was dedicated to Hugh, 
and the story can perhaps be best wound up with one more letter of 
Besier’s, dated 5 June 1931: 

My dear Hugh, 

Many thanks. It’s more than likely that I myself started the story! I’ve 
told innumerable people, including Barry Jackson and Guthrie McCHntic, 
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the American producer, that yours was the idea and that you very magni- 
ficendy handed it on to me. iVe no doubt the papers are bitterly dis¬ 
appointed to learn that what they hoped was a dirty piece of trickerj^ should 
turn out to be a splendid piece of generosity ... 

Always, 

R. B.i 


2 

In the autunm of 1921 Hugh spoilt an uncomfortable week-er d with 
Conrad, who was suffering badly from gout. 

Much odder than iVe ever known before, bursting into sudden rag( 5 about 
such no tilings as the butter being salt, and then suddenly being very qi iet and 
sweet. Never cross with me save ir a sudden tirade about pubHsht ts. . . . 
Too many women in tliis house and 100 many secret feelings. 

It was an immense relief to get luck to York Terrace and Me chior: 
“This is friendship in the final and absolute sense of the word, when you 
can hardly wait to tell your friend the tiniest details of the past day.” 
And there were plenty of details to tell, as lectures, concerts, and parties 
jostled one another in Hugh’s engagement book. In the middle of 
October he finished Jeremy and Hamlet in London, and on November 8 
The Young Enchanted was published, with a dedication to Melchior. 
Conrad took immense pains to read and criticise it: in the course of a 
very long letter of elaborate analysis he wrote: 

The reading of it was an absorbing experience. The meditation which 
came later confirmed the sense of the work’s value, which I feel to be con¬ 
siderable. Its atmosphere is extremely fascinating (which of course means 
the clear atmosphere in which the author wrote), its interest very real (which 
means the state of mind of the reader), its detail amusing by its exactitude and 
manner of presentation; its ending though (perhaps on purpose) not con- 
^clusive has an episodic finality which leaves our sympathies satisfied in a way 
which is particularly attractive; and the whole picture, even to the framing, 
is very Walpolcan (which means that the design, the colouring, the per¬ 
spective and the very grouping have an individual quality to which I, to¬ 
gether with a large portion of the world, am easily responsive). 

It is a great tribute to your gift, dear Hugh, that when I read you it is 
always like a member of the public, (I suppose the more intelligent part of 

^ Mrs Besicr tells me that her husband had conceived a similar idea as early as 1905 and 
that he “always realised that Hugh thought the play his own idea ... but he was too fond 
of Hugh ever to wish him to be disabused.” 
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it) but as a matter of fact reacting emotionally, that is directly to your appeal 
and not to any suggested reflections of my own. 

Reviews were favourable, though Phihp Guedalla laughed at the 
book in the Daily NewSy and in due course Arnold Bennett fired off a 
broadside: 

My dear Hughie, 

I don’t know what you mean by ‘'romantic.” All the big reaUsts are 
romantic,—no one more so than Balzac and Dostoievski and Chekov. The 
only sense that I can attach to the word as you use it is “sentimental”— 
meaning a softening of the truth in order to produce a pleasant impression 
on people who don’t Hke the truth. It is quite possible to be romantic and 
trudiful at the same time. All untruthful romance is vitiated. There is no 
opposition or mutual-excluding between romance and reahsm. BeUeve me. 

Your novel shows once more your most genuine and even deviUsh gift for 
narrative. By God you can tell a story! Also the first half of the book is full 
of charming things, excellent bits of observation and fancy, new gleams of 
hght on the world. But, also by God, I will not hide from you my conviction 
that the book does not improve as it goes on. The invention of the latter half 
is not good, and it gets more and more conventional. Some of the critical 
scenes are not really “done” ... I am obliged to call the book “pretty’'—that 
is as a whole.... I am well aware that my strictures, whether you accept them 
or not, will cause you pain. But I would a jolly sight sooner cause you pain 
than insult you by wrapping up my feehngs about the book in pink paper. 
I do not reckon that this book has come off. At first I thought it would, but 
the “romantic” idea ran away with you. Don’t imagine that I have any 
objection whatever to the “romantic” as such. But I do not accept it as an 
excuse for falsification, or conventionaHsation, and I maintain that a process of 
increasing falsification and conventionaHsation goes on throughout the book. 
The mere details of writing I think are better than in The Captives. 

F[rank] S[winnerton] agrees with me that your skill in narrative is dia- 
bohe—^heUish. 

I’ve just had 6 days in bed—chill. 

Thine 
A. B. 

Feeling himself on stronger ground than in earlier years, Hugh 
replied firmly: 

My dear Arnold, 

So sorry you’ve been ill—so have I. No, your letter didn’t give me 
pain a bit. I never expected you to like the book and nearly didn’t send it 
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you. Certainly no “pink paper” between usl I’m still rather feeble—just 
got up for my party last night and went to bed again. I think you’re right 
about my not doing the thing well enough, but where I differ from you and 
Swinny (excuse my coupling you, but you’re Uke a pair of brothers in thought 
and attitude of mind) is that I think neither of you have the capai ity for 
appreciating a certain side of life at all—the side that people as diff rent as 
Conrad, Masefield, May Sinclair, Clemence Dane, Rose Macaulay, Drink- 
water all understand. There’s a real cleavage between them and y »u, and 
from my point of view you and Frank seem to be being left )ehind. 
This is notliing to do with my feeling for you as artists. No one in th world 
admires Old Wives and Clayhanger more than I, or Nocturne and Coqu tte, but 
what I mean is that if I wrote with tiie pen of an angel about certain aspects 
of life and philosophy and beauty, y^ 'U and Frank would be blind to t. The 
people I’ve named like just the things in my work that you two do; I’t, and 
have received this book with a choru ^ of praise. All the same no one s more 
aware of my appaUing weaknesses, t arelessness, etc, than myself, although I 
am going to send you the Cathedral hook next year with pride. Do 1 »eheve, 
Arnold dear, that I care to do my bc^.t, that I am really not arguing taat my 
work is good, but that we, you and I, see life increasingly from different angles, 
and that I don’t beUeve in your angle at alL 

You really did hurt me though when you told me you “would be abroad 
and so couldn’t come to my party,” and now as I understand were dancing 
at Devonshire House all the time! 

Your loving 
Hugh. 

Bemiett rode this accusation with “Be not hurt” and a long, fluent 
explanation, continuing: 

I should like to have a chat with Conrad about your theories. I should be 
intensely surprised if we didn’t agree. As for the rest of your hst, its critical 
attitude towards anything whatever in hterature has no interest for me. 
Get better, brother, and hurry up with that Gothic cathedral of yours. 

3 

The party which Bennett avoided was one of Hugh’s most ambitious 
at York Terrace. Melchior was the guest of honour, but others in¬ 
cluded the McKennas, Siegfried Sassoon, Lord and Lady Gerald 
Wellesley, Mrs Belloc Lovmdes, the Colvins, Elizabeth, the Beresfords, 
the Annands, E. V. Lucas, Rose Macaulay, Naomi Royde-Smith, 
Drinkwater, Sir Frederick and Lady Macmillan, the Galsworthys, 
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Arthur and Sibyl Colefax, the Ervines, and Victor Beigel. Beigel was 
a successful teacher of singing, and Hugh wanted him to give lessons to 
Melchior. ‘‘D. is swinging me into a perpetual sea of music,’’ he wrote 
soon after this. “Thank God for it!” 

In December he took Melchior to Edinburgh to stay with his family, 
after making due preparation: “Melchior drinks Bass’s light beer,” he 
warned his mother, “and Mopsa has Melox biscuits.” The visit was a 
thorough success, and Melchior gave a concert in the Usher Hall. 
After his friend had left for Denmark, Hugh dehvered a number of lec¬ 
tures in Scotland, replied to the toast of Literature at the Scott dinner in 
Edinburgh, and shortly before Christmas took up once more the halt- 
finished manuscript of The Cathedral 

In the evenings he tried out some of its earlier chapters on his parents, 
and once again they were somewhat shocked at his treatment of the 
clergy and other aspects of religious life. In an attempt to reassure his 
mother, he wrote some weeks later: 

Tm sure that our religious feeling comes to very much the same in the 
end—only I have felt for many years as though man had made a golden calf 
and was worshipping it instead of the Real God. Of course there will be a 
lot of opposition to my book, but you must not mind that. I am entirely on 
the side of the Angels, only I think the hatred of the Durham snobbery has 
been boiling in me for years, and part of it finds expression in this book. 

Back in London in the New Year, Hugh resumed the sittings for his 
portrait by Gerald Kelly which had begun again in November. Kelly’s 
easy conversation and civilised attitude to life endeared him to Hugh, 
and the two men were soon on terms of warm friendship. Many other 
old friends were in London, and one day “Willie Maugham came to tea 
and warmed my heart by. speaking well of my work, especially The 
Captives, and actually praising my ‘urbane humour,’ which everyone 
always denies me.” 

At the beginning of February^ Hugh began to lay his plans for the 
campaign that was to turn Melchior into “the greatest Wagner tenor 
in the world.” Victor Beigel agreed to give him three lessons a week 
in London until the autumn when, despite tempting and immediate 
offers from America, they decided that their protege should join the 
Vienna Opera company. Two thirds of Beigel’s fee were paid in ad- 
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vance by Hugh, the remainder by Melchior out of his subsequent 
earnings. Final arrangements for the second part of tlie plan were to 
be settled during a visit to Vienna in March. 

But before they left, there was a lot to be done. Pinker died suddenly: 
Hugh wrote an obituary notice for The Times and consoled Conrad, 
who was much upset by the loss of his old friend and literary i gent. A 
few days later, at a meeting in London, Conrad “flung his arr is round 
me and kissed me before them all.” 

A shght chill caused Hugh ti> spend a happy day in bed, looking 
through the Abbotsford letters and reading Scott’s Journal, “ve: y nearly 
my favourite book in the world, I think. You can actually 1 ear him 
speaking through the page.” It was typical of Hugh’s enjo) tnent of 
simple pleasures that on this brief rest he should comment: “Such a 
day as this does one as much good as a week on the Riviera.” 

As soon as he was well, he hurried on with the final chaptei s of The 
Cathedral, and after a concentrated burst of several days’ wiiting he 
brought the book to a conclusion at York Terrace on March 4. More 
than three years had passed since he had begun the first chapter in 
Edinburgh, but the theme had never left his mind, even while he had 
interrupted his work on it to write The Young Enchanted. He was much 
affected by the death of the Archdeacon, “the thing I’ve been dreading 
all the way through, but I absolutely heard him speak and saw him 
move. Poor old Brandon! My companion for four years. How real 
he is to me, and how uninteresting he maybe to everyone else.” Hugh’s 
fears were groundless, and the passage is quoted to illustrate the novelist’s 
affection for the characters of his creation, and his unwillingness to part 
from them. “It is my longing to recover some of their company, I 
suppose,” he wrote some years later,^ “that has led me so often to drag 
characters by the hair of their heads from one book into another.” 

4 

The parting from Archdeacon Brandon left him feeling empty and 
light-headed or, as Arnold Bennett described it, “in a hell of a state of 

^ In an article called “ My First Published Book, ** originally published in Part Two of 
The Colophon (April 1930), and later reprinted in Breaking Into Print, a symposium edited 
by Elmer Adler (New York, 1937). A large number of the facts in Hugh’s article 
arc inaccurate. 
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puerperal fever,” so that the trip to Vienna with Melchior became a 
welcome distraction. They arrived there on March 14, stayed at the 
Hotel Sacher, and found the whole city dull and depressing. The Opera 
seemed to them “riddled with Bolshevism,” and in an attempt to find 
a less tendentious troupe they journeyed on after ten days to Munich. 
Here Melchior sang to Anna von Mildenburg, the great Wagnerian 
soprano of Hugh’s youth, who prophesied that after a year with the 
Munich Opera Melchior would “have the world at his feet.” 

Naturally this judgment uplifted their spirits, and Munich seemed as 
friendly and delightful as Vienna had been dull and hostile. Hugh com¬ 
mented on the cheerfulness and industry of the Germans. He always 
preferred them and their literature to the French, and it was partly this 
perfectly legitimate preference which in 1939 built up within his mind 
fantasies of being arrested as a German spy. 

The gaiety of Munich made him long to begin a new book. He was 
never content unless he had one on hand, but the imminence of his 
American lecture-tour kept him from starting the next novel. So he 
began to jot down some chapters of autobiography, to which he gave 
the title of The Crystal Box. 

At the beginning of April Melchior returned to England, and Hugh 
travelled on alone to Florence. There, after some agreeable days spent 
with Reginald Turner, Norman Douglas, Pino Orioli, and Somerset 
Maugham, he was joined by his parents and Robin. They spent a week 
visiting the museums and galleries together, before Hugh went on 
alone to Naples, Sicily, and Rome. He enjoyed everything and had 
completed five of the short chapters of The Crystal Box by the time he 
arrived back in London in the middle of May. 

Pausing only to make sure that Melchior was taking lessons in 
German as well as in singing—for Wagner could not be conquered 
without—Hugh travelled down to Cury, to spend a fortnight with 
Turley. One day a drive took him through Truro, which he found 
“as moving as ever. Town looking exactly the same, but I mix it up 
in my mind now with Polchester until I scarcely know which is 
which.” 

A recent reading of Joyce's Ulysses (“filthy and yet real genius”) 
made Bennett’s new novel, Mr Prohack, appear tame and conventional. 
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Yet he could not let its publication pass unnoticed; perhaps he even 
felt sufficiently assured to get a bit of his own back: 

My dearest Arnold, 

This may get to you before the day but the post is so uncerti in that I 
dare not risk waiting. So here’s wishing you many happy returns o the 7th. 

To one human being (and I imagine to many hundreds more bi 1 1 speak 
only of what Vve experienced) your existence is an absolute necess ty. You 
are the most wonderful friend, the ^traightest and truest; it was a lu( ky thing 
for me the day Marie Lowndes introduced me to you. . . . Prohaci^ amused 
and disappointed me. I saw the man himself but none of liis fan: ly. The 
episode with Lady M. admirable. But I believe you tired of the wh )le thing 
before you finished it. Have millicns of happy returns, dear Arnoh . 

Yours affectionately, 

Hugh. 

Words so outrageously unfratemal could not go unanswerel: 

My dear Hugliie, 

Grazie, as they say at Girgenti. I can’t make out your address. That’s 
the worst of being a professional author. 

re Mr. Prohack, How dare you differ from Mr. Forrest Reid in the Nation'^ 
2 cols of nothing but praise, or was it cols?—I forget. 

I know what I think about the last chapters of the book. But I’m dashed if 
I’m going to tell anybody. 

Ever thine 

A. B. 


5 

In London at the beginning of June Hugh was delighted to find that 
he had been elected a member of the Athenaeum Club. His pro¬ 
poser and seconder were Frederick Macmillan and Sidney Colvin; his 
supporters included John Buchan, Arthur Pinero, Anthony Hope 
Hawkins, Squire Bancroft, Henry Newbolt, and E. V. Lucas. After a 
day or two Hugh for the first time crept fearfully into the club and 
consumed a soUtary tea in the library. Another citadel had been peace¬ 
fully penetrated. 

Soon he was off on a round of coimtry-house visits: to the Conrads, 
the Cazalets at Fairlawne, to Stratfield Saye and, most impressive of all. 
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to Panshanger. A treasured newspaper cutting provides some details of 
the company: 

Lord and Lady Desborough entertained a house party for the week-end 
at Panshanger, Hertford, the members of which included the Duke and 
Duchess of Pordand, the Duke and Duchess of Sutherland, the Marquess of 
Londonderry, the Marquess and Marchioness of SaHsbury, the Earl of 
Balfour, the Earl and Countess of Midleton, Lord Richard and Lady Moyra 
Cavendish, Viscount Farquhar, Lord and Lady Wolverton, Lord Revelstoke, 
the Hon. Sir John and Lady Ward, Sir Robert Horne, Sir Raymond Greene, 
the Hon. Evan Charteris, Colonel Bakcr-Carr, and Mr. Hugh Walpole. 

“Had not expected so huge a place,’* Hugh confided to his diary. 
“It literally takes me nearly ten minutes to walk from my room to the 
dining-room.” He was charmed to discover that Lord Balfour shared 
his love of Charlotte M. Yonge, but decided before Monday that the 
party was “rather too political.” Much more to his taste was a dinner 
party he gave a few days later at York Terrace, when Melchior “sang 
beautifully and Ruth Draper recited masterfully.” 

This was the only period of his life during which Hugh entertained 
lavishly and often: later when he had rearranged his life there was no 
room for such expansiveness, and if indeed he had not expressly 
planned it so, he was undoubtedly relieved to be free of the strain and 
racket of presiding over frequent luncheon and dinner parties. His 
friends on the other hand may well have regretted his retirement from 
the position of host: certainly they appear to have enjoyed the junket¬ 
ings at York Terrace. As Naomi Roy de-Smith wrote: 

It isn’t only that you have a delightful house and a gifted cook and a pretty 
taste in friends. It is that you have a real genius for communicating your own 
enjoyment of these things. I always feel more pleased with the world than I 
do feel naturally when I’ve been with you—and the feeling lasts for days at a 
time. 

At one of his parties there occurred an incident which was to have a 
long sequel. St John Ervine remembers that towards the end of a 
hilarious and successful evening Hugh, in a moment of over-excited 
ebullience, claimed loudly that his house contained everything to eat 
and drink that his guests could possibly want. Ervine took him up on 
this, with impish Irish humour, and asked for some Brazil nuts. As it 
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happened there were none in the house, and Hugh chose to regard his 
friend’s light-hearted jest as a deliberate attempt to humiliate him before 
his other guests. At least so it must be supposed, for this childish 
incident caused an estrangement between the two men whidi lasted 
with brief interruptions for almost twenty years. Ervine coul d never 
believe that this was the sole occasion for the breach, and a lthough 
Hugh had probably soon forgotten its origin, he for almost e '^er after 
thought of and referred to Ervine as his “enemy.” 

Enemies were an essential pan of Hugh’s cosmos. If life, x d so he 
portrayed it in his novels, was one long struggle between g )od and 
evil, and if friends and their friendship exemplified the a igels, it 
followed that the opposition mi.st be represented by enemies. And if 
real enemies were scarce, what e.isier than to imagine them? ‘ Once,” 
wrote L. A. G. Strong,^ “after he had attacked in each of a lo) ig series 
of lectures an editor whom he blamed for a virulent review, 11 old him 
the fact, which was that the editor in distress had greatly toned down 
the original script. Walpole turned pale. ‘Don’t tell me that, you 
mustn’t, you mustn’t. Don’t take away my enemy.’ ” 

6 

There were still some six weeks before he was due to sail for America, 
and into them he crammed several important events. The first was his 
meeting with Major Douglas Chanter. For some time Hugh had been 
toying with the idea of engaging someone to act as secretary, chauffeur, 
and in part companion. His old friend Chug Ferris sent Chanter along 
as a possible candidate for the post. Hugh liked him at once, and when it 
was discovered that he was a “dab at a car,” they arranged that he 
should report for duty on Hugh’s return from the States. 

Then came a hurried visit to Copenhagen, where he stayed with the 
Melchiors and, yielding to the never-ceasing temptation to begin 
another novel, composed the opening pages of Hamer John, the story 
of the arrival in Polchester of a Scandinavian gymnast, his acceptance, 
efforts to do good, and final rejection by the townspeople. Circum¬ 
stances compelled him to lay the manuscript aside almost at once, and 
it was more than a year before he was free to take it up again. 

' Time and Tide, 17 June 1944. 
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During the third week of August Melchior gave a concert in 
Dublin, and Hugh went with him. The Civil War was still in 
progress, and the sound of rifle-fire at night, the warnings to civilians 
to stay indoors, and the lorry-loads of armed men took his thoughts 
back to Petrograd. 

Three days in London were quite enough, since they included a 
“horrible morning with the accountant over the income-tax papers, 
and I shall never forget it. I may have to pay thousands of 
pounds. The only thing to do is to Coud myself and to refuse to allow 
it to worry me.” All through the years he carried out this policy: he 
kept no accounts, and as earnings from journalism, films, lectures, and 
serials swelled the flow of royalties from books, the precept of Dr Cou6 
was merged into the example of the ostrich. Considering how much he 
allowed his periodical sessions with chartered accountants and tax-in¬ 
spectors to worry him—quite unnecessarily, for his eaming-power 
grew always greater—it is astonishing that he never took conclusive 
steps to clear the matter up. He enjoyed nursing the illusion that all his 
affairs were in perfect order, but after his death his executors were 
obliged to negotiate for several years before the authorities finally 
agreed to accept the sum of 10,000 in settlement of the arrears of 
income tax and surtax. 


7 

Meanwhile, casting all such thoughts from his mind, Hugh set out 
for a week’s holiday which was to have important consequences. His 
family met him at Troutbeck, and together they explored the beauties 
of the English Lakes. This was Hugh’s first visit since his childhood 
holidays at Gosforth, and as he viewed the lovely prospect from the 
summit of Helvellyn, he decided that “it’s all a divine country and it 
has come like a new birth to me.” 

This glimpse of the promised land, following close upon the warning 
of the tax-gatherer, led to a wise decision. He was weary of London 
society: he needed quiet to work in: Melchior was going to Munich: 
there was nothing to keep him in London. “Only these things in life 
do I love,” he told Turley; “my friends, my work, and beauty in 
nature and art. The first are being smothered by acquaintances, the 
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second broken up by telephones and chatter, the third dinuned by 
cigar smoke.” He would sell York Terrace and settle down, perhaps 
in Italy but more likely in Cumberland. It seemed like the ^nd of a 
chapter, and he wanted every chapter to go on for ever. Nevertheless 
his determination was still firm when, on September 16, he or ce more, 
sailed from Southampton in the Mauretania. 
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MOMENTS OF DISCOVERY 

I 

O NE successful lecture tour in the United States is very like 
I another, and Hugh’s second venture dilFered from its pre¬ 
decessor only in lasting longer and drawing even larger and 
more enthusiastic audiences. Knowing and secretly enjoying the pro¬ 
cedure, Hugh slipped easily back into the routine of travelling, lectur¬ 
ing, shaking hands, renewing old friendships, striking up new ones, 
and using every moment of waiting to add another chapter to The 
Crystal Box or jot down ideas for Harmer John. He still felt homesick 
at times, missed Melchior, and welcomed letters from home, particu¬ 
larly those of Frank Swinnerton, full of gossip and wit. In New York 
he made friends with the sculptor Jo Davidson, the writer Don Marquis, 
and his own efficient new lecture agent, Lee Keedick. 

October was spent mostly on the eastern seaboard. “In Ottawa,” 
Hugh told Hergesheimer, “I was received as a kind of King or Bamum, 
three deputations at the station and the Premier giving me lunch. All 
the same I’m the modest little flower you’ve always known, and the 
happiest ‘piece’ I’ve had yet in the States was my day with you and 
Dorothy.” 

Encouraged by so many visible signs of a flowing income, Hugh 
began to reconsider his decision to dispose of York Terrace, and at the 
end of October he wrote to his mother: 

Now that the income tax has settled itself I feel that I cannot leave No. 24. 
Especially now that I am out of England it is quite impossible to think of 
making my home in any other country. But I am resolved in the future to 
have four months of every year in absolute quiet, either in the Lakes or 
Cornwall or abroad. I begin on Monday a fortnight’s course in New York. 
Many of the places kicked against my agent’s liigh prices when I first came 
over, but they have all come romid now and every big city in the States and 
all the universities are having me. Washington have taken me at last and at 
a high price. 
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Fresh encouragement came from the enthusiastic reception of The 
Cathedral. He had dedicated the book to the Conrads, and it was 
published on both sides of the Atlantic during October. When the 
London reviews reached Hugh through the press-cutting agency he 
was delighted to find that almost the only dissentient voice was, as 
might be expected, that of the Church Times. Nor was the boc k: with¬ 
out its champion even there, for in the next issue appeared this ] liter: 

Sir, We do not expect strict accinacy from those who write Rc tnances, 
but when Deans write about Cath( drals they ought to know theii subject. 
“A Dean” in his criticism of The Cathedral complains that Mr. Valpole 
makes “Canon Ryle” who is the Pr centor of the Cathedral sing th( services 
and writes: “When a Precentor sings the services he is a Minor Ci non. In 
some Cathedrals indeed one of the Canons is Precentor, but in this case the 
services are sung by the Succentor.” Here Mr. Walpole is right and t ic Dean 
is wrong. In Truro Cathedral the Precentor is a Residentiary Canor and yet 
commonly sings the service. 

He is also wrong in saying that Minor Canons are not called Canons. It 
is incorrect and frowned upon by the Residentiaries who do not like even 
Honorary Canons to be called Canons, but it is very commonly done. “A 
Dean” also states quite definitely “The Office of Treasurer is not in the gift 
of the Crown.” At St. PauPs Catliedral there are two Offices of Treasurer 
and one is in the gift of the Crown and has been so for many centuries: the 
other in that of the Chapter. It is pardonable that Mr. Walpole should have 
confused the two Offices. We must all behevc that the Dean is right and 
Mr. Walpole wrong in their estimate of the hfe of the Close, and yet rumours 
get abroad that it is not always and everywhere so friendly a fellowship as 
might be desired. 

Yours faithfully, 

Veritas. 

It was not till a month later that Hugh discovered the identity of 
“Veritas,” and then his surprise matched his delight, for it was his own 
father. 

My dearest Father, 

I got your letter here last night and I can’t tell you how deeply touched 
I was at your coming out in my defence. 

Nothing has made me happier than the way that you and Mother have 
seen The Cathedral. It has been the one thing that has distressed me all tliis 
year. I knew that with all its faults the book was really religious, but I was 
Q 
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afraid that you might be worried and I feared a savage attack on you as well 
as myself. But I could no more prevent myself writing it than I could stop 
breathing. However the reception has been wonderful... and almost every¬ 
one seems to feel that it is my best work. So that now I have had your and 
Mother’s letters I have no more anxieties. But I was especially deHghted that 
you should come out and help me. That’s fine. 

The tour is a huge success. My agent is wild with deUght and will make a 
good deal of money, I should think. The twelve lectures in N.Y. and 
Brooklyn were packed. I am in splendid health and Hke America and the 
Americans far better this time. My house in London and everything in it 
save the books and pictures are to be sold. Next July I plan to go with an 
Arctic expedition into the heart of Greenland for the summer, and shall be 
back in England somewhere in October. I mean to be a wanderer seeing 
the East, etc, for some three years, then unpack my books again and have an 
Enghsh country house, in the Lakes I hope. I’m dead sick of pubUcity of 
every kind, being stared at, expected always to be clever and so on—less 
people and more quiet for me after this is over! 

Love to you all. 

Your loving son, 

Hugh. 

The decision to sell York Terrace was at last brought into effect by 
a telegram to his solicitor in London telling him to proceed with the 
sale (it produced only Greenland had been suggested by a 

meeting with Robert}. Flaherty, the film director, who had just been 
there to make one of the first documentary films, Nanook of the North; 
while the idea of “a wanderer seeing the East” was the immediate 
result of reading Somerset Maugham’s On a Chinese Screen. But in 
reality he was haunted by the beauty of the English Lakes, and as the 
tour progressed his determination to settle there steadily increased. 

December found him in the Deep South, January in the Middle 
West, everywhere a success. ‘^My Chaplain,” wrote H. L. Mencken, 
*‘is instructed to pray that the intelligentsia of the cow and mining 
towns do not paw you to death.” In St Louis “the women went 
quite mad, wanted to give me presents, to kiss me, quite a mad affair. 
I hated it.” On his birthday the Women’s Club of Cincinnati gave him 
a luncheon, a painting, and a cake with thirty-nine candles. And so 
the triumphal journey took its course: the only details worth chronic- 
lii^ were brief visits to Ellen Glasgow, Carl McCullough, William 
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Lyon Phelps of Yale University, and his old friend Arthur Fowler, now 
married and living in New York. Soon Fowler began to look after 
Hugh's American income for him; Hugh usually stayed ^ith. the 
Fowlers in New York, he dedicated Portrait of a Man with Red Hair to 
them, and they remained his dear friends for the rest of their 1 ives. 

A new friend was Carl Van Vechten, the American writei, whom 
Hugh described as possessing “a fine laughing aloofness.” 1 hey ex¬ 
changed a lively correspondence during this and subsequent y lars, and 
whenever Hugh’s tour allowed him a breather in New York 1 : t would 
repair to Van Vechten’s apartment, there to relax on a sofa and eat 
apples from a blue porcelain bowl as he exchanged news, ic eas, and 
jokes with his friend. 

Books and writers of all sorts they discussed, and Hugh uit roduced 
his new friend to the works of M. P. Shiel, whose Lord of the Sea was 
in 1924 republished in America with an introduction by Van Vechten. 
“What a lot you know!” Hugh wrote to him in December 1922. 
“How little do I—but I know more about football, curates, Charlotte 
Mary Yonge, Mrs Ewing and Hugh Walpole than you do.” And a 
month later, from Waco, Texas: 

You say I absorb like a sponge, but you say that because you happen to 
know intimately three of the four men I care most for in America, Herges- 
heimer, Tom Beer, and—Carl Van Vechten ... I like Texas—I like the plum 
bloom shadows on the horizon . . . The Waco Star had as its headline this 
morning ‘‘A Genius is With Us,” and I looked and lo! the genius was a stout 
rather bald man with a finger upHfted and a heavy episcopal stare. I took a 
dislike to him on sight and I’m not going to hear him lecture on “Books and 
Friendship” tonight. A silly title anyway! I could tell him something on that 
subject that would shock his clerical soul.^ 

From Boston in February he wrote to tell Van Vechten that he was 
“the best, most perfect companion in America, the wittiest, the least 
boring, the one whose mind I like best.” From Salt Lake City in April: 
“I often think when I am in trains and such of my affection for you and 
how glad I am that you are alive! I’ve thought a lot about our book.” 

This was a project for a collaboration in the form of letters ex- 

^ All the surviving correspondence between Hugh and Van Vechten is now in the 
Berg Collection in the New York Public Library, as also are the manuscript of Hugh’s 
Anthony Trollope and most of the letters he received from leading American writers. 
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chained between two fiiends across the Atlantic, but eventually the 
task of reconciling their four separate publishers proved too diificult, 
and the idea was sadly abandoned. Van Vechten’s next book, The 
Tattooed Countess, was dedicated to Hugh, and in its pages appeared the 
Duchess of Wrexe and others of Hugh’s characters. “Don’t you 
think,” wrote Van Vechten, “that a red-haired man should know a 
tattooed countess?” When Hugh got home he sent “my love to my 
friends—Boyd, Beer, and Mrs. Van V.—the cat, the fruit in the dish, 
the absinthe and the sofa.” 

Meanwhile, during the long railway journeys, when he was not 
thinking of his friend, he read prodigiously; old books or new, but 
mostly novels. A re-reading of Orsino provoked the comment: “What 
is the secret of Crawford’s perennial charm for me? All my youth 
seems ambered in his simple tales,” and when in March the Yale Review 
asked him to write an article on Crawford ^ he felt as though he were 
“paying his ghost an affectionate debt of gratitude.” Henry James had 
known Crawford, and now Hugh remembered how, at the time of 
Crawford’s death in 1909, James “gave a magnificent picture of that 
splendid figure, romantic in all his gestures, so handsome and vigorous, 
driving his boats fearlessly into the most dangerous seas, building his 
palaces on the Mediterranean shore, travelling over every comer of the 
globe, fearless and challenging and heroic.” 

Apart from buying books wherever he could, Hugh now fell victim 
to a new craze which was eventually to lead to his large collection of 
modem pictures. Having a few hours to spend in Chicago, and^making 
great friends there with an art dealer named Hugh Dunbar, he went to 
an exhibition of etchings, and was so captivated that he bought a large 
number. By April he had spent more than $3000 on etchings, and in 
May he added to his collection at a Forain exhibition which “took his 
breath away.” By June he had spent at least $8000 on his new hobby. 

Three extracts from letters to his mother carry on the story of the 
tour. The first was written at Seattle on April 16: 

In places like Denver and Salt Lake City they seem to be simply hungry 
for hterature, and it has touched me very much to see how my books 

* Reprinted in part in My Cousin, P. Marion Crawford by Maud Howe Elliott (1934). 
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really do mean an immense deal in any number of obscure and lonely lives. 
It has given me quite a new sense of my power for good or ill. 

The next from San Francisco on April 23: 

In a letter I got this morning my agent says: “Without the slightest ex¬ 
aggeration I can say that your tour stands absolutely alone in my ex )erience. 
Your success has been phenomenal Not one word of criticism b< t on the 
contrary every letter I receive from the chairman of the comm ttee is a 
eulogy of you with most fulsome praise for your lecture.” This s a very 
level-headed unemotional man who has managed everyone—Mrs. Asquith, 
Conan Doyle, Belloc, etc. 

And lastly from Rochester, N.Y , on May 18: 

There has been great news about Melchior. He gave liis first soi g-recital 
in Munich and had an overwhelm:ng success. One of the results was that 
Siegfried Wagner cabled him to go to Bayreuth to sing to him, whic 1 he did, 
and he has now been engaged as one of the two leading tenors fc r the re¬ 
opening Wagner Festival at Bayreuth in 1924—the height of his imbition 
of course. 

I am very well and very happy. This tour has been a perfectly marvellous 
success in every way. Last night in Syracuse everyone rose at the end and 
shouted “Come back! Come back!” I really don’t beUeve that an English 
lecturer has ever had such a success since Dickens. This is for your private 
ear though. 

I am really thinner and more modest since my leaving England last 
September! 

During a visit to Hollywood, he met Charlie Chaplin and was 
taken to a rodeo by Mary Pickford and Douglas Fairbanks. “You 
should hear Chaplin doing me lecturing on America,” Hugh told 
Van Vechten. “It’s a deep and ironic betrayal of myself, America and 
Chaplin.” 

He gave his very last lecture at Oberlin, Ohio, on May 29. 
Altogether he had delivered almost one hundred and eighty (mostly on 
the English Novel), without missing or being late for a single one, and 
it was with profound relief that he arrived two days later in New 
York. 

Doran met him with the welcome news that his American royalty 
account showed a credit of $17,500. Moreover Arthur Vance of the 
Pictorial Review had agreed to pay no less than $15,000 for the serial 
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rights of his next novel. Hugh had intended this to be Hamer John, but 
the tom: had left him so exhausted that he decided instead to write a 
simple thriller as a relaxation. He dashed off a synopsis for Portrait of a 
Man with Red Hair, a story of misadventure on a foggy night by the 
sea, with a sadistic lunatic for villain. Vance accepted it with acclama¬ 
tion, and on June i Hugh began the first chapter in New York. He had 
been prevented from writing for so many months that now there was 
no holding him. A quarter of the book was completed in ten days, 
and on his voyage home in the Empress of France he wrote at least two 
thousand words every day. 


2 

Nothing could stop the flow. A week in London, a few days in 
Edinburgh and a journey to Munich, all added their tributaries 
to the stream of words. In Munich a long discussion on Melchior’s 
future resulted in Hugh’s deciding “that he must be given another year 
to finish the Ring,” for which purpose Hugh “allotted him the ;^8oo 
from the English serial rights of Red Hair.” This settled, the two friends 
travelled on to Bayreuth. 

The Festival was not to reopen till 1924, but already there were 
plans for refurbishing the Festspielhaus after its years of neglect, 
auditions and rehearsals were in full swing, and atWahnfried, home 
and mausoleum of die Wagner family, there were many visitors, 
musical and poUtical. Upstairs brooded the unseen and almost legen¬ 
dary figure of Wagner’s widow, Cosima, now nearly ninety and quite 
blind, while the direction of the Festival was in the hands of her only 
son Siegfried, whom Hugh described as “very much there, like a white 
heavy decaying bird.’’ 

Siegfried’s wife, Winifred, an Englishwoman twenty-eight years 
younger than her husband, was an ardent supporter of Adolf Hitler 
and the embryo Nazi party, whose sinister and at the same time almost 
pathetic prophet, Houston Stewart Chamberlain, Hugh saw being 
wheeled about in an invaUd chair. At a tea-party at Wahnfried he 
“took to Mrs Wagner hugely . . . simple sweet woman. Most plucky 
considering her insuperable difficulties.” She showed him Wagner’s 
grave, he watched Melchior rehearsing the part of Siegmund in Die 
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Watkure, and left Bayreuth after a stay of ten days, which with the ex¬ 
change had cost him something like three shillings. 

He travelled through Switzerland, writing his book as he went, and 
at the beginning of August joined his family at Champery. 

My dear mother asks such questions [he told Van Vechten], ar d in our 
pension there is an elderly married prur who take the bath in the even tig at the 
same time. This puzzles Mother, ( r did until Father suggested tin t one of 
them soaped the back of the other. They are not having a bath this evening. 
It’s Sunday and I heard the elderly male tell the landlady that ‘‘the ’d go to 
church instead”! 

Four days after his arrival Portr it of a Man with Red Hair was ‘inished. 
To Swinnerton he described it as ‘‘a simple shocker which it hai amused 
me like anything to write, and won’t bore you to read. An I now I 
have two years for the next. I’ve a kind of idea I shall write a plendid 
novel when I’ve come to man’s estate—which will be w. len I’m 
Colvin’s age.” The “shocker” had taken him a few days ov^er two 
months, and during that time he had crossed the Atlantic, travelled to 
Edinburgh and back, traversed a great deal of Europe, and gone 
through a few preliminary hoops with the Wagner circus. 

At the end of the month he spent a week with Elizabeth at Chalet 
Soleil. To pass the time he wrote a short story or two and read “three 
very simple and beautiful books—Hudson’s A Shepherd's Life, Dorothy 
Wordsworth’s Journals, and Hardy’s Two on a Tower. All three are 
pushing me still farther on the path I am going. In Cumberland I am 
sure I am coming for the first time straight through all the tissue paper 
into life. I pray so.” A few days later he confided to his diary: 

My happiness just now is wonderful. Hope for the improvement of my 
work, seeing myself clear of the London complications, trusting David, 
loving everybody and hating no one, seeing some of my faults really clearly 
at last, and gulping down the beauty of the world, which follows one 
now wherever one goes—doesn’t only hang over certain places. Why 
shouldn’t I be happy? 

Back in London at the beginning of September, he took a service 
flat in Berkeley Street, overlooking the gardens of Devonshire House, 
and was relieved to discover that he did not in the least regret the lost 
splendours of York Terrace, He attended the first night of Maugham’s 
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Our Betters where he saw ‘^everyone/* spent country week-ends with 
the McKennas and the Cazalets, bought his first car, and with Chanter 
at the wheel drove Melchior to Canterbury and showed him the King’s 
School. On September 27 Jeremy and Hamlet was published by Cassell. 
More than ten thousand copies had been sold before publication, and 
the book quickly took its place in the long list of Hugh’s successes. 
The dedication of the book, which reads: “To my Father and Mother 
from their devoted friend their son,” gave immense pleasure. When 
his father saw it he wrote: 

I have been, I am afraid, a blundering stupid father and have made lots of 
mistakes, but am so thankful that with it all I have not lost your affection and 
friendship. The pledge in the dedication of Jeremy and Hamlet will always be 
a treasure and I do thank you for it with all my heart. 


3 

During October there occurred another brisk exchange of letters 
with Arnold Bennett. The first three, thanks to the assiduity of the 
writers and the efficiency of the Post Office, arc all dated October 7. 
Here are two of them: 

My dearest Arnold, 

You’ll have a meal with me, won’t you, before I go up to Scotland? 
I hardly dare to suggest it as I see that you are attending every conceivable 
function from a dinner to an American band to a luncheon to Mrs. Randolph 
Hearst! I watch and wonder ... I sent you J. and H. because you liked some 
of the first one. But of course don’t bother with it. 

Your loving 
Hugh. 

My sweet Hughie, 

Thank you. Dinner suits me far the best. I’ll come on Wednesday 24th, 
if I may. You might confirm this. 1 haven’t received J. and H. yet; 
but am looking forward to it. You won’t hke my Riceyman Steps, but you 
shall damn well have it. 

Not a luncheon to Mrs. Hearst, but a luncheon by Mrs. Hearst. The “to” 
was newspaper work. My lad, I sat on her right, Hutchinson on her left, 
and G.K.C. far down the table level with W. L. George! Quelle vie! (P.S. 
She was very nice.) 

Also, not a dinner to an American band. A dinner given by my friends the 
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bosses of the Savoy Hotel, at which the international {not American) band 
played for us, never having played for anybody before since time was. You 
must get these things right. 

Ever thine 

A.B. 

As their meeting approached, Hugh wrote again: 

My dear Arnold, 

For our dinner next week whom else would you wish? ould you 
hke to bring someone? We won’t be more than four anyway, sh 11 we? 

And why do you tell conversational strangers I don’t work? . work as 
hard as you do anyway!—and that’s damned hard. Do sometime: bless my 
crimson head in my absence. All t: e world tliinks you consider me the dung 
by the roadside. If you do tell m( so. 

Affectionately, 

Hugh. 

My sweet Hughie, 

Thanks. I don’t care a damn who is or isn’t there on Wediesday so 
long as you’re there. Don’t listen to tattle about yourself. Most of it is 
necessarily untrue and all of it is reported with a malicious intent. If I took 
notice of a quarter of the tilings which you are reported to have said about 
me my appetite would be impaired. But I don’t. I have said nothing to 
other people about you beyond what I have said to you, and shall probably 
say again. 

Thine ever 

A. B. 

My dearest Arnold, 

You are truly a pet. I never doubted your inside loyalty to me for a 
moment, but for years past people have seemed to wisli to separate me from 
you more than from anyone else alive. Why I can’t conceive. And appar¬ 
ently they’ve tried the same game the other end. However I love you, and 
although I chatter hke a magpie out of sheer excitement, no one could doubt 
but that 1 do love you. So that’s that. 

However Td like to talk to you about novel-writing one day. It’s time I 
did again. Not especially yours or mine but in general. I think you’re wrong 
on several points. And if you read J, and H. admit that the last two episodes 
arc true. 

I’m asking E. V. on Wednesday night—8.15 Garrick—no one else. Will 
you be bringing a copy of Riceyman Steps with you ? 

Your loving 
Hugh. 
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During the brief interval before the next round of correspondence, 
three things happened: an end and two fresh beginnings. On October 
20 Hugh went down to spend what proved to be his last week-end 
with Conrad. Richard Curie and G. Jean-Aubry were of the party, and 
Paul Valery came to luncheon. Hugh recorded ‘jolly talk in the 
evening, mostly damning everyone, but Conrad’s eyes lit over Feni- 
more Cooper and over Proust, who stirred him to deep excitement.” 
On the Sunday the old man was “in great form, saying to me that I 
must be absolutely myself, the only thing that mattered to get myself 
free. Very dear he was this time and tender. Certainly happier, I 
think, since America, where he liked the praise. He remembers snubs 
like more mortal men!” 

During the same week-end he met and made immediate friends with 
Muirhead Bone, the artist. The friendship ripened quickly and soon 
embraced the painter’s wife and sons. 

Then, at the end of October, driven by Chanter, Hugh made the 
first of countless motor-journeys into Cumberland. They slept the 
first night at Nottingham, the second at Ambleside, the third, after 
extensive house-hunting, at Keswick. Ten years later Hugh wrote: ^ 
“I have always believed that the moments of discovery are the only ones 
that are memorable—discovery of friendships, books, pictures, land¬ 
scapes, and the true colour of the other world.” The moment of one 
of the most important discoveries of his life came on November i: 

Day with a star indeed, because on it I bought what will I hope be the 
abode of my old age—Brackenbum, Manesty Park, Derwentwater. Came 
on it quite by chance—a stray remark from the owner of our Keswick 
hotel. Above Grange in Borrowdale. A little paradise on Cat Bells. Run¬ 
ning stream, garden, lawn, daffodils, squirrels, music-room, garage, four 
bedrooms, bath—All! Nice people have it, the Richardsons. Entranced 
and excited. Slept Carlisle. 

One look at the place had been enough, and Hugh had instantly 
agreed to pay the price asked, without benefit of surveyor or other 
professional advice; for which rashness he was afterwards gently re- 
^ In bis Preface (o an anthology called Tales of Youth (1933). 
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bukcd by Theodore McKenna. But for once his impetuosity was 
justified, and next day he hastened on to Edinburgh to tell the family 
of his good fortune. Then he was ready to despatch his next salvo to 
Bennett: 

My dearest Arnold, 

I’ve been a long while writi ig about Riceyman because I 00k four 
days motoring up here and very hoavenly days they were. 

The book is absorbing—your b( $t to me since The Pretty Lady, ifou have 
had such fine reviews (I was delighted to see, although James Doug as always 
makes me sick) that I won’t emph.isise the virtues. Of the detail rou are a 
master. Elsie is A.i. and her young man still better. Two criticisn 5. I think 
in the miser you have drawn two men and you haven’t combined them. i. 
The miser. 2. A kindly mild Httle E^[iceyman] S [teps] bookseller. 'low I am 
sure that the miser vice is so devast.(ting to its victim that it makes h m bloody. 
Your litde man is never bloody. In truth he would have squee: ed Elsie’s 
throat and wrung his wife’s neck He would have been horribh, terrible, 
thirstily cruel {not Grandet but ot Grandet’s family). 

Secondly (and this is so charmingly quid pro quo that I adore to write it) 
I think you have written rather carelessly. Your passion for emphatic ad¬ 
jectives knows no check (I saw that Squire said it did. I don’t care a twopenny 
cuss for Squire). Open where I will I find “blazing,” “extravagant,” “fatal 
combination,” “thundered,” “stupid,” “misguided,” “heedless,”—all on p. 
166. Or again at random—“thunderingly,” “rarest,” “deceitful,” “blazing,” 
“celestial,” “wonderful,” “potent.” To give small things big adjectives has 
been long your habit, but surely here you overdo it. 

I can say this the more confidently in that you at once murmur “Poor old 
Hughie” and with that affectionate contemptuous patronage that is your 
gift to me you will pass on unperturbed. 

And I wouldn’t have you perturbed. I love you dearly. You are one of 
the fmest artists of our time and this is a damned good book. 

I have bought a cottage in the Lakes. 

Your loving 
Hugh. 

Two days later he began the drive to London, sleeping the first 
night at Durham. “What memories it awakened. Very few pleasant 
ones: I walked the streets under the stars and was grateful to God.'* 
Next day the car broke down at Doncaster, and the journey was com¬ 
pleted by train. Hugh went to stay with the McKennas in Bryanston 
Square, where Bennett’s reply was awaiting him: 
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My dear Hughie, 

I thank thee. No. You are probably wrong and Jack Squire probably 
right. He does know something about style; you know nothing; or at any 
rate you write as if you know nothing. I see you believe rather in Edith 
Wharton, and assert that at her worst she has never descended as low as 
Wells and me in certain books. Innocence, you ought to see a doctor; the 
case is urgent. The excellent Edith is nobody at all, and she has deceived you. 
She never began to write. And what I have charged you with is not violent 
writing but slipshod writing. Have you ever known a miser, personally and 
well ? I have, and I am in a position to tell you that you are quite wrong. In 
fact your idea is stagey, pseudo-romantic and beautiful absurd. My miser is 
a real miser. 

Why the Lakes, my misguided friend? You will get wet through, and it 
is a hell of a way from London. Your touching sentimentality has led you 
to the Lakes. You wanted to get “into contact with Nature,*’ didn’t you? 
I bet you did, and of course the Lakes are the spiritual home of Nature. 
Never mind, my dear Hughie, I am entirely yours, 

A. B. 


To which Hugh replied: 

Darling Arnold, 

What an insulting letter! But you’ve got nearly twenty years more 
cocksureness in your bundle than I have, so I’ll say no more. I know that I 
am sentimental, romantic and slipshod—that’s my “pattern in the carpet.” 
And you’re shrewd, mathematical, and know far more about a certain section 
of real life than I do of any. But yours is only a section, and even though 
Tm Mrs. Henry Wood (with whom I have many affinities) that’s ME. I 
never said or thought that the Wharton approached you as an artist, nor do 
I think she amounts to much, but she has kept her level better than you. As 
to going back to Nature,” haven’t I Uved in the depths of Cornwall all my 
life ? I went to the Lakes eight years running during my youth, so it’s no new 
thing to me. And it dont rain all the time, and it’s only seven hours from 
Keswick to London. 

Meanwhile I’m in the happy position of differing from most of your 
opinions and caring for you more and more. Is sentimental? Surely not, 
because I have excellent sound honest-to-God reasons for my affection. I’m 
not such a fool as you think, nor is my style so bad as you say, and I believe 
that when I’m between fifty and sixty I shall produce a sUpshod sentimental 
novel that will have real people in a world of its own. Let me be myself, 
damn you... . 

Your loving 
Hugh. 
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Harmer John was waiting to be finished, and Hugh took it up again 
directly he arrived in London. He carried it with him when he spent 
a happy week-end with the Bones at their home near Petersrield, but 
next day something happened to make him change his plans Vance, 
who had approved the synopsis for Portrait of a Man with Red . iair, was 
horrified by the final script, whiifi he described as “distinctly { ruesomc 
and unpleasant.*’ He had not bargained for the sadistic “quec mess” of 
the story; he was certain it would deeply shock his large fema e public, 
and he accordingly repudiated tne book entirely. Apart fror . the loss 
of the $15,000, this decision ileeply wounded Hugh’s seh'-esteem. 
Seeking the cause of, if not an e xcuse for, the disaster, he decided that 
he had been led astray by the lust for gold. This was the onl^ time he 
had ever written a book in response to an offer of money— diere lay 
his fault. “I think I shall not pubHsh The Red-Haired Man as a book,” 
he told his mother. “I am at present dissatisfied with it. I shall lose a 
good deal of money if I don’t, but that is better than publishing a poor 
thing.” And in his diary he swore: “Never will I write anything for 
money again.” 

Wiser counsels, however, soon prevailed, and through the good 
offices of Doran the Cosmopolitan magazine was induced to serialise the 
book in America, though for a slightly lower fee. Still, Hugh’s plans 
had been thrown out. Even if he consented to bring out his rejected 
work later on, he did not want it to be his next publication. But he 
had no other book ready for 1924, and he doubted whether he could 
finish Harmer John in time. There was nothing for it but to dash off 
something else at great speed, so back on to the shelf went poor 
Harmer John, and on November 14 Hugh wrote the first words of The 
Old Ladies, 

Its theme had been in his head ever since, in the pension at Champery 
that summer, he had seen the original of Agatha Payne gazing envi¬ 
ously at a fine amber necklace belonging to another female; and now 
the story of the three old women in the Polchester lodging-house came 
pouring out, as fast as, if not faster than, its ill-fated predecessor a few 
months ago. After a fortnight he had completed four chapters (a third 



340 MOMENTS OF DISCOVERY [1923-24 

of the whole) and to clear his mind he jotted down an immediate 
programme of work: 

Decided to publish OX. in 1924, H. J. 1925, R.H.M. 1926, then a London 
novel, then The Mountain —also short stories, Trollope, and Jeremy at Crale. 

Except that The Mountain failed to materialise, and that the order was 
not exactly followed, this list did in fact accurately forecast his output 
for the next five years. From now on, he was constantly making such 
lists for his own encouragement, sometimes for as much as ten years 
ahead—so overflowing was his mind with plots and themes—and it is 
astonishing to see how faithfully most of his plans were carried out. 

Meanwhile in November he had attended a “very highbrow lunch” 
at Sibyl Colefax’s, at which the company included Desmond Mac- 
Carthy, Virginia Woolf, and Lytton Strachey. ‘‘All very mild,” com¬ 
mented Hugh. ‘‘Strachey in especial looked at me in the most affec¬ 
tionate manner, and Virginia W. said the greatest Enghsh novelist was 
Walter Scott, which of course I loved her for.” This was his first 
meeting with Mn Woolf, whose friendship was later to be so important 
to him. 

By Christmas he was in Edinburgh, hard at work on The Old 
Ladies. At the end of the year he compiled in his diary the usual list of 
fiiends, with Melchior at the head of the First Fifteen. On the same 
page, less as a reflection on the assembled company than as an admonition 
to himself, he wrote the words: “Temper, Selfishness, Pride, Meanness.” 

Pausing only for a convivial evening with William Roughead 
(“really a man after my own heart, Scott, Conrad and all”), Hugh 
hurried on with The Old Ladies, which he brought to a triumphant 
conclusion on January 9. It had taken him less than two months, and 
since June he had written two complete novels, as well as a chapter or 
two of Harmer John. 

In London he decided to look for an unfurnished flat which should 
be his permanent counterpart to Brackenbum. He was always ab¬ 
normally lucky in house-hunting, and after Chanter and he had been 
searching for only four days they came upon the real right thing — 
another great moment of discovery. It was a Bachelor Flat on the first 
floor of No. 90 Piccadilly, at the comer of Half Moon Street. It was 
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more expensive than he had intended, but he was captivated by the 
outlook and immediately decided to take it. The dining-room and 
drawing-room both looked out across Piccadilly, down the Green 
Park avenue which leads to Buckingham Palace, and the bedroom 
was situated in comparative quiet at the back. None of the rooms was 
big, and by the time Hugh had filled them with furniture, b< oks and 
pictures, T’ang horses, Epstein bronzes, and a piano, there v as space 
for no more than four people in either of the living-rooms. But the 
flat suited him perfectly. He liked living in the heart of Lon Ion and 
yet remaining comparatively ina^ cessible to strangers. His nur iber was 
never printed in the telephone book, and the first rush of u iwanted 
callers could be stopped downstairs by the excellent valet Jo in Jones 
and the rest of the permanent staff. 

The lease was signed with jubilation on January 19, and the occasion 
celebrated by a visit with the Bones to the current Epstein ex libition, 
where Hugh purchased the first object for the new flat—“a gold baby 
at ^130.*’ Afterwards they all lunched with the sculptor, who invited 
them back to his studio. 


6 

A few days later Hugh set off for two months’ foreign travel. After 
spending a week with Melchior in Munich, he retraced his steps to 
Paris, where he found a quantity of mail awaiting him. Among it was 
a letter from T. S. Eliot asking him to contribute to the Criterion. To 
be thus courted by the intelligentsia was most gratifying: he arranged 
for a typescript of The Old Ladies to be submitted, and its first two 
chapters were published in the April and July issues respectively. 

On February 5 Hugh sailed from Marseilles to Tunis, whence he 
made expeditions to Sousse, Constantine, and the ruins of Carthage. 
The weather was so cold that he wore a heavy overcoat the whole 
time, while the ugliness of most of the country made him homesick 
for Derwentwater. Two days on the edge of the desert near Biskra 
were more agreeable, but on the whole he was delighted to return 
again to Paris, where he spent his fortieth birthday. Needless to say, 
this landmark, which had seemed so formidable when he was writing 
Maradick, now appeared to be life’s beginning. 
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Back in London he stayed once more with the McKennas, and on 
March 20 he delivered the Annual Oration in the University of London, 
described in his diary as “a thumping success/' But there was a cloud 
in the sky. Letters from his father and Dorothy warned him that his 
mother’s health was failing. The doctors considered that a visit to 
Italy might improve her condition, and Hugh straightway volun¬ 
teered to take her there. 

They set off immediately after Hugh’s lecture, travelling by tram to 
Rome, where Chanter met them with Hugh’s car. In it they visited 
Assisi, Orvieto, Siena, and Florence. Hugh was much occupied with 
Harmer John, but he naturally saw more of his mother than he had for 
many years. She, perhaps sensing tliat death was not far away, suc¬ 
ceeded at last in putting aside her habitual shyness and reserve. For the 
first time in their lives mother and son were able to talk together with¬ 
out any barriers. Gradually, during those brief weeks, they came to 
know each other and to realise the hidden stores of their mutual love. 
She confessed to him that she felt she should never have married, since 
her nature made it impossible for her to manifest those outward signs 
of tenderness which husband and children need and deserve. It was as 
though she was begging Hugh’s forgiveness for his childhood’s lack of 
demonstrative affection. He in his turn asked forgiveness for the re¬ 
ticences and intransigences of his own adolescence, and, as he wrote 
years later, “we had a moment of perfect, felicitous communion, 
bringing us close together, warm in one another’s company, loving 
and knowing one another now and for all time.” ^ 

In mid-April they reached Venice, where Melcliior joined them 
bearing great news. He had been engaged to sing Siegmund at Covent 
Garden in May. Lotte Lehmann was to be the Sieglinde, with Bruno 
Walter as conductor. It seemed that Hugh’s faith in his friend’s talents 
was to be justified, and together they rejoiced. 

After a happy week in Venice, Hugh took his mother back to 
England, and before she travelled on to Edinburgh they went together 
to a performance of Shaw’s St Joan, which she appreciated with all 
Hugh’s boyish enthusiasm: “Oh, I have enjoyed that! I haue enjoyed 
that!” 


^ Roman Fountain {1940). 
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The next weeks were full of activity. There was much furnishing 
and arranging of the new flat, and a ‘'terrible shock at the bank, finding 
I had seven hundred pounds less than I supposed.'' Such disappoint¬ 
ments were constantly recurring, since part of Hugh's illusio ti that his 
affairs were in order took the fi >rm of always beheving that t lie rough 
balance worked out on the stubs of his cheque-book was ticked by 
the same amount in the bank Perhaps the fault lay with lis arith¬ 
metic: at all events each discre pancy was a fresh shock, pa rticularly 
since they were seldom in his favour. His income at this ^ime was 
between ;^3500 and ^4500 a ye ar, and thereafter steadily inc eased. 

At the end of April he spent two nights in Keswick, seei ig to the 
final arrangements at Brackenb im, and before leaving he w ote: 

Have had no experience hke tliis since my first visit to Polferro with 
Percy years ago. I know this is wiiere I am meant to come and v'^ork. It is 
like a divine call, if that’s not being too egoistic, and 1 pray God I may do my 
very best here. 

After a few days in Edinburgh, he spent his first night at 90 Picca¬ 
dilly on May 6, and thereafter prepared for Melchior’s debut at Covent 
Garden. Whatever the singer's feelings may have been, his friend died 
a thousand deaths before and during tlie performance. First Melchior 
discovered that he was to have no rehearsal and was not even to see 
his Sieglinde (she was not, after all, Lotte Lehmann) before they met 
on the stage. Despite this the first act “went magnificently," and in the 
interval Hugh hurried behind to congratulate Melchior, only to find 
him in despair because “they’d changed all the stage directions at the 
last moment to suit the new Briinnhilde and he didn’t know where he 
would be." Hugh crept back to his seat in an agony of apprehension, 
but Melchior “pulled through" somehow, and when he repeated the 
role ten days later in a fine new costume designed for him by Charles 
Ricketts, Hugh found his performance “superb." 

Worn out by this exhausting incursion into the perils of Grand Opera, 
Hugh had never felt more drawn towards solitude and quiet. Bracken- 
bum was now ready for him, and on May 29 he spent his first night 
in the house that was to be his refuge for the rest of his life. 
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THE PROMISED LAND 


Derwent is distinguished : rom all the other Lakes by being 
surrounded with subhinity: th ? fantastic mountains of Borrowdale 
to the south, the solitary m ijesty of Skiddaw to the north, the 
bold steeps of Wallow-crag and Lodore to the east, and to the 
west the clustering mountains of Newlands. 

William Wordsworth 
Guide to the Lakes 




CHAPTER SEVENTEEN 


MEN UNDER SKIDDAW 
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T he first main theme of his life was resolving itself. Here in 
Cumberland he found wl at he had sought so long—a andscape 
with which he could idendfy himself, to which he coul i belong 
as he had never belonged any^vhere before. To his delight he soon 
ceased to be regarded as a ‘Tore: >ncr/’ His neighbours—gent y, shop¬ 
keepers, and labouring men alike—made him feel that he w s one of 
them, a man firmly rooted in this lovely cluster of hills and laies. And 
as the blessed feeling of certainty filled his heart, into his m nd there 
at once came surging a passionate desire to accomplish some great 
romantic work which should both express his gratitude to the country 
that had accepted him, and make him part of the place for ever. Not 
for some time were the chronicles of the Herries family to take definite 
shape, but already their vaguest outlines were now and then perceptible 
through the mists that shrouded the summits of Blencathra and Skid- 
daw. These next years were filled and guided by love of his new home 
and the determination to give that love a literary shape. 

Brackenbum is some six miles by road from Keswick. The house 
stands on the south-western shore of Lake Derwentwater, on a tiny 
plateau cut into the steep hillside of Cat Bells, some two hundred and 
fifty feet above lake level. Behind, the ground climbs steeply through 
grass and bracken to the bare “tops” of the fells. In front there is a 
small terraced garden sloping down to a narrow road, beyond which 
the Manesty Woods fall sharply to the lake. On each side tall pine 
trees grow thick and close. The house, built in 1909 by the Richard¬ 
sons from whom Hugh bought it, is made of Cumberland stone, which 
Hugh described as “one of the loveliest stones in the world, having a 
shade of green like a tulip leaf, a purple depth like a bishop s ring, and 
a dove-shadowed grey over all.”^ Generally the grey predominates, 
but in the sunshine after rain, out flash the other colours and the whole 

^ From “The Lake District” in English Country (i934)- 
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building sparkles freshly. “The rain here comes down heartily/’ 
wrote Wordsworth in his Guide, “and is frequently succeeded by 
clear, bright weather, when every brook is vocal, and every torrent 
sonorous.” One of these brooks runs down the Brackenbum garden: 
Hugh caused it to flow through two little fountain-statues into a pool 
and he loved to lie in bed and listen to its gentle music. 

When Hugh bought the house it was all on one floor, except for a 
tiny bedroom upstairs in which he slept. Later he enlarged the upper 
floor into two good bedrooms and a second bathroom. On the ground 
floor there were, in front overlooking the lake, a sitting-room, a minute 
hall, and a spare bedroom; at the back, a dining-room, another spare 
bedroom lined with books, a kitchen, and a bathroom. The married 
couple. Jack and Edith Elliot, who looked after him faithfully there 
from his first arrival until the day he died, slept in a small bungalow 
behind the house. 

Outside the French windows of the sitting-room there was a little 
lawn, to the side of the house and on the same level. Beyond it the 
Richardsons had built a garage at road-level below, with a large 
music-room on top. This Hugh made into his library and writing- 
room, later adding a third storey, to provide a more extensive view 
over the trees. He also installed central heating and bought a petrol 
engine to generate electric light in both buildings. 

Each morning after breakfast when he crossed the lawn, sat down at 
his desk in the big library, and picked up his pen, all doubts and shadows 
fled away: he was completely, blissfully content, doing the work he had 
been born for—the telling of stories. 


Across the lawn, looking over the wood—now fresh with spring green 
leaves—to the faint blue waters of the lake, I push back the door, go up the 
stairs to the room that levels the tree-tops, sit down, fuss with my paper and 
pen, look about me, and then, suddenly, my vision is filled once again with 
that other world where I know every little street, the look of every hill, can 
hear the sound of sea crashing on the shore; figures move, first as shadows, 
then as it were seen from behind a window, then close to me—I hear their 
voices, know that they are living and true, and that I am one with them, and 
I begin once again to scribble on to paper what I see and hear: their vitality, 
their truth, these things are truly real to me while I write. Only when the last 
word has been written and a strange foreign thing between cloth covers 
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appears on my table do I realise that I have once again been tricked, but already 
a new vision is opening up.^ 

Yet the happiness and peace which he always found at Brackenbum 
satisfied only one part of his sharply divided personality, and after a 
few weeks the other part—the social, neurotic, uncertain par'—began 
to nag, and before long drove him back to the world. (In all 1 : is seven¬ 
teen years at Brackenbum he was never there for longer than five 
weeks at a stretch, and very seldom for more than two or tin te.) His 
London engagement-book was now as crowded with appoint ments as 
his Piccadilly flat was soon to be with works of art. Terrified o' missing 
anything, he was incapable of refusing an invitation. Hath g to be 
laughed at, he rushed excitedly into friendships and situatioi s which 
might easily have that conclusion. For all his jaunty air of self-coi fidence, 
his outward geniality, his tilted bowler hat, and his buttonl ole, the 
jovial boulevardier never knew the single-minded contentmert of the 
story-teller high above Derwentwater. 

“The real truth,” he had written years before to Mrs Annand, “is 
that I don’t know how to manage London. I am bombarded by so 
many things that I can’t deal with them. This [he was writing of 
Polperro, but the remark was even more applicable to Brackenbum] is 
my right spot. Here I am happy and good and natural, and I ought 
really never to live in London at all.” He was unable to write anything 
there except short articles; after a while the tempo began to affect his 
nerves, and he would escape up the Great North Road to the moun¬ 
tains, the peace, and the next chapter of the current novel. When this 
cycle of events had repeated itself for several years, he began to be able 
to gauge in advance how long he could endure both solitude and 
society, and to lay his plans accordingly. 

2 

Meanwhile this first month at Brackenbum—June 1924—was pure 
pleasure: “I’ve found my real life at last,” he told Turley. In the car 
with Chanter and on foot he explored the Lakes with loving thorough¬ 
ness. He climbed Great Gable in pouring rain, came upon the hamlet 

^ From an article published in John o'London's Weekly, 8 October I937» and reprinted 
in Titles to Fame (edited by Denys Kilham Roberts, 1937)' 
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of Watendlath hidden in a hollow of the hills, agreed with Dorothy 
Wordsworth’s description of it as “a heavenly scene,” and found fresh 
beauties everywhere. 

Going up above Seathwaite on the pass to Buttermere, it was like suddenly 
bathing in a divine pool. The stream that runs down that hill is clearer, 
fresher, more assured of itself and happy than any stream in the world. 
Sitting beside it for half an hour, I reached perfect peace and tranquillity, a 
blessed pause and remoteness rather like death I fancy, but infinitely reassur¬ 
ing and comforting. 

The people of Keswick quickly became his friends, and he was soon 
buying silver from Mr Telford, books from Mr Chaplin, providing 
furniture and money for the local Toe H, and taking a close interest in 
St John’s Library.^ 

Then came the discovery that the outlook from Brackenbum pro¬ 
vided a sense of space which he had never known before, even at 
Polperro with the open sea beneath his windows; and that the light 
and the cloud-reflections on his own lake, on Skiddaw and Saddleback 
and the other surrounding hills, were seldom the same for many 
minutes on end. This endlessly fleeting variety of shadow, light, and 
colour never ceased to amaze and delight him, nor did he tire of 
describing it in his novels and his Journal. 

This (by Hugh originally entitled The Brackenbum Book, but here 
referred to simply as his journal) was one of the first results of the fresh 
literary, one might almost say lyrical, impulse which his arrival in 
Cumberland brought about. Almost all the entries in its fifteen volumes 
were written at Brackenbum, many of them on the eve of departure 
to the outside world, when the beauty of his surroundings always 
especially moved him. 

He had been reading Woodforde’s Diary of a Country Parson, and 
‘‘realising the interest of his small details now, one hundred and fifty 
years later, I thought I would like to record the same.” But this plan 
was soon abandoned: Woodforde’s record was mainly of eating and 
drinking, and in comparison Hugh’s own meals seemed meagre and 
uninteresting. Anyhow, he cheerfully decided, there would probably 

^ Hugh’s collection of books on the Lakes and their writers (some three hundred 
volumes) is now part of this library. 
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be no posterity to read his journal—bombs and poison gas would see 
to that—so he might as well write simply for his own pleasure. His 
daily diary had space only for bare facts: the journal would be ‘‘a real 
attempt at honesty without any of that screwing round of the r ght eye 
to see whether anyone is watching me.” Despite these prote tations, 
the journal, particularly in its earlier volumes, bears all the n arks of 
having been written for the enjoyment of any posterity tha' might 
escape the next round of Armag( ddon. 

The first entry, dated June 19, is most illuminating. After a brief 
introductory passage come the ‘‘rules for every honest diarist” 

1. No self-consciousncss. 

2. No sense of shame. 

3. No false modesty. 

4. No sham bravery. 

5. No fine writing. 

6. No fear of indecencies. 

7. No scorn of trivialities. 

8. No self-disgust. 

There are others but these will do. 

Then follows this astonishingly accurate self-portrait. The italic 
passages within square brackets represent notes made in the margin at 
later dates. 

Well, for a start: I am forty years of age, have published seventeen 
volumes of more or less merit (cf. rule 3), am single and shall always be so, 
in excellent health save for toothache and neuralgia, never constipated, 
always sleep well, owe some five hundred pounds, am owed four thousand, 
have four thousand invested in America and two thousand here, have a 
library of seven thousand volumes, two thousand prints, and some water 
colours, own this cottage of Brackenburn, Manesty Park, and an acre of 
ground, and have on lease a Httle flat, 90 Piccadilly. 

My principal friends are: 

First by himself—Lauritz Melchior (alluded to in this diary as David). 

Then Don Marquis 
Muirhead Bone 
Douglas Chanter 
James Annand 


by themselves. 
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Then Ethel McKenna, Lady Russell (Elizabeth), Carl Van Vechten, Hugh 
Dunbar, Arthur and Ethel Fowler, Carl McCulloch, Mervyn Eager, Tom 
Reeves, the Toyes, Gertrude Bone, Jessie Conrad, Hergesheimer, and the 
Cazalets. 

Now as to my character: 

I am kind-hearted, but have to rouse myself to take trouble. I am very 
sensual, but pious and pure if that sensuality is gratified. I am very non- 
condenmatory unless I am attacked, when I at once accuse the attacker of 
every crime. I am very generous about large sums and inclined to be mean 
about small ones. I adore to be in love but am bored if someone is much in 
love with me. I am superficially both conceited and vain but at heart con¬ 
sider myself with a good deal of contempt. [6 Jan. ig26. Question this!] I 
am greatly interested in the question of a future life but until it is settled the 
thought of it influences my conduct but little. [2$ Oct. igj2. It occupies me 
more and more.] I adore beauty in all its forms and were I not so hurried and 
careless would be a good artist, but my hatred of revision and my twist 
towards abnormaUty spoil much of my work. I hate to see others suffer. I 
am a great coward but can be roused to endurance. I have a sense of humour 
which I get only too little into my work. 


3 

At the end of June Hugh started out once more on his travels. Stop¬ 
ping in London only long enough to spend a day at Wimbledon, 
another at Lord’s watching Hobbs score a double century against 
South Africa, and to buy a Gauguin landscape for he dashed 

over to Paris, attended the opening of the Olympic Games with 
Douglas Fairbanks, and sped on to Bayreuth. This, his second, visit 
lasted six weeks—six restless weeks of strain, vexation, and argument, 
which made him sigh more than once for the solitude of Brackenbum. 
He had asked Elizabeth to meet him at Bayreuth for Melchior’s debut, 
but she had declined, saying she was finally and forever sick of Parsifal 
and agreed with George Moore that it was “like a sadist preaching 
chastity to choirboys. Don’t tell the Wagners!” Her letter went on: 
“Think of me sometimes in the middle of it, for my first courted me 
at Bayreuth, and there’s not a tree anywhere within five miles that 1 
haven’t been kissed under!” 

The Festival was reopening after its ten-year eclipse, and so were 
the jealousies, intrigues, and displays of temperament which usually 
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accompany such enterprises. Hugh tried to work at Hamer John, but 
rehearsals by day and performances at night broke up his time dis¬ 
turbingly. Winnie Wagner seemed much attached to him, but her 
attentions became a trifle overpowering. One night after the Dpera he 
supped with LudendorfF and the King of Bulgaria, “which j;ave my 
patriotism some twinges.” 

But the chief cause of Hugh’s distress was that Melchior had brought 
with him the young lady who was later to become his seco: id wife. 
Hugh was jealous and attacked ] is friend with bitter reproach :s: “We 
had our main row in the very : liddlc of the Meistersinger re’ .earsal.” 
Matters did not improve, and Ju !y 16 was written down as “01 e of the 
most critical days of my life. In the morning D. came to see ne, and 
in the garden at the bottom of tl is house there was the most c asperate 
struggle of our friendship. It ei:dcd in his victory and my re ;olve to 
pull myself round and adopt the young woman.” Next day they all 
three drank to one another, and as Hugh began to carry out hi5 resolve 
he found unexpected qualities in the lady, of whom he soon became 
genuinely fond. Immediate harmony had already been restored by 
July 23, when Melchior made his debut as Parsifal. “Never have I 
heard such singing,” wrote Hugh. “Everyone in the boxes near me 
was crying.” Melchior was the success of the Festival, and Hugh’s 
self-esteem was somewhat restored, if only as a spotter of talent. 

Nevertheless, the emotional strain was beginning to affect his nerves, 
and early in August the news of the death, within a few days of 
each other, of Conrad and Lady Colvin added to his depression. On 
his last day at Bayreuth he was invited once more to Wahnfried, 
“where for the first time, and I expect the last, I caught a glimpse of 
Cosima in the upper gallery—a bent, white-haired old woman in a 
yellow bed-gown talking in a most vigorous voice, and about David 
too. Long talk with Winnie and Siegfried. They mean D. to do 
Siegfried next year.” 

Yes, Melchior would sing at Bayreuth next year and Hugh would 
be there to hear: Melchior and his new wife Kleinchen would be his 
dear friends for the rest of his life; but now as he travelled back to 
London he knew in his heart that another attempt at die perfect friend¬ 
ship had failed. 
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A week spent with his family in Cornwall made him surer than ever 
that Cumberland was his promised land, but before he returned there 
he filled in a bustling week in London. He took his mother to the 
Wembley Exhibition, and lunched in the City with T. S. Eliot, who 
was then working in a bank: “Enjoyed it very much. He is a very 
quiet man and of course I’m a little afraid of him, but he was awfully 
kind and seemed quite genuinely to have enjoyed The Old Ladies.” 

By the middle of September Hugh was back at Brackenbum, 
happily arranging his books and reading his old diaries (“What a life 
I led in those days! How restless! Like a young puppy”). The Bone 
family came to stay at a neighbouring inn, and Muirhead made a 
sketch of Brackenbum. On the last day of the month the much-endur¬ 
ing Harmer John was finished, and the occasion called forth the second 
entry in the journal. He was as usual suffering from an acute sense of 
loss at being parted from his characters, but this time it was especially 
strong, since the character of Harmer John himself had, at any rate in 
its initial stages, been intimately connected in his mind with Melchior. 
He fell to wondering whether his fellow novelists suffered from this 
same divorce at the end of each book, but decided that if they did they 
took themselves too seriously to admit it. 

The theory nowadays is that a novel must be “A Work of Art” and that 
it’s very much less a “W of A” if you have enjoyed writing it or have felt 
excited by it or known intimacy with the characters. There is something in 
this, because the two of my books most successful as “ W of A” are the two 
books whose characters were least intimate with myself, Perrin and The Dark 
Forest. In both I was filled with my subjects—Schoolmastering and War— 
but the characters in both were puppets to me. 

On October 7 The Old Ladies was pubhshed, with a dedication to 
Ethel McKeima. Reviews were uniformly laudatory except in the 
highbrow weeklies. The Nation, which seldom had a good word for 
Hugh’s works, now accused him “of aU things in the world of being too 
much of a craftsman! Did I ever dream that that would be one day. 
brought up against me?” While the New Statesman mounted “a great 
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onslaught by someone who must be very yoimg indeed, saying that 
‘there is no love in me/ Dear, dear! There is a Httle too much, but it 
isn’t Lawrence’s sort.” 

As compensation for these flutterings, letters of praise arrivi^d from 
Masefield, Swinnerton, M. P. Shiel, May Sinclair, Virginia Woolf, 
Elizabeth, and E. M. Forster. Also The Crystal Box was produ :ed in a 
privately printed edition of a hundred and fifty copies, Harn er John 
was accepted for serialisation in America at a fee of ;^4000, an I Hugh 
was invited by the Vice-Chanc( Uor to deliver the Rede Le ture at 
Cambridge in 1925. All this was very pleasant and encourag) ig, but 
there were days of discouragemei.t and self-dislike, as towards he end 
of October when he wrote in his journal: 

I am thoroughly ashamed of my: elf for losing my temper this n oming, 
but there is no doubt that I cannot h ar to be told of my faults. And it is not 
because I think myself perfect that I c annot bear it. It is for the very < >pposite 
reason. I am so conscious of a number of my faults that when someone else 
discovers them too I am Hke Adam and Eve discovered by God in the garden. 
It is as though now there was no hope of escape from them. And what is also 
very maddening is that they are always the same faults returning, as though 
two or tliree especially were loaded round your neck for the rest of your 
days. And so I suppose they are. 

One of the worst of mine is my pleasure in telling other people theirs. I 
seem to myself to see my own faults even more clearly than I do other 
people’s, and I tell myself mine and then other people (if I know them well) 
theirs. It is almost a sign of affection and intimacy. But I forget that other 
people are in the same state of suspicion about themselves that I am about 
myself and want reassuring not frightening. 

I can’t think of anyone who takes fault-finding quietly, and yet everyone 
is always expecting everyone else to be patient under correction. But I do 
undoubtedly boss others too much. There’s plenty of work for me to do in 
that direction. 

A week later he was in Piccadilly, writing to congratulate Arnold 
Bennett on being awarded the James Tait Black Prize for Riceyman 
Steps: 

Heartiest congratulations on winning a prize. I’m sure it will be disappoint¬ 
ing to you that I also have won it. But never mind—you have now wiped 
out that disgrace. 
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To which his agile correspondent rephed the same day: 

Very many thanks. The fact is, I never heard of the prize before.^ 

In the middle of November Hugh travelled to Berlin, to spend a 
fortnight with Melchior who was singing in the Opera there. The 
topsy-turvy life—staying up till four and sleeping till noon—which had 
got on his nerves at Bayreuth was amusing for a few days and in other 
surroundings. Berlin he described to his mother as “dirty and ex¬ 
ceedingly wicked.” While he was there he received from some 
American friends called McCormick an invitation to go up the Nile 
with them the following spring, and gladly accepted. 

On Christmas Eve in Edinburgh he wrote the first pages of 
Janet Grandison, which he later renamed Wintersmoon. This was to be 
his “first attempt at a full-length love story,” and he hoped it would 
occupy him for three years. In fact it was soon flowing along like its 
predecessors, and was completed in fourteen months. Early in the new 
year he recorded its progress in his journal: 

How strange is the way that a novel steps out to meet you! I began this 
new one Janet Grandison with but little in my mind, determining to have a 
woman as its centre and a nice woman too, and for theme the EngHsh 
Aristocracy 1920-25, the quiet unjazzy ones who hve respectably in large 
houses on small means, and for fable a man and woman who do not love one 
another marrying and love gradually coming to them through intimacy and 
trouble. No more than that! 

And now the book is leaping out at me, tumbhng into shape, arranging 
the characters for me, driving hfe into everyone without my agency. Where 
does this come from? [Oct. 28. It comes from the damned pro writer's drawer.] 

Christmas was a happy one—the last the Walpoles were to spend 
as a complete family—and the only way Hugh could find a flaw was 
by writing down the names of all who had sent him presents or 
Christmas letters, and noting the absentees. “The only two Christmas 
delinquents now are the Fowlers and Van Vechten, and really I can’t 
imderstand either of them forgetting me.” 

^ Previous winners had been The Secret City (1919), The Lost Girl by D. H. Lawrence 
1920), Memoirs of a Midget by Walter de la Mare (1921), and Lady into Fox by David 
Garnett (1922). 
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January he spent in London, seeing his friends and enjoying his flat. 
Now that he had given up the attempt to write in London, he found 
the place a little easier to cope with. After dining with Dorar at the 
Savoy, he recorded: ‘‘Superb food. Much sentiment mixed w ith the 
champagne, but business always poeping through.’’ At the end of the 
month he went up to Brackenburu, and added another page or :wo to 
his journal: 

Having come up here for two ni.yhts only, to settle some things before 
going to Egypt, have found it enchanting. The weather has been v Id and 
stormy but what delights me is the silence that enables one to tliii k con¬ 
nectedly for hours at a time, and spa> e and view, the uninterrupted eading 
and the dogs. 

But, given this opportunity, do I tmnk connectedly? I never seen, to go 
very far. After ten minutes I look ai a mountain or want something to eat 
or contemplate my novel or indulge a lascivious recollection. I am not able 
to sink into a train of thought so deeply that my material life vanishes. If I 
think of my writing, my thought soon becomes a defence of my work against 
some possible attack, or a prophecy of some future success, or a comparison 
of myself with some contemporary writer. If I think of religion I lose myself 
very quickly. I am frightened if I contemplate absolute non-existence, and 
I am not confident enough about the survival of personal identity to be truly 
reassured. 

So then I relapse into feeling. I seem then to be enfolded by loving arms 
and protected, but if I felt truly would it not be more hkely that I should hear 
an angry voice from over the liill blaming me for my many misdeeds and 
failings and warning me? 

On February 4 he left for Egypt, reading Proust (“He is just my sort: 

I understand all that he feels”) all day in the train to Trieste, and thence 
in the steamer to Alexandria. He embarked in a Nile steamer with liis 
friends the McCormicks, and was ecstatically pleased with the sun and 
the scenery. At Luxor they visited the tomb of Tutankliamen, dis¬ 
covered just over two years earlier. The party was “ushered in four at 
a time, down some steps and straight into the room . . . very small 
. . . stood on a wooden platform and looked over on to this glittering 
golden figure in the shell-pink coffin, a little wreath of widiered leaves 
on his head, the angels guarding at four corners—this gold in the heart 
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of the dust/* At Assuan they were joined by J. H. Breasted, the 
American Egyptologist, with whom Hugh immediately struck up a 
warm friendship. Somewhere on the journey Hugh acquired the 
green-and-white scarab ring which he ever after wore on the little 
finger of his left hand. 

On the way home he stayed for ten days with the Brett Youngs on 
the island of Capri. He found them “exceedingly kind and I like greatly 
being with them,** but despite its beauty he disliked the island and 
most of the other foreign inhabitants he saw. “No one here has a 
shred of reputation,** he told his sister, “except the Brett Youngs, and 
they are unpopular because they are so moral!’* None the less he wrote 
away at Wintersmoon and avowed himself “very happy, but thinking 
always of Brackenbum.** 

He arrived back there early in April, to find distressing news of his 
mother. He had suggested that she should stay at Brackenbum with a 
nurse while he was away, but the doctors preferred the South of 
France, and Dorothy had accordingly taken her to Sospel, near Men¬ 
tone. Now Dorothy wrote to say that the patient was definitely worse, 
with a high temperature and a recurrence of phlebitis. Realising tliat 
help was needed, Hugh wired some money to his sister and wrote to 
say that he would join her in a few days. Before he left he wrote a 
short story called Mr Oddy, which he later selected as his best, and for 
which he drew in part on his memories of Henry James. 

He arrived at Mentone on April 25. A friend had lent an empty 
villa, and his mother had been moved there from Sospel, so as to be 
closer to the EngHsh doctor. Although she was spending some part of 
each day downstairs, her temperature remained high and she seemed to 
be wasting away. This was the first time Hugh had met serious illness 
in anyone near to him; his plans were put out and his longing to help 
inevitably ended in frustration. He managed, however, to make a start 
with his Rede Lecture on The English Novel, and “felt pride when the 
French lady in the bookshop, writing down Mother*s name, said: 
*Comme Xicxivain T After a fortnight the whole business had become a 
burden: 

I’m getting to loathe this place, especially since work hasn’t been possible. 
Mother’s illness seems to cloud everything, and I’m beginning to realise the 
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kind of exasperation that clouds sickrooms when patients will not get better 
—^poor dear Mother. 

Next day the doctor, realising there was little hope, advised them to 
take Mrs Walpole home to Edinburgh, since Mentone had done her 
no good, and on March 13 they all three set out for England. Leaving 
Dorothy to take their mother home from London, Hugh ha: tened to 
Brackenbum to finish his lecture: “Luckily I know my subject through 
and through,” he told his mother, to whom he now wrot: almost 
every day—letters full of tenderness, love, and sweet encoura.v;ement. 


6 

On May 22 he delivered the lecture at Cambridge. Th» Senate 
House was packed, and Hugh spoke for over an hour withou' a note. 
“Q told me that it was 'magnificent,’ ” he wrote to his moth..T, “and 
A. C. B. said it was ‘an astonishing performance.’ Everyone v/as very 
kind. The Vice-Chancellor had a dinner and reception for me, Quiller- 
Couch gave me a lunch, and the Master of Emmanuel a lunch.” All of 
which, he confided to his journal, was “flattering to my vanity when 
I remember my shabby furtive career at Emmanuel with no honour 
and much timidity.” And there was another incident to recall: 

The most interesting moment was my visit to Arthur Benson. A sinister 
affair! How fat and red and heavy now, with a belly hke an ox. How dark 
and fusty his rooms, a labyrinth of them, his acquisitiveness leading him to 
add one room to another, pulling down neighbouring shops and pubs in 
order to give him more, all to no real purpose and for no real use. Dark with 
old wallpaper, heavy lumps of furniture, old pictures, praying-stools, and 
organs. 

In the middle of tliis he lies back in his deep chair hke a sea-monster and in 
his husky charming voice dispenses kindnesses (so long as they’re easy) and 
recalls Htde grudges. Tiny things (Lubbock’s not writing, his treatment by 
the Literary Society, somebody’s offensive letter) stir his petulance just as 
they did twenty years ago, and tiny things rouse his complacency, all 
minnows in the midst of whom he floats a great bloated whale. 

And here, ye gods, was my romance of twenty years ago, a man at the 
touch of whose hand I trembled, of whom I dreamt of nights, whose 
splendour and beauty I worshipped. Well, he was good to me—^immensely 
land and really caring so long at any rate as I continued to worship. And he 
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feels that he is as charming as ever; he has his idea of himself, thinking that 
he sees all his faults, condones them, but remains magnificendy conscious of 
them. Whereas he sees none of his real faults, and only chooses virtues which 
he calls faults in order to show how self-critical he is. 

Benson died less than a month later, on June 17. In due course 
Hugh’s earliest letters to him were returned, and in September 1937, 
after reading them through (and presumably destroying them, since 
they were not found among his papers), Hugh wrote in his journal: 

There’s no doubt that I fell idealistically in love with Benson. Most purely, 
let it be said, but I suppose Benson saw more in it than met my innocent eye. 
It is amusing and pathetic to see how paternally he holds me off from throw¬ 
ing myself into his arms. Many of my letters are extremely silly and I now 
at my age would be exceedingly embarrassed if any young man wrote me 
such letters... I was far too crude, ignorant and, above all, egoistic to under¬ 
stand in the slightest his side of the case, and I here and now make my humble 
apologies to his shade and wish to tell him how deeply I recognise, when it is 
too late, all his great goodness to me. 


7 

All through these days the thought of his mother lay heavy on his 
heart. The Edinburgh doctors had now diagnosed cancer, and in his 
journal Hugh sought to find words for his feelings: 

Life has been given an entirely new turn by Mother’s illness. The shock of 
suddenly realising as an actual fact that she can and actually will very shortly 
die has had an extraordinary effect on me. It has made her another person 
and someone to be treated with infinite tenderness, not so much because she 
is suffering or unhappy but exactly as you feel for some friend who is going 
on a long journey—as you feel when they are taking the night boat and are 
having a last meal with you in your warm house. 

Then at Mentone where everything was hateful—the empty villa with the 
naked floors, the pictures done up in Le Matin and a strange imwholesome 
odour of decay everywhere, and outside the roses and lemons and lilac and 
iris growing with an indecent, a lustful luxuriance, but always dying the 
moment you picked them—the house scattered with rose-petals and doors 
banging everywhere. The little doctor coming, knowing so little, and 
Motiier sitting up in bed with her thin, peaked, flushed face, in her pink silk 
bed-gown, so weak, so eager to live, so disappointed, that tears were always 
trembling in her eyes. And behind it all, and the wind and dust and glaring 
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sea, the constant fear that one might return at any moment and find her gone. 
—And then hfe will be different, quite different, ever afterwards. That is, as 
I know from Henry James and Hubert Henry [Davies], what death does. 
When someone you love goes your Hfe isn’t ruined, it can be only very rarely 
that you are broken-hearted, but life afterwards is different. You < an never 
quite replace those friends. There are others but they are not the fe. How 
marvellous the absolute distinctness of every human being—this 'urely the 
most incredible thing in hfe. 

Melchior’s first visit to Brackenburn was overshadowed by he news 
from Edinburgh, and directly his friend had left Hugh hurr ed back 
there. Twice he returned to Brackenburn, each time to be recalled 
urgently by telegram. On June 13 he found his mother ‘^as co xageous 
as she can be, although she know s now, I think, that she is goir 5 to die. 
... I read poetry to her in the afiernoon, which I think she like d.” 

On the 19th he found her much worse and insisted on telephoning 
for his brother Robin. 

In the afternoon I had what I suppose I must look on as my farewell talk. 
Very moving. She said that our coming together during the last years was 
the happiest thing that had ever happened to her, and just what she wanted 
to complete her life. That she hoped to be more with me after her death than 
she had been before, and that she would have me remember Mrs Benson’s 
motto: ‘‘Trust God and be gentle to others.” Went out very miserable. 
Walked about. In desperation into a musical comedy where I stayed 
wretched. 

The end came on June 23: 

On going up to my bath saw through the open door Father sitting by 
Mother’s bed, and knew the end was near. Went in and kissed her and she 
just said “Good Morning,” but didn’t, I think, recognise me. Then sat in my 
room reading Newbolt’s anthology and Lucas’s Lamb, At about a quarter 
to one, called by Nurse for the end. All of us there. A blazing summer day. 
Dorothy behaved superbly. Mother died about 1.20, quite quiedy without 
any struggle. I think she knew we were all there. 

Two days later the funeral service in St Mary’s Cadiedral was 
followed by burial at Dalmahoy. “Charming service, birds singing, 
old horse swishing his tail, stream murmuring. Came back happier. 
Dorothy so especially splendid.” All through these days of anxiety 
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and grief Hugh was immensely strengthened by the indomitable 
fortitude of his sister. 

His mother’s last illness and death have been described at some length 
because their effect on Hugh was both great and lasting: indeed it is 
perhaps not too much to suggest that the emotional shock he then 
sustained hastened the appearance of the disease that was first dis¬ 
covered some six months later, from which he was always thereafter to 
suffer, and which was to kill him in the end. 



CHAPTER EIGHTEEN 


THE ROCK 

I 

I IFE went on; the family came to Brackenbum for a few <i!ays, and 
then fortunately it was time for Hugh to pay his annu J visit to 
Bayreuth. He arrived there on July lo and was imi lediately 
swept up into the old round of music, conversation, and intrigue. 
His friendship with Melchior h.id passed its climax: moreover Hugh 
decided that Kleinchen was ‘^certainly all heart, love, and uns* Ifishness 
to those she cares for,” and tc gether the three of them e ^olved a 
tolerable design for living. “She is a little darling,” he told 1 )orothy, 
“and he is recognised by everyone now as the greatest Heldettenor in 
the world.” 

This year the storm-centre was Winnie Wagner, and into Hugh’s 
somewhat unwilling ear she would pour out her anxieties. The 
Rhinemaidens were giving a lot of trouble; the Parsifal scenery had a 
nasty habit of sticking on its way up and down; she was worried about 
her husband’s health and about the future of the Festival if he were to 
die; but above all she was concerned for the present and future fate of 
Adolf Hitler. He had been released from gaol tlie previous December, 
after a year’s imprisonment for his part in the abortive Munich Putsch 
of 1923, and had hastened to Bayreuth for succour and asylum. Before 
his imprisonment he had been dismissed by Siegfried Wagner and his 
friends as “one of Winnie’s lame ducks,” but now his reappearance at 
Wahnfried as a convicted revolutionary and ex-gaolbird might bring 
discredit on the Royal Family of Bayreuth, so the future ruler of half 
Europe was compelled to dodge in and out, appearing only after dark, 
popping up in the Wagner box at the Festspielhaus, and generally be* 
having like a stage conspirator. He did not then seem important enough 
to warrant more than a passing reference in Hugh’s diary, and it was 
not until fifteen years later that these meetings were mentioned at any 
length in print.^ Then Hugh described how they sat together in a box 

^ In Roman Fountain (1940 ), and more fully in an article (here quoted) entitled “Why 
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to hear Melchior in Parsifal and how ‘‘the tears poured down Hitler’s 
cheeks.” The account continues: 

I was with Hitler on many occasions, talked, walked and ate with him. I 
think he rather hked me. I Hked him and despised him, both emotions which 
time has proved I was wrong to indulge. I Hked him because he seemed to me 
a poor fish quite certain to be shortly killed. He was shabby, unkempt, very 
feminine, very excitable.... There was something pathetic about him, I felt. 
I felt rather maternal to him! He spoke a great deal about his admiration of 
England and the need of her alHance with Germany. 

I thought him fearfully ill-educated and quite tenth-rate. When Winnie 
Wagner said he would be the saviour of the world I just laughed. I was 
wrong about one thing—his evil. I didn’t detect it then. I thought him silly, 
brave, and shabby—rather Hke a necromantic stump orator. 

What with the embryo Fiihrer and his prophetess, the singers and the 
late hours, a month’s visit seemed quite long enough, and Hugh grate¬ 
fully withdrew on August 8. He never went to Bayreuth again. 


2 

His mother’s death, which the hurly-burly of tlie last weeks had 
driven from the forefront of his mind, was brought home to him with 
renewed force when he got back to Brackenbum. His family came to 
stay at a neighbouring hotel, and though he took them to the Grasmere 
Sports, walked and talked with his father, and did his best to make 
their hoUday a happy one, he realised that he missed his mother most 
when the rest of the family were all together. “She gave us all a 
sparkle—even if of irritation sometimes. We are only half-alive without 
her.” 

There remained the solace of work, into which he plunged deep. 
Long mornings of Wintersmoon were interrupted only by the writing 
of an article for a symposium in the Daily Express called JVhat I Believe, 
and by the first conscious stirrings of the Henries family. On August 
28, for example, he wrote in his diary: “I’m now pinning all my hopes 
to two or three Lakes novels, which will at least do something for this 

didn’t I put Poison in his Coffee?” {John 0*London*s Weekly, 11 October 1940). Although 
the article abounds in minor inaccuracies, its substance, in so far as it concerns Hitler, is 
undoubtedly based on fact. 
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adorable place, I feel a longing desire to pay it back for some of its 
goodness to me.’* 

And then out of the blue appeared another friend. One day there 
arrived a letter signed J. B. Priestley (a name unknown tc* Hugh), 
asking him to contribute a small volume to a series calle<i ‘‘These 
Diversions” which Priestley was editing for Messrs Jarrold. Priestley 
at this time had published only essays and literary criticism, and was 
working as a journalist and publisher’s reader in London, h agh was 
impressed by the letter and asked Priestley to stay at Bracke ibum so 
that they could talk over the proposed book. The impact ol his visit 
may be judged by some extracts from Hugh’s diary: 

Sept. 24. Arrived Priestley—a North Country, no-nonsense-a ?out-me, 
I-know-my-mind kind of little man. But I think I shall like and res 5ect him. 

Sept. 25. I find Priestley very aj.^recable. He is cocksure and determined 
but has a great sense of humour about himself, and his views on literature 
most strangely coincide with mine. 

A two-day walk on the fells only increased Hugh’s respect for his 
visitor: 

Sept. 30. Priestley is certainly a very clever man. Like all of us he is not 
perhaps as aware of his own lacks as he is of others’, but he is young yet and is 
fighting a battle. He will certainly go very far. 

Needless to say, Hugh promised to write the book, and it was decided 
that his subject should be the pleasures of reading. He was as good as 
his word: Reading: an Essay was begun at Brackenbum on October 14, 
continued at the rate of three thousand words a day, and completed on 
October 20. Few editors can have inspired such overwhelming 
alacrity. 

Meanwhile Portrait of a Man with Red Hair had been published on 
October 14, Hugh had been alarmed about the book ever since Vance’s 
rejection of what he now called “my penny dreadful,” and when the 
first review he saw proved somewhat critical, he was prepared for 
annihilation: “I’m going to be banged on the head over this book and 
quite rightly—it’s a fake.” But his fears were not realised. Most of the 
other reviewers praised the book, Clemcncc Dane “raved over it” at a 
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luncheon party given by Ethel McKenna, and Benn Levy the play¬ 
wright asked permission to dramatise it. 

At the end of November Hugh travelled to Berlin and stayed for 
ten days with Melchior, who had now scored successes at the Opera 
there in Siegfried and Tannhduser, ‘‘so he seems to have sailed pretty 
well over the rocks. But more and more clearly I see he is lost to me as 
companion for ever. He will for the rest of his hfe never rest, always 
journeys, engagements, no time for any human. Well, I’ve done my 
part.” 

He arrived back in time to watch the University match at Twicken¬ 
ham. Finding that he had ^45^ kss than he expected in the bank, he 
bought a prancing T’ang horse and decided to take out a life assurance 
policy which would mature when he was fifty-five. On December 16 
he was examined by two doctors from the insurance company, and 
next day they reported an excess of sugar in the urine—an “awful 
blow.” In Wintersmoon he introduced the scene and his own reactions 
to it: 


He had thought himself at that time in the very perfection of physical 
health, but they had discovered something wrong with him and had refused 
the policy.^ Most vividly he could recall his astonishment, sense of personal 
affront, hurt vanity, but above all a sudden precipitate looking down into a 
black, cavernous space, he insecure, helpless above it. 

That same night he travelled to Edinburgh, saw his sister receive her 
final medical degree at the University next day, and afterwards told 
her his news. A specialist confirmed the diagnosis of diabetes and 
ordered a strict diet. The family Christmas that year was clouded by 
bereavement and worry. 
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On I January 1926 Hugh drove home to Brackenbum, and as he 
approached his beloved cottage he made a New Year resolution which 
was put into effect without further ado: 

My dearest Dorothy, 

I have been thinking over things this morning and have decided that 
you must have a little more personal help financially. So I am going to mairff 

* Hugh’s policy was not refused, but its premiums were naturally increased. 
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my regular ^$0 into XI150* This extra hundred will be paid to you quarterly, 
not in a lump sum Hke the XI50, and I shall instruct my bank. 

Now this hundred is to be pocket-money for you. If I find that a penny of it 
has gone in housekeeping I shall at once withdraw it. If the housekeeping 
becomes difficult you are at once to tell me. Please keep these cond itions as 
well as I keep my diet! 

Heaps of love to you both. 

Your loving Hugh. 


Hugh had also for five years c ontributed to the cost of D< rothy’s 
medical training. His belief in her capabilities was amply borne out by 
her subsequent career as a doctor 

Wintersmoon was now nearing completion, and Hugh read c v^er the 
manuscript as far as he had gone, trying to consider it from the point of 
view of a critic in the American Nation who had recently conden ned all 
his work for “sentimentality, preaching, and monotony.’’ In his 
journal he wrote: 

Do I feel those charges to be true ? I think not. The critic quotes Jeremy 
as a sentimental work. It certainly is not. I beUeve in the inherent goodness 
of many people. I believe that many people have impulses of love and 
generosity, but I don’t think that in the main I deal with these things senti¬ 
mentally. On the other hand there is a certain romantic colour behind all 
my work, and there is always a fight to improve character, and this the modem 
reahstic critic considers preaching, because he maintains that in the novel 
there should only be statement of fact, no moral bias. I believe this will 
change. As to monotony, the charge is surely false when I have written books 
as various as Perrin, The Dark Forest, The Cathedral, and Jeremy, 

Having thus happily convinced himself that all was well, he galloped 
on with Wintersmoon, becoming so immersed in it that when on 
February 19 the last chapter (“this has been for so long in my head that 
I know every syllable of it”) was finished, he experienced once more 
that same feeling of emptiness and loss. “You write a sentence and 
in a moment everyone—Janet, Wildheme, Rosalind, the Duke—^has 
fled into space.” Two days later, to solace his forlomness, he began to 
write the third and last Jeremy book, which became Jeremy at Crale. 

All this time he had, every fortnight or so, been making brief visits 
to London, in the course of which he bought a Fourth Folio Shake¬ 
speare, lunched with Sir Frederick Macmillan (“who thinks Harmer 
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John wonderful. Indeed spoke of it with tears in his eyes”), and enter¬ 
tained the Melchiors. An example of Hugh’s readiness to point out 
in others faults which were very much his own is provided by his diary- 
entry for March i: 

Leicester Galleries. Saw [C. R. W.] Nevinson there hanging his pictures 
and was surprised at his agonised nervousness about the critics. As though it 
mattered! But he trembled all over as he talked of conspiracies, chques, etc. 
Funny in so stocky, resolute-looking a man. 

At this time too the Cazalets introduced him to P. G. Wodehouse, 
“a large, simple, kindly fellow.” After their second meeting Hugh 
wrote: “Took to him like anything. Is that a friendship? Can’t be 
sure yet.” Together they watched the rugger at Twickenham, and 
Wodehouse took him to the House of Commons to lunch with Winston 
Churchill. 


4 

At the end of March Hugh started for a fortnight’s holiday in 
Majorca, but before he left a most important decision was made. The 
mightiest moments pass uncalendared, and over a year ago, towards 
the end of 1924, Hugh had experienced, although he did not realise it 
at the time, the greatest single stroke of good fortune of his whole life. 
He had encountered the person who was to be his friend and com¬ 
panion for the rest of his days, who was to be the rock against which the 
waves of his nervous temperament and excitability were to break in 
vain, who was to come nearer than any other human being to the long- 
sought conception of the perfect friend. 

Harold Cheevers, a Comishman bom in 1893, was at this time a 
constable in the Metropolitan Police. He was married and had two 
little boys. During the war he had served in the Navy. Once police 
revolver champion of the British Isles, he had also won the champion¬ 
ship of the All England Police three years in succession. He was a fine 
swimmer and had won prizes for races over distances varying between 
two hundred yards and five miles. 

In appearance he was large—^not tall or fat but sturdy and massive— 
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with fair hair and blue eyes. Here is Hugh’s description of him, from 
a short story called The Whistle: 

He was a very large man, very fair in colouring, plainly of great strength. 
His expression was absolutely English in its complete absence of cur osity, its 
certainty that it knew the best about everything, its suspicion, its de :ermina- 
tion not to be taken in by anybod % and its latent kindliness. He ! lad very 
blue eyes and was clean-shaven . . . his hair, which was fair almost t > white¬ 
ness, lay roughly across his forehead. He was not especially neat Dut of a 
quite shining cleanliness.^ 

The outstanding traits of his character were shrewd commo i sense, 
unswerving integrity, deep loyalty, and an imperturbability of de¬ 
meanour which was only increased by the excitable enthusi.sms of 
others. Chance brought him and Hugh together, but thougl Hugh 
liked him from the first, their friendship developed slowly, and Harold 
did not enter Hugh’s service for a lmost two years. In the light of what 
was to come, it is amusing to read Hugh’s comment after Harold’s 
first visit to 90 Piccadilly: “Cheevers came in and I found him a good 
quiet trustworthy fellow.” 

Trustworthiness, in the fullest sense of the word, was one of the 
chief qualities Hugh needed: trustworthiness embodied in someone 
who would modify his whims and impulses with solid common sense. 
By Christmas 1925 Harold had become ‘‘a jewel beyond price,” and 
hi 1933 Hugh was able to write to a lady who had been confiding her 
troubles to him by letter: 

I understand many of your own dreads and lonelinesses—I have had them 
myself. In fact I should still know them were it not for one person—my 
secretary-chauffeur-friend and ROCK! He and his wife have for years now 
been behind me in everything. My life has been strengthened and sweetened 
in every way by them. They are simple people but marvellous in fidelity, 
humour and patience. 

Now in March 1926 he had a long talk with Harold and tliey pro¬ 
visionally arranged that he should enter Hugh’s service as chauffeur in 
a year’s time, directly Hugh returned from his projected American 

^ In John Cornelius Hugh presented a fuller portrait in the character called Charlie 
Christian, and the relationship between Adam Paris and Will Leathwaite in The Fortress 
and Vanessa was based on Hugh’s fnendship with Harold. 
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lecture tour. Hugh would arrange for Harold to be taught all about the 
driving and maintenance of cars, and the loss of his police pension 
would be covered by a bequest in Hugh’s will. 

5 

The Majorcan trip was spent sitting in the sun, bathing in the sea, 
touring the island, writing Jeremy at Crale, and correcting the proofs of 
Hamer John, which he dedicated to Melchior. ‘I’ve cut some senti¬ 
mental bits. I can do no more—I’m too much inside it. It will seem 
dull and naive to some, but to me it is the most real of all my books.” 
He read a book about the Lake District and longed for Brackenbum. 
On almost every holiday thereafter this feeling of nostalgia quickly 
bore down on him, and he wondered why on earth he had ever come 
away. Indeed, the only cause seems to have been that same demon 
which was forever whistling him up to London, that restlessness which 
never for long gave him pause. 

Back in London, he learned that Doran had offered an advance 
of ^2500 for his next five novels, and commented: “What a romantic 
life mine is nowadays—and the best of it is that I never felt the creative 
impulse beating in me so strongly.” 

He had been a week at Brackenbum when on May 3 the General 
Strike began. Full of the direst imaginings of civil war he drove to 
London next day, and vainly tried to find something useful to do. 
Eventually on May 10 he visited the Guildhall and was promised a job 
starting on the 12th. On the nth he drove to Dover to meet the 
Melchiors, who were arriving from the Continent. They were cheered 
by the sight of imdergraduates working in the docks, and started for 
London in high spirits. An hour out of Dover the back-axle broke, 
and with great difficulty they secured a lift for themselves and the 
Melchiors’ luggage. Then came May 12: 

Got to the Guildhall by nine. Found the voluntary labour bureau in full 
swing. I was to be Information Officer. Went a round in the car with Wood- 
ruffe and Robins. Went to all the danger-spots—Poplar, Bethnal Green, 
Stepney, Islington. Saw the mayors, clerks, etc. All nervous and apprehen¬ 
sive of great riots end of week. General [ Woodruffe] and I coming back say 
over and over we don’t see how this can end without fearful riots, when we 
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look up and see a scribbled placard Strike Over, Find this actually true. 
T.U.C. have unconditionally surrendered. So we are all photoed and 
disbanded. 

He stayed on in London for a fortnight, heard Melchior sir g Sieg¬ 
fried at Covent Garden, and once again sat for his portrait to Gerald 
Kelly. Altogether between 1914 and 1926 Kelly painted thr ie por¬ 
traits of Hugh.^ At the end of May Hugh took the Melchioi} up to 
Brackenbum for the week-end, ind as though to make them feel at 
home the back-axle broke again. 
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The next few weeks were remarkable for Hugh’s adventures imong 
pictures. Almost certainly it was a visit to an exhibition of Ai gustus 
John’s latest work at the Chenil Gallery which started him off on his 
collection of modem art. He “fell utterly in love” with three picaires— 
a portrait of the artist’s son Romilly, a flower piece, and a large portrait 
of a Japanese. Deciding to sell his etchings and buy Johns with the 
money, he snapped up the three pictures for fyoo and sent almost his 
whole collection of etchings to Christie’s, where they fetched over^yoo 
at auction. For good measure he also bought pictures by Alfred Stevens 
and James Pryde. 

But that was not all. He decided that “John and Sickert are to me 
simply worlds ahead of everyone else in England.” Whether this 
decision was solely the result of the John show, or whether the notion 
came into his mind from somebody else’s, it is impossible to say. But 
having arrived at it, he felt that he had outgrown some of his earlier 
artistic enthusiasms, including diat for the work of his old friend Gerald 
Kelly, to whom he had been sitting, off and on, for years, and of whom 
he was very fond. “Somehow, somewhere,” writes Kelly, “Hugh 
learned that I was a photographic painter, academic in the worst sense of 
that word, and surely no man of sensibility could tolerate my pompous 
productions. So Hugh was in a fix, and, bless him, how clumsy he 
was!” He managed to let Kelly know that his opinions had changed, 
and at the same time asked Kelly to approach Augustus John and ask 

^ Two of them are still in the possession of the artist. The third belongs to Mr Lauritz 
Melchior. 



THE ROCK 


272 


[1926 


him if he would paint Hugh’s portrait. This Kelly very graciously did, 
John agreed, and the first sitting was arranged: 


June 17. This morning the John picture was really begun, and begun, so it 
seemed to me, very excitingly. He worked furiously for four hours and got 
a remarkably vivid impression. The picture is to be red-brown in colour. 

June 18. Picture progressing finely. He almost stopped altogether this 
morning, thinking he’d done enough. A strange, shy, most fascinating man. 
Said that the ambition of his hfe was to paint a great nude, that a legend had 
grown about liim quite undeserved. 

June 22. Portrait leapt ahead today. Going to be really fine and a Hkeness. 
John pleased with it. We moved several steps towards one another today. 
He talked of his shyness. When a boy his terror at walking up the church 
aisle. 

June 30. Sat for picture in morning; and he seems now to me to have 
destroyed it all. Very disappointing. Took him out to Wimbledon. Must 
say it wasn’t a great success. Think he was bored with me—anyhow he was 
very silent. 

July 2. Sat this morning—most depressing. The picture seems to me to have 
changed for the worse, making me look old and strange, and he was in a 
temper with it all the morning, not talking and looking like Satan after the 
Fall. 

July 3. All well again tliis morning. The picture has righted itself, and John 
in his most angelic mood, sweet and kind. I’m sure he has no human heart, 
but is ‘Tey,” a real genius from another planet than ours. 

Aug. 2. (Bank Holiday) Mostly John. Went in the morning and he tried 
oil, pen-and-ink, pencil, chalk—all failures. After lunch he tried again, was 
almost in despair, and suddenly brought off a beautiful chalk head—really a 
stunner. He was a dear today. 
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Meanwhile at Brackenbum in July Hugh finished Jeremy at Crale, 
and thus having arrived at the astonishing position of having four 
completed books ready for publication, he resolved to write no more 
for a year. (His engagements in America enabled or perhaps enforced 
him to abide by this determination for nine months.) One day, in a 
long attempt at honest introspection in his journal, he wrote: 

A serious trouble is the way that I disappoint people. Not my deep and 
close friends—if I disappoint them, as we all disappoint one another, neverthe¬ 
less they know that I love them—but the more casual people whom one likes 
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when one meets and forgets afterwards. I like almost everyone when I meet 
them, and give them an impression apparently that they mean a lot to me. 
So they do when Tm with them, but there are so many of them-^I like 
human beings so much—that their places are being perpetually filled. Then 
they complain that I don’t meet them or write to them. ... I must nc t be so 
apparently excited at meeting people. But how can I help it? I’m ex< ited at 
everything. 

At the beginning of August he visited the Cheevers family at I altash 
in Cornwall, took Harold and sho\s>^ed him Truro, and after seen g him 
off wrote in his diary: “These days have been marvellous, showi ig me 
that at last after so many searchings I have found a human beinj^ I can 
utterly trust and believe in.” This trust and belief proved to be s) well 
founded that diey grew ever stron.;er with each passing year. 

After leaving Harold, Hugh joim d his own family at MuUion, vhere 
the faithful Turley had found rooms for them all. Cornwall now idays, 
he decided, did not move him as once it had, but left him “tranquilly 
happy as when visiting old relations,” and as always he enjoyed Turley's 
company. He had intended to stay a formight, but after five days the 
news of the Fifth Test Match against the Australians at the Oval excited 
him so much diat he decided he must see the rest of it. On the Sunday 
he travelled to London, and at eight o’clock next morning lined up in 
a queue in Kennington. He “got a fine seat just in front of the gaso¬ 
meter” and repeated this exploit for the next two days. By winning 
this match, in which the great Wilfred Rhodes made his last appear¬ 
ance in a Test Match, England regained the Ashes. Here is Hugh’s 
description of the final day’s play: 

The day of my life and one of the great days in English cricket. Better seat 
than ever. . . . Wickets fell quickly but Tate batted finely, liitting fiercely. 
All out for 436. Then the rain came, soaking me through and through, as 
my umbrella was stolen last night. But at 3.30 the Aussies came out and the 
miracle occurred. First WoodfuU’s wicket for one run. Then the rest hke 
ninepins to Rhodes’s and Larwood’s bowling. We couldn’t beUevc our eyes, 
got mad with excitement. All out for 125. 30,000 people in mad rush across 
ground! 

Next day, filled with vicarious triumph, he rejoined liis family at 
MuUion, but by the end of the month he was back in London, buying a 
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secondhand Rolls-Royce for In this stately vehicle, driven by a 

temporary chauffeur and followed by Chanter in the Daimler, Hugh 
arrived at Brackenbum for a week’s peace before the American merry- 
go-roimd. 

There followed a fortnight in London, which included an evening 
with Priestley (“both of us talking furiously. He really seems to think 
me a pretty good novehst, which is refreshing, considering”), another 
with James Agate (“to whom I rather reluctantly lent ^200”), and “a 
wonderful morning with old Kipling in the Athenaeum. He was sitting 
surroimded by the reviews of his new book, beaming like a baby. He 
talked to me deUghtfuUy about America, and when I said it was nice 
the eagerness with which they greeted one, he said: ‘Of course they are 
a marooned people’!” 

On September 25 Hugh sailed from Liverpool in the Carinthia. 


8 

The voyage was uneventful. In New York he was welcomed by old 
friends: the Fowlers, Somerset Maugham (“charming about Hamer 
John. Don’t know how sincere he was”), and George Doran (“so kind 
and good. Will he be when my books don’t sell ? We’ll see”). Hamer 
John was published in both London and New York on October 15, 
and two days later Hugh started out on his travels. Once he was 
in the train, he felt as though this third tour were merging with its 
two predecessors into one endless journey, familiar as a dream. The 
first lecture was at Rome, Georgia, where the evening was “made 
memorable because of an embalmer, who took me for a ride imder the 
moon—^fantastic country!” In Virginia he stayed with Ellen Glasgow 
and James Branch Cabell; in Washington with Sinclair Lewis; then on 
to city after city—Syracuse, Rochester, Cleveland, Akron, Buffalo— 
just time for the lecture before catching the train. At Akron he managed 
to attend a football game, Wooster v. Akron, in the middle of which his 
“name was shouted through a megaphone and everyone got up and 
cheered.” 

Frank Swinnerton was also lecturing in the States at this time, and 
malicious gossip brought about a cooling of the firiendship between 
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him and Hugh. The details are obscure, but Hugh certainly wrote a hurt 
and angry letter accusing Swinnerton of making fun of him privately 
and pubhcly. Swinnerton defended himself strongly, but the harm 
was done, and though he and Hugh remained always on outward terms 
of affectionate friendship, they seldom in future met or correj ponded. 

In December there came a welcome breather in New York, where 
Hugh stayed some of the time with the Fowlers and some vith the 
Melchiors in their apartment ot\ Riverside Drive. ‘‘She,’* he told his 
sister, “is simply the most miraculously good character I h.ve ever 
known, living only for others,*' while he was delighted to b : able to 
report that Melchior had not I een at all spoilt by success, but was 
“sweeter than ever.” The P.E.N Club gave a dinner to Osber* Sitwell, 
Ford Madox Hueffer (who now called himself Ford Madox F( rd), and 
Hugh. He wrote a short story i ailed The Tiger, longed to sta rt a new 
novel, and fought against homesickness: “Marvellous how the thought 
of H. C., stohd, strong, unchanging, carries me on through this.” 
Christmas with the Melchiors was a great success. On Christmas Eve 
“we all put on evening dress, had supper at seven, sang carols, looked at 
the Tree which was splendid, then our presents. Nearly a hundred 
between us. I heard from everyone . . . very happy.” In the First 
Fifteen friends listed at the end of the year the leaders were, in this order, 
Melchior, Chanter, Kleinchen Melchior, and Harold. 

9 

In the New Year the tour reopened at Columbus, Ohio, and as it 
whirled relentlessly on its way even Hugh’s capacity for enjoyment 
began to wilt a trifle beneath the weight of entertainments and recep¬ 
tions, though in his diary he complained bitterly on the rare occasions 
when he was not met at the station and made an immediate fuss of. At 
Minneapolis he was momentarily put out by die local dramatic society 
who performed a scene from Barrie’s Little Minister as a curtain-raiser 
to his lecture, but “finally it went all right.” In Detroit he was intro¬ 
duced to “a painter called Paul Honors who looks like a wild animal, 
but I took to him immediately.” In Indianapolis he saw his old fnends 
Carl McCullough and Booth Tarkington, and at Toronto stayed with 
the Annands, who had now setded there. 
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Passing through New York at the end of January he learned that 
Harmer John had sold forty tliousand copies in America and eighteen 
thousand in England: figures which brought with them the realisation 
that the book was “not going to be the great success I had privately 
hoped.” The next lecture was in Washington, where he saw the film 
of Beau Geste for the second time but “was as much moved as the first, 
and my tears spoiled my collar.” In Dallas, Texas, he ran into a Shoe 
Retailers’ Convention, and anyone who has shared a hotel with such 
will know what that means. San Antonio pleased him so much tliat, 
having a few free days, he lingered there and one morning “sat to 
have my picture drawn while a lady sang to me.” In the train from 
Phoenix, Arizona, he met a “young extremely handsome Hawaian, 
that day out of jail where he’d been for a year for hitting a man on the 
head with a spade He was frank and honest and I gave him his fare to 
San Francisco.” 

At Los Angeles he was welcomed by Douglas Fairbanks, who took 
him over a film studio and asked him to come out again in a year or 
two as adviser on historical films. At Santa Barbara he met Stevenson’s 
stepdaughter Isobel Strong, whom he described as a “nice, kind, wild 
savage.” At San Francisco he was greeted by a letter from Chanter 
saying that by the time he got home he would “have nothing in the 
bank instead of the J^ 2 ooo I thought I should have,” but the news did 
not unduly depress him, and he reflected: “So long as I keep die cottage, 
Harold, and my health, I defy the world!” He was encouraged too by 
the large amount of publicity he was receiving in the San Francisco 
newspapers, which chronicled his every word and movement at 
immens e length, and delighted to meet for the first time another 
P.nglish writer whose work he admired: 

Feb. 22. Tea with Stella Benson, who is a shy, honest, funny litde thing, the 
image of Jane Eyre—but I fancy she’s married no Rochester. We hked one 
anodier I think. 

Feb. 23. Stella B. takes me out to the sea. It is raining, and we go in the 
tram. The tram is interminable but at last we have five minutes’ walk on the 
shore and there is a lovely silver light on the horizon. The seals sleepily balance 
themselves on the slippery rocks. We talk about literature—^rather scornfully. 

Next day he was off again and “crossing in the ferry thought of my 
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soul, as I always do crossing in ferries.” At Portland, Oregon, he met 
and liked Gene Tunney, the champion heavyweight boxer of the world, 
and took an immense fancy to Nelson Collins, the local Professor of 
Enghsh. Crossing the Rockies on the way from Vancouver to Cal¬ 
gary, he decided that “very high mountains never appeal to me as much 
as they should. The egotism in me, I suppose.” At Winnipeg! le began 
a lifelong friendship with Stanley Long, an Englishman who 1 ad hved 
for many years in Canada, whei e he was well known as a ba iker and 
trust company executive.^ 

Hugh spent his forty-third birthday in Chicago with “no r flections 
except that I’m well and happ\ and find life absolutely thri! ing . . . 
Wintersmoon sold to Express for y^8oo.” Three days later came an entry 
underlined and marked with three stars: “On this day doiS Harold 
come to me for good and alL A great event'' At the end of th; month 
he heard from Harold, who was now under instruction at tl £ Rolls- 
Royce works, and on April 2 Hugh gave his seventieth and last lecture 
at Ames, Iowa. 

There followed a brief stay as the guest of Henry Ford at the Dear¬ 
born Country Club, near Detroit. Hugh’s longing to begin a new 
novel would brook no furllier delay, and he wrote the first pages of 
Scarlatt: A Winter's Tale at Dearborn. From there he was taken to 
dine with Robert Frost the poet, whom he “liked hugely,” and also on 
an extensive tour of the prisons, police courts, and morgues of Detroit 
and Cincinnati, among which he noted “nothing anyway as bad as 
Marlow used to be.” 

During a final week in New York he decided that Scarlatt, of which 
he had written only part of the first chapter, was too gloomy and tragic 
for his present mood, but luckily he had in his head clear ideas for no 
fewer than three other novels. Of these he felt most immediately drawn 
to the story of an old writer called Hans Frost. So Scarlatt was aban¬ 
doned,® Hugh embarked for home at St John’s, Newfoundland, and 
began Hans Frost on the first day out. 

^ After Hugh’s death Stanley Long bought Brackenbum and made it his home. 

® The whole fragment was published in The Legion Book (1929), and in 1937 Hugh took 
^ again both the book’s central idea and the name Scarlatt, and used them in The Sea 
Tower. 
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4 PTER a few days at Brackenbum, rejoicing in his freedom and 

OL admiring the newly installed electric light, Hugh drove to 
A JL London where he spent the rest of the month. Once again he 
found that a week or two of the usual social round exhausted him as 
no lecture tour had ever done, but there were compensations—“tea 
with old Gosse, when he talked of the chesmut-haired Gissing and the 
malevolent snarling Carlyle;” a gay luncheon party with Elizabeth 
(“always bewitching. She is getting rather like a witch now to look 
at”), where George Moore talked entertainingly, “abusing all English 
novelists other than himself for lack of freedom;” and another luncheon 
with Victor Cazalet at the House of Commons, “which was nice be¬ 
cause of having a talk with John Buchan again, and nasty because of 
Maud Cunard, whom I really detest but might like better if she were 
nice to me.” 

One old breach was at any rate temporarily mended, for on May i8, 
after attending the memorial service for his old friend Sidney Colvin, 
Hugh lunched with the Ervines (“Great fun. St John always stimulates 
me”). He sold both his cars and bought a new Daimler, with which 
Harold was delighted. More surprisingly he also sold his copy of the 
privately printed edition of Seven Pillars of Wisdom. In 1924 he had 
written to T. E. Lawrence to ask whether he might be a subscriber, 
and had received a characteristic answer, beginning “Dear Walpole, 
Of course I remember ... you are a celebrity,” and going on to advise 
him not to waste £30 on the book.^ Hugh nevertheless had persisted, 
but in all probability had never read a word of it. If he had, it is un¬ 
thinkable that he who liked almost every book, good, bad, and im¬ 
possible, should have parted with it now. He was not short of money, 
and in the whole of his life there is no other recorded instance of his 

^ This letter is now in the Fitz Park Museum, Keswick. A complete list of the Hugh 
Walpole collection there will be found at Appendix D, p. 480. 
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selling a book of any kind. But sell it he did, to Bumpus for ^330, 
and bought two T’ang figures with the money. “No loss, Vm sure,*’ 
he wrote in his diary, but later he regretfully came to think otherwise. 

When he got back to Brackenbum at the end of May, the outline of 
the four Lake novels began slowly and insistently to emerge Grom the 
mist. The first was already in his mind, entitled Rogue Herru 5,^ set in 
the eighteenth century and intended as a “fine queer book i i the big 
manner. These four books shall clinch my reputation or 1*11 < ie in the 
attempt. It makes a wonderful difference having H. C. in t le back¬ 
ground. I love his kindly gravity’, care of me, utter honesty.* But the 
time for the beginning of the f ur novels was not yet ripe, a id in the 
meantime he pegged on steadily with Hans Frost. “This will b* a simple 
mild book but not imbecile . . . writing, I fear, rather in V. Woolf’s 
manner. How can I help it when she is such a darling and To the 
Lighthouse the best of all the w'orks yet?” And a few dayj later, “I 
like this book. It’s in a new vein for me, the vein of humour I ought to 
have tried long ago. Virginia Woolf has perhaps liberated me.” 

In June he drove to Edinburgh, whence he and his sister visited their 
father, who was on holiday at North Berwick. They found him “old, 
shabby, jolly and red-faced, w*earing an old suit green with age, but 
minding no reproofs. Blind, with a bad heart, but determined as ever 
to run all over the country.” Hugh’s diabetes was unquestionably worse, 
and his sister made him promise to return to his diet, which he had 
abandoned as soon as it had begun to do him good. On the way home 
he was struck once again by the beauty of Cumberland in the early 
June sunshine: 

One is afraid to lose the sense of this weather—the miraculous other¬ 
worldliness which perhaps never will return again. And when I am driving 
alone with Harold through it, seeing and smelling it as I always hoped but 
never thought I would, 1 want to put out my hand and catch something that 
I can have always. 

The Priestleys arrived for a short stay, and the two writers agreed 
that they would collaborate in a novel. It was to be in the form of 
letters exchanged between two friends and was to be called Farthing 

^ He left no record of how the name Herries first came into his head, but it may well 
have been absorbed during one of his many readings of Rcd^amtlet, 
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Hall The object of the enterprise was to provide Priestley (whose 
share of the advance royalties, thanks to Hugh’s name, would be sub¬ 
stantial) with enough freedom and leisure to write the long novel he 
was planning. The project succeeded, and The Good Companions, 
which was dedicated to Hugh, was the result. 

A brief visit to London provided some Wimbledon temiis, a car 
smash in Gloucester Place, from which Hugh and Harold emerged un¬ 
scathed though the Daimler was badly damaged, and a rush of picture¬ 
buying: 

July 19. Dorothy Warren showed me works by her new young genius 
Henry Moore and I bought a serpent. But the purchase was a Forain ^—a 
litde lady in a hat with yellow feather sitting on a crimson sofa. Lovely! 
The only woman I shall ever marry. 

July 20. Still the picture fever. Changed my Sickert for three lovely draw¬ 
ings—absolute masterpieces. Also bought a very fine Duncan Grant for 
This is the end. f ve spent about ^700 in all. 

He travelled down to Sussex to spend a night with the Galsworthys at 
Bury, where “J. G. and I had a most interesting talk, mainly as to 
whether one can only fmd first-rate work out of actual experience— 
how far imagination can go. He said that after finishing the Forsyte 
book he thought he was done and would never write another line.” 
Many critics have agreed with what Galsworthy then thought, though 
he afterwards wrote many more lines. 

August was to be spent abroad, but before he left Hugh found time 
to write an article on how he would bring up the boy king of Rou- 
mania, and to attend several spiritualistic meetings at the Grotrian Hall. 
For some years he took a deep if sporadic interest in Spiritualism, but 
though he attended seances at Conan Doyle’s and elsewhere, he never 
became what may be termed a beHever, and gradually the subject 
drifted away into the background. 


2 

By the beginiiing of August he was travelling across France by 
train and reading Thomas Mann’s The Magic Mountain, “a mad, mor¬ 
bid, decadent, smelly, pestiferous, long-drawn-out, boring affair, but 
^ Now in the possession of Dr Dorothea and Mr Robin Walpole. 
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catching one up and holding one absolutely—a smell of genius in it 
somewhere/' He spent a week with his family at Diablerets in Switzer¬ 
land, trying to teach them bridge and writing a short story called The 
Little Donkeys with the Crimson Saddles, Then a week with Elizabeth at 
Chalet Soleil, where he got in “a great day at Hans Frost, whi :h Eliza¬ 
beth says ought to be called Chilblains*^ and found the assemb ed com¬ 
pany “very gay and merry together. . . . All the same I shan’t be sorry 
to get home. I hate being cut ofi by earthquakes, torrents. Sail ts’ Days, 
train smashes, from one’s post—and all one’s friends. How an /one can 
live abroad I can’t conceive.” His hostess he found somewh t queru¬ 
lous, and he judged her to be unhappy and ill, suffering from I meliness 
and “a fierce clutching of her literary reputation, as I saw in Ellen 
Glasgow. These literary women don’t seem to be able to tand the 
pace—May Sinclair, Mrs Ward. Elizabeth Robins, J. O. Hobl es, Ethel 
Mayne—they can’t last out.” 

It was therefore not without some measure of relief that hj left the 
Chalet and journeyed by way of Geneva to Portofino on tlie Italian 
Riviera. Here he stayed with the music critic Francis Toye and his 
wife, bathing, loving the sunshine, and working furiously at Hans 
Frost: “I’m enjoying it, but my great impulse is to get everything off 
my back so as to be free for Herriesl What fun and what work that will 
be!” A week later he moved on to Montreux and stayed there very 
enjoyably as the guest of Robert Hichens, who drove him up to Caux 
to have tea with Lucas Malet, the novelist daughter of Charles Kingsley. 
He found her “much as I expected her, bearing her seventy-three years 
boldly. A huge nose heavily powdered. Not very easy to talk to. 
Spoke enthusiastically of my books.” 
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By the beginning of September Hugh was back at Brackenbum, 
ready to begin the formidable task of reading straight through Trollope, 
for the long-promised study of him must be delivered before he could 
embark on the immense Herries voyage. Hans Frost was j&nished on 
September 10, and in the course of the next nine days Hugh read all 
six of the Barchester novels and wrote the chapter on them for his 
book. “Don’t think I ever felt so glad at finishing anything. . .. What 
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a business this book is! The hardest piece of work I’ve ever had to do.” 
And indeed it was, for his novels were more like fun dian work to him, 
and he had never before tackled anything which required so much 
reading, selection, and arrangement. As relaxation one evening he read 
his own diaries for 1918-19 and commented: “Poor Jim! What an 
uncontrolled egoist I was—still am, I dare say, but at least not so un¬ 
comfortable to be with as I was.” 

The arrival of Priestley made a welcome break in the reading of 
Trollope, and next day Farthing Hall was begun. Its immediate pro¬ 
gress may be watched in Hugh’s diary: 

Sept. 21. Now the Priestley book is obsessing me. How caught up and 
excited I get over these books one after the other, and all the time Herries is 
lying waiting at the back. ... It is deHghtful having Jack here—a friend¬ 
ship that does me all the good in the world because I respect so immensely 
his intelligence. 

Sept. 22. The book with Priesdey moves. I have as I expected a burning 
desire to get on with it and do it all, but I mustn’t be impatient. That would 
be silly. 

Sept. 23. I certainly find Priesdey an enchanting companion. I’ve never had 
a writing man for a friend before who has been so close a companion. Henry 
James was too old, Conrad too mysterious, Swinnerton too imtrustworthy, 
Bennett too egoistic—all good friends, but none of them with this humour 
and sweetness that Priesdey has. A most lovable man. 

Sept. 26. Jack and I now moving at breakneck speed. 

The diabetes tests had not been satisfactory of late, and Hugh con¬ 
sulted his dentist and his ocuHst in London to see whether they could 
explain his recurrent attacks of neuralgia. Then back to Brackenbum 
to wrestle with his two commitments. On October ii he continued to 
write some Farthing Hall, as well as a thousand words of Trollope. 
“Nor you nor I nor Eugene Sue,” he wrote to Arnold Bennett, 
“have written so many novels as that damned man.” And again 
to Bennett, who had sent him Homibrook’s book The Culture of 
the Abdomen containing directions for reducing the waistline by 
exercises, “Many thanks for Homibrook. I’m going to start, but 
God alone knows whether I’ll keep it up . . . I’m buried beneath 
Trollops (as I saw him spelt in U.S.A.), an ironic position for ME!” 

On October 12 he read The Eustace Diamonds, “which is very nearly 
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the best of all the Trollopes;’* next day wrote three thousand words of 
the political chapter, and so on, day after day. Gradually, however, his 
attitude towards the old story-teller began to soften; after groaning at 
the monotony of the stories (“the eternal triangle of lovers looms at the 
fiftieth time over one like a nightmare”), he could admit onl^ ^ a few 
days later: “It is wonderful how well the old boy lasts. Even n( w after 
all this reading I’m not tired of him.” By the end of October the last 
novel had been read, and all the hook written but for one final chapter 
of general appreciation, which co uld be finished off at any tim* before 
the end of the year. 

Meanwhile Jeremy at Crale had been published on October 20, and 
William Roughead had written to say that he considered it he best 
school story since Stalky & Co, in which judgment its autl or was 
inclined modestly to concur. 

In London at the beginning or November his specialist advised the 
removal of most of his teeth. I'his was a blow, and Kipling, when 
Hugh sat next to him at luncheon in the Beefsteak Club, depressed him 
still further by prophesying that he would carry his false ones in his 
pocket for the first year. To cheer himself up Hugh bought a Renoir 
still-life, and spent an enjoyable afternoon with Montague Shearman, 
looking at his remarkable collection of modem pictures. The teeth 
were removed at Lady Carnarvon’s nursing home in Portland Place, 
Hugh’s recovery was rapid, and four days later he was recuperating at 
90 Piccadilly. Many friends visited him during his convalescence, 
among them Clemence Dane, whom he “liked better than I ever have. 
Her volubility and excitement are largely shyness. She talked much of 
the book she is going to do about me.” ^ Other visitors included}. C. 
Squire (“I always hit a tenderness in Squire whicli is very appealing to 
me. He is full of fine tilings, loyalties and honours”) and the actor 
Charles Laughton, who Berm Levy was hoping would play the leading 
part in the dramatised version of Portrait of a Man tinth Red Hair, 

As soon as Hugh was well again, and his new teeth installed, he went 
out to tea with Arnold Bennett. The only other guest was Lion 
Feuchtwanger, the author of the immensely successful novel Jeuf Siiss 
which Bennett had done much to popularise in England—“a little man 
1 Tradition and Hugh Walpole (1930). 
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like a marmoset. Talked incessantly about his great novel. ... Arnold 
kind and bored, his eternal attitude these days.*’ In December Hugh 
attended a dinner for George Doran at which were assembled ‘^thirty 
famous writers! The waiters looked so much more distinguished. 
Feuchtwanger between Gosse and Gibbs who both neglected him. I 
made it up with Rebecca.” 

After this little burst of social activity Hugh drove to Edinburgh, 
where he was distressed to find his father suffering from a severe heart 
attack. Hugh read Little Dorrit aloud to him most solicitously, and this 
treatment proved beneficial, since the Bishop rallied promptly and was 
able to take part in the Christmas festivities. 

Suddenly, all in one day, Hugh polished off his book on Trollope: 
“rather unexpectedly, the last chapter suddenly finished itself” This 
left him free to correct the proofs of Wintersmoon and to lunch with 
William Roughead, “a fine, amusing, generous, clever old Scotch¬ 
man.” Then on Christmas Eve came the moment he had been so 
eagerly awaiting. As he wrote the first words of Rogue HerrieSy his 
elation was tinged with misgiving lest the task should prove too much 
for him. Would he ever manage this first eighteenth-century volume, 
let alone the whole four? He had never before strayed outside his own 
period, nor attempted anything on so grandiose a scale. 

I’ve a lot of apprehension about Herries, I’m not so delighted with the 
opening of it. Perhaps I feel this especially after Inglesant, which has struck 
me on this reading more than ever before. How strong old Shorthouse’s 
sense of evil, and I suppose he never slept out of his marital bed once in his 
life! 

But as he drove home to Brackenbum through the snow, his resolve 
was strengthened, and at the turn of the year he was eating his meals on 
a tray by the fire and reading deeply in the literature of the eighteenth 
century. 
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January 1928 began with the installation of the Cheevers family in 
their new house in Hampstead Garden Suburb. Hugh took it for them 
on a long lease and furnished a room in it for himself. This he came to 
occupy more and more, for odd nights and at week-ends when he was 
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in London. For the rest of his life it was a haven of friendliness and 
seclusion to which he could hasten whenever the winds of circumstance 
seemed likely to blow him off his course. There always he was one of 
the family, and as he grew older such a position became more ard more 
necessary to him. On the first day he spent in the house, marke i in the 
diary with a star, he wrote: ‘‘I have never been in the heart of i family 
as I am in this one—not even the Annands. . . . All these I ha^ e taken 
absolutely to my heart.” To add to his good fortune, Ethel C (leevers 
turned out to be a woman of ur^common character, shrewdn :ss, and 
savoir-faire. Quick-witted, efficient, charming, and entirely a: home 
in every sort of company, she alv. ays succeeded in making Huj h com¬ 
fortable and putting him at his e ise. He also became very atta :hed to 
the two boys, helping with th ir education and rejoicing n their 
successes. 

In January too he spent a week with the Priestleys at Chun h Han- 
borough, near Oxford, in “a rather cold bare stone house strang;ely like 
Conrad’s, but how much happier [is the atmosphere] here than there! 
Jane and Jack suit me exactly both in character and mind—splendid 
acquisitions for me. We talked a million to the clock.” One day George 
Gordon, then Merton Professor of Poetry at Oxford and shortly to be 
elected President of Magdalen, came over for the day with his wife, 
and Hugh was immensely taken with that charming, witty, and most 
unprofessorial of professors. For the rest. Farthing Hall was continued 
each day until it was finished. “Greatly relieved,” wrote Hugh, “as 
now I have nothing aliead of me but Merries,’' Notliing aliead, cer¬ 
tainly, but an almost incredible amount beliind, for at this moment he 
had beaten his previous record, having no fewer than Jive completed 
volumes awaiting publication— Wintersmoon^ Hans Frost, Anthony 
Trollope, Farthing Hall, and a collection of his short stories old and new 
which he had assembled under the title of The Silver Thorn. “How 
splendidly copious your flow,” Henry James had said to him years ago, 
and surely his old Master must now be applauding from the Shades. 

Almost as if to test the truth of this supposition, Hugh attempted a 
little later in the year to call up diat mighty spirit from the vasty deep. 
Of this, his most interesting and exciting venture into Spiritualism, he 
recorded: 
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Most remarkable day. Down in the morning with Ethel [McKenna] to 
Mrs. Leonard's. An ordinary Httle suburban house, ordinary Httle woman 
Hke a housemaid. No humbug. If it was not H. J. who spoke to me, and 
it was out of my consciousness, still I had great happiness from it. Re¬ 
markable about the ink-bottle. Still of an open mind but greatly touched. 

Back at the end of January, Hugh met with a stroke of good fortune. 
Since the arrival of Harold, the position of Douglas Chanter in the 
household had become a little difficult: Harold had taken over some of 
his duties, and there was not room for two chauffeur-companions. On 
the other hand Hugh was fond of Chanter and unwilling to send him 
away. Now happily they heard of a job in the Society of Authors, which 
Chanter took over soon afterwards. Thereafter Harold was in sole 
charge. “I’m afraid of nothing when he’s there,” Hugh told his sister. 

During the first half of February he undertook a brief lecture tour 
in Scodand and the North of England. After the Liverpool lecture 
he “walked down to the Mersey and thought of twenty years ago when 
I was a trembling miserable oaf in the Mission to Seamen.” A break 
of two days at Brackenbum inspired him to add a few pages to the 
journal. After mentioning the recent death of Thomas Hardy and 
giving a somewhat fanciful account of his own meeting with him, Hugh 
proceeded to dismiss Hardy as a talker and went on: 

Of all the literary men iVe known Jack Priestley is by far the best talker— 
and he only when he’s in the mood. Henry James took too long to say 
everything, although there were splendid things when they came, like his 
remark to me about Schuster and Claude Phillips, when they’d been gassing 
for hours, that “they spread a continent of talk around them—a perfect Holy 
Land.” 

Conrad never said anything very interesting in his last years; he was too 
preoccupied with money and gout. He was only thrilling when he lost his 
temper and chattered and screamed like a monkey. George Moore talks 
more nonsense than anyone I know, as when he told me that “Anne Bronte 
was the only genius in that family.” But it’s interesting nonsense. Beerbohm 
Tree at the Garrick at supper was a magnificent talker, improvising like a 
great artist. But men like old Birrell, for instance, greatly reputed, are in 
their old age terrible bores. People are unexpected. I overheard Aldous 
Huxley talking to Beresford once about why he wrote the novels he did, 
and it was like a schoolgirl enthusing about her pet rabbits Arthur Benson 
used to be good when he was thoroughly malicious. He picked out his 
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friends’ weaknesses like plums out of a pudding and ate them greedily one by 
one. 

By far the best now is Gosse, who when he talks of Tennyson, Browning, 
Gissing, etc, is thrilling. His imitation of Gissing’s proud shyness, of Brown¬ 
ing dining out thirty nights running and proposing to any girl who hippened 
to be around—all very splendid. But why is it the good things are ah /ays the 
shabby mean ones? An old question with no answer. 

As soon as the tour was over ]ie hurried back to London t< watch 
the final rehearsals of A Man with Red Hair at the Little Theatre It was 
the first time he had heard his ow n dialogue spoken aloud in ] ublic— 
for Robin s Father in its acted form had been much more Be* er than 
Walpole—and he found it both gratifying and exciting to see the 
creations of his brain given three-dimensional life on the stage and to 
hear, after so many years, the naines of Maradick and Treliss )rought 
back so vividly to life. Benn Lt^vy had made a first-rate jol of the 
dramatisation, the cast was excellent, and Charles Laughton p resented 
Hugh’s ‘‘exact conception of Crispin.” The dress rehearsal took place 
before an audience on February 26 and “went perhaps pretty well, but 
I was miserable. An old man next me snoring throughout the even¬ 
ing.” However, the first night passed off smoothly, the critics were 
impressed, and though the play only ran for two months it achieved a 
considerable succh d'estime, if not de scandale. 

In March there occurred a tiny incident which illustrates sharply 
how insensitive Hugh, himself hypersensitive to every word and deed, 
could be to the feelings of others. In his diary it is described as an 
“evening with Cazalets and Wodehouses. Such a silly play that Ethel 
W. and I laughed, which irritated Plum.” While P. G. Wodehouse 
writes: 

He had a curious bUnd spot about other people’s feelings, due, I have 
always thought, to a super-selfconsciousness. I remember him taking a party 
of us to a theatre, where we had seats in the front row of the stalls. The play 
turned out to be pretty bad, and I can remember still my agony as Hugh 
suddenly started to apologize to us for bringing us to such a rotten show—at 
what seemed to me the top of his voice. He appeared quite obhvious to the 
fact that the actors could hear all he was saying. 

On his forty-fourth birthday IVintersmoon was pubhshed and he re¬ 
corded the Piccadilly flat “so full of flowers that it’s like an actress’s 
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boudoir/’ This was by no means unusual, since Hugh loved always 
to have his rooms filled with flowers. Carnations were his favourites 
and for years, summer and winter, he had a weekly box sent from the 
growers. 

Reviews of the book were all he could wish, and he would have been 
extremely pleased if he had known that a few days later William 
Temple, the future Archbishop of Canterbury, was to write to his wife: 

Yesterday I finished Wintersmoon —^it is immensely interesting. As far as 
it has a moral, it is in favour of the old-fashioned virtues; but I suppose the 
author would hate the notion that he had one at all. I have enjoyed it 
enormously.^ 

A month at Brackenburn devoted to Rogue Merries did much to 
restore his confidence in that immense work. “I must remember too 
that no one knows very much about the eighteenth century really, or 
only a few do. I can be venturous.” By mid-April he was astonished 
to find he had written forty thousand words (“they seem to have come 
out of nowhere”) and was also encouraged by the news that Winters-- 
moon had sold twenty thousand copies in its first month, not to mention 
forty-five thousand in America. 

The volume of his daily correspondence began to worry him; “there 
is simply no end to it and I never get clear. So many of the letters are 
about nothing.” The trouble was that he always insisted on answering 
every letter in his own hand: only in moments of illness or extreme 
crisis would he consent to use a stenographer. With mounting success 
his mail grew in proportion: at this period it was quite usual for him to 
receive forty letters by the first post, and it was his custom to answer 
most if not all of them before he began his morning’s work on the 
novel. He had always looked forward to the postman’s arrival, yet 
now he could write: “How little I once thought that the time would 
ever come when I should pray for no letters.” 

5 

He was in no mood for London when he returned there at the end 
of the month, and soon he succumbed to one of those occasional bursts 

* William Temple, Archbishop of Canterbury, His Life and Letters, by F. A. Iremonger 
(1948). 
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of nervous irritability which, amounting sometimes almost to brain¬ 
storms, continued to dismay, and prostrate him all through his hfe. 
Usually they were occasioned by someone’s chance remark, as had 
happened with Arthur Ransome and Jim Annand, but sometimes, as 
now, it was simply that he became “increasingly nervous all day^ and by 
the evening I was really in despair, feeling that I couldn’t stan I either 
the flat or London, and that I mu^t break everything to pieces.’ Years 
later he described the symptoms of these experiences: 

I was suddenly submerged with v)ne of those waves of passiona e anger 
that are altogether childish, absurd and futile. I am fifty-five yeai > of age 
and I have not yet outgrown them . . there is a chance word, a me i^ement, 
a smile, and the blood has burst in my head hke fireworks on the Fifth of 
November. I see nothing, hear nothing, feel notliing but a passionate flaming 
desire to destroy my enemy. Woids pour from me. I say anyth ng, Hes, 
curses, accusations, insinuations, anything, anything, however iish and 
scandalous. A moment later it is all over and I am nothing but a fool, re¬ 
gretting a thousand things. Surely, surely, at my age? If only they were not 
so sudden, so unexpected, if they would but give me a httle warning.^ 

He was still in the grip of his demon when, during the first week of 
May, he “gave the Femina Prize to Virginia Woolf. A frightful 
occasion. Rows of old female novelists glaring at me. I made a rotten 
speech. Everyone desperately nervous. Drinkwater went with me.” 

But out of this miserable occasion grew one of the happiest of all his 
friendships. After the ceremony Virginia Woolf asked him to dinner 
at her house in Tavistock Square, and a few days later he wrote: 
“Evening enchanting—with the Woolfs and Lopokova. It had a kind 
of fairy quality about it. I was diffident but Virginia encouraged me, 
talking about writing as though we were on a level!” 

These are assuredly the accents of an essentially diffident man, and 
since Hugh has so often been accused of complacency and conceit, they 
may perhaps here be underlined. Running through all his friendship 
with Virginia Woolf was this note of genuine humility in face of her 
artistic genius. When Orlando was pubUshed later that year, Hugh de¬ 
clared in his journal that “it lights up all the cottage with its crystal 
shine. What a book! So English literature still lives.” And in the mar- 

^ Roman Fountain (1940). 
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gin he added: “This marks the difference between genius and talent. 
Orlando is all genius. I have only a good talent.” 

So much for his opinion of her as a writer. As a woman he regarded 
her with a deep affection and with an awe which was almost rever¬ 
ential, as though she were a goddess or an oracle. Whenever he was 
going to visit her, or she was coming to tea with him, he would behave 
like a boy going to a party, taking immense pains with his appearance 
and bubbling over with excitement. He was immensely and genuinely 
flattered at being accepted even as an occasional visitor in the heart of the 
“Bloomsbury” intelligentsia, though always in a comer of his mind was 
the lurking dread that perhaps behind his back he was being laughed at.^ 

And Virginia Woolf, what did she on her side feel towards him? 
First, clearly, affection—the same kind of emotion which Henry James 
and Conrad and his other friends had felt in their time—for, as must by 
now have become apparent, Hugh was an intensely lovable person, 
who could, when he was in the mood, be enchanting company. And 
when he was with Virginia Woolf he was always in the mood. Then 
too she, who loved to look into and leam everything about the lives 
of every kind of person, immensely enjoyed probing for the minutest 
details of his life past and present, and as a talker Hugh was at his best 
in descriptive reminiscence. She was one of the few people who 
accepted him at his own valuation as a “real abnormal romantic” 
and he gratefully and delightedly responded. 

On her death, which occurred only a few weeks before his own, he 
wrote in his journal: 

I shall miss her all my life. There never has been, there never will be, anyone 
in the least hke her. She was so distinguished that you felt she was made 
of some precious, shining; rare metal. She had immense dignity, reserve, 
aloofness, and yet was human, Hving, inquisitive. ... I told her incidents 
of my life I have never told to anybody, not even Harold. Odd how I feel, 
with all my regret and indeed anger at her going, a faint relief because now I 
am safe again. No one shall ever know the things I told Virginia. I wonder 
how many others of her friends are in the same box? She had a genius 
for making one tell her things! 

1 Vita Sackville-West remembers that Hugh was “tried out” at a Bloomsbury party 
of Vanessa Bell’s. He immediately realised what was happening and was liked for 
taking it in good part. 
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On May 15 Anthony Trollope was published, and Hugh was so en¬ 
couraged by the favourable opinions of Priestley, and indeed of most 
people, that he decided to carry out another idea which for s< »me time 
he had cherished—of making an anthology of his favourite p. .ssages in 
the Waverley novels and prefacing them with a long critic al intro¬ 
duction—“if I ever have time! But what fun life is!” Time v as found 
at last, and the book appeared f >ur years later. 

Two American visitors broug .it good news. George Dorat reported 
that the American sales of Wintcrsmoon had reached the imprc iive total 
of seventy thousand copies, ant i Lee Keedick offered a fee ( f ^1000 
(which Hugh accepted) for t^venty lectures to be deliven d in the 
States at the beginning of 1930. Encouraged by this inteUigen :e, Hugh 
travelled to Hamburg, where he spent ten days with the Melciiors and 
attended his friend’s debut in Otello. “I am truly rewarded for my early 
troubles,” he decided, and to mark the occasion he purchased a Renoir 
landscape for two hundred guineas and brought it proudly home. 

When he reached Brackenbum, Ro£ue Herries “came flooding back 
all day, and by evening had driven everything else of every sort from 
my mind.” But, alas, he had already arranged another foreign visit, 
and by the end of June he was on a train bound for Reval in Esthonia, 
once more deep in Proust, whom he so often chose as a travelling 
companion. “I cannot ever tire of the wit and dehcacy and beauty. 
This seems to me the supreme achievement of the feminine mind in 
writing. It is the other end of Tolstoy, who is completely masculine.” 

His week as the guest of the Esdionian Government at tlieir National 
Festival bored him profoundly, and less than ever could he understand 
why he had left home. “Why do I do it? But tliese foreign trips give 
furniture to my mind, I suppose.” He had hardly got back to Bracken- 
bum (“it smoothes me down like a bird’s wing”) and begun Part II of 
Rogue Herries, when who should arrive but Sinclair Lewis and his new 
wife Dorothy Thompson. Hugh had attended tlieir wedding in die 
Savoy Chapel in May, and now they were exploring England in a 
caravan and gathering impressions which were later used in Dodsworth. 
By die time Hugh had shown them the beauties of die neighbourhood 
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it was August and time for him to set off in die car with Harold for a 
month in the south. 

Harold was by now a first-class driver, but even his massive imper¬ 
turbability was shattered when he once, on Hugh’s orders, attempted 
to teach him to drive. There is a degree of anxiety by which even the 
most resolute of nervous systems is prostrated, and when Harold had 
with some difficulty regained the wheel, they agreed that Hugh was 
temperamentally unsuited for driving, and the subject was not men¬ 
tioned again. 

Now they drove first to Clemence Dane’s house at Hunthay near 
Axminster in South Devon, where they stayed a week, and Hugh 
wrote ‘‘the best bit of my life . . . describing the killing of the witch.” 
Of his hostess he wrote in his diary: “What a fine generous creature she 
is, how genuine and sincere! I should never have known her if I hadn’t 
come here.” She was indeed all he claimed for her, and much more 
besides. In many ways she and Hugh were very similar in character 
and interests: both were warm-hearted, generous, and full of creative 
energy; both were immensely industrious and cared fervently for their 
writing. Reading was a common passion, and it is only questionable 
which was the more appreciative or the faster reader. Later, when the 
Book Society was in full swing, and the Selection Committee deluged 
with proofs of forthcoming books, guests in their respective houses 
reported that it was a common occurrence for either of them to take 
half a dozen proofs up to bed, and to come down to breakfast next 
morning having mastered the lot and prepared to be examined oh 
details of all six plots: nor did either of them suffer from insomnia. 
Indeed, the enthusiasm of diese two fervid and catholic advocates of 
hterary talent might well have brought the deliberations of the com¬ 
mittee to a standstill, had it not been for the steadying influence of its 
remaining members. 

From Hunthay Hugh and Harold drove on to Cornwall, where they 
spent a happy sunny holiday at Penberth near Land’s End. Worry 
about his diabetes (he had again forsaken his diet) and his eyes, which 
had been troubling him, disappeared in the laziness of sun-bathing and 
attempting to swim, Harold, who it will be recalled was an expert 
swimmer, for years taught, or attempted to teach, the elements of 



THE BEST THINGS IN LIFE 


293 


AET. 44] 

the business to Hugh, but it proved almost as unsuited to his tempera¬ 
ment as driving a car, and though he often believed he had mastered the 
technique and claimed to have proceeded some distance out of his 
depth, it seemed to others that, unless Harold was close beside him, 
a few rather frantic strokes marked the limit of his achieven ent. 

And all the time his appreciation of and affection for Hai old grew 
steadily: “This afternoon he was perfect, with a sweetness ai d tender¬ 
ness through his imperturbability which no one else alive las”; and 
again: “Sometimes I feel that things are more than I can max age. The 
general unfairness and the weak ness of my own character. T len H. C. 
comes along and sees me throuj’h... . No question but this ht > been the 

best week of my life_I really know now beyond any discu: sion what 

are the best things in life.” More and more indispensable d d Harold 
become, so that quite soon H igh disliked being separated irom him 
even for a few days. 


7 

The McKennas came to stay at Brackenbum during September, but 
neither their agreeable presence nor anything else could stay the advance 
o(Rogue Merries, “buzzing like a bee in my head. If only the outside 
world would leave me alone for a bit! How can I contrive this? What 
can I do to escape letters and people?” But, except at moments of high 
creative pressure such as this, he did not truly want to escape them, 
would indeed have soon turned melancholy had he succeeded (as he so 
easily could) in doing so. So he compromised by deciding that, 
visitors or no, he would keep strictly to his working hours, as Elizabeth 
did at Chalet Solcil. 

After breakfast at 8.30 he wrote letters for an hour and then worked 
uninterruptedly at his novel. After luncheon he would read or walk, or 
talk to his visitors, or go for a drive in the car. He never worked after 
luncheon except when the excitement of finishing a book drove him 
on, but so quickly did his pen cover the paper, without pause or hesita¬ 
tion, that in tliose few morning hours he accomplished more than most 
writers could achieve in a whole day. His stories had usually been 
working themselves out in his head for a long time before he began to 
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write them down, and the only notes he made were in the form of a 
fairly foil synopsis of each novel in a notebook, giving chapter-titles 
(which were often changed when he came to write them) embelhshed 
with red initial-letters and countless drawings of rabbits—the height of 
Hugh’s accomplishment as a draughtsman. 

The manuscripts of his books were usually adorned in the same way, 
and when they returned from the typist he would have them richly 
bound, each in several morocco volumes. One or two he gave away— 
Mr Perrin to the Fitzwilliam, The Old Ladies to the Bodleian—and one. 
The Duchess of Wrexe, he sold to an American collector for ;^I50. The 
rest stayed at Brackenbum and in Piccadilly, where they stood round 
him in brightly-coloured rows, to remind him of the countless hours 
of bliss he had devoted to their composition. 

At times he would worry about his inability to revise what he had 
written, but cheered himself by remembering that Scott had often 
written almost as fluently. In 1931 he said in an interview he gave to 
Louise Morgan: ^ 

I don’t revise much. In fact, I don’t revise at all. It goes down, and there 
it stays. I was rather alarmed about this at one time. Galsworthy showed me 
a manuscript of his that was just black ... I went home and scratched out 
masses of sentences, and rewrote them no better than they were before. Then 
I gave it up ... I have the manuscript of The Fortunes of Nigel, with not one 
word changed in it. And I have a James Payn manuscript covered with 
revisions. 

Just now he could scarcely spare time to correct the proofs of Farthing 
Hall, so closely did Rogue Herries grip him. One day he “got absolutely 
caught into the episode of the Prince, so that when I had to break off to 
go into Carlisle it was like waking physically from a dream.” He be¬ 
came so interested in the lesser actors in his drama, especially one called 
Deborah, that he felt he “could write a novel about her easily, or indeed 
about any of the other minor characters in this book.... It fills out like 
a balloon and is rich like a plum cake.” By the end of September, after 
nine months’ work, half the book was finished. 

While Hugh was writing, Harold would tinker with the car, and in 


^ Published in Everyman, 4 June 1931. 
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the evenings cut out and stick into large scrapbooks any articles, re¬ 
views, or photographs which had caught Hugh’s fancy in the news¬ 
papers. These scrapbooks make fascinating reading today, besides 
providing illuminating sidelights on Hugh’s tastes and interests. The 
latter were this time enlarged to include a man whom he believed 
to be a local genius, an uneducated Cumbrian with literary m linations 
called J. M. Denwood. He had been a poacher and was famo is for his 
knowledge of local verse and ballads, which he purveyed at fairs and 
other bucolic gatherings. Enco uraged by Hugh he launched out into 
prose fiction, and his first novel, a tale of a Cumberland poac er called 
Red Ike, was later (when it had been knocked into shape by I . Fowler 
Wright) foisted by Hugh on t » the Book Society, with disc Duraging 
results on the membership. Now Denwood paid his firs visit to 
Brackenbum, and Hugh thus described him: 

Genius + Idiot + Peasant. The Genius showed me the stars, the Idiot said 
he was a Necessitarian over and over again, and the Peasant locked his bed¬ 
room door. Altogether rather disappointed, and understand why the 
Labour Party don’t move faster. 

Later and less difficult visitors were the Brett Youngs and Priestley. 
As always Hugh rejoiced in Priestley’s company, and together they 
read aloud some more of Hugh’s early diaries, laugliing “to burst, 
rather cruelly, at that earnest young man.” When Hugh recorded this 
episode in his journal he added: “But as a matter of fact this diary of 
twenty years later is just as priggish. It’s the devil of a period tliis to be 
self-conscious in, and the only way to escape is to see oneself as an 
absurd anxious-eyed chimpanzee wondering which way the next nut 
will fall.” On October 16 The Silver Thorn was published, and reading 
through its stories, which covered most of his writing Ufe, Hugh noted 
in his journal that “some of the bits about other people are amusing, 
but all the bits about myself are priggish and silly.” 


8 

In October he spent a week-end with the Cazalets, and the accident 
of talking on the same day with two of the most remarkable English- 
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men alive prompted him to attempt one of the more elaborate and 
successful set pieces in his journal: 


KIPLING AND WINSTON 

Seeing them both on tlie same day—a nice autunm Sunday down at the 
Cazalets’, Fairlawne—and having a chance of being alone with them gives 
them a good opportunity of contrast. 

Kipling at Fairlawne is like a little gnome. All sorts of people about. The 
Athlones—she with her funny old German governess who says not a word 
but suddenly breaks out once with “Ach, Thomas Mann—he’s a splendid 
writer” and looks across the table scornfully at Kipling as though she’d like 
to tell him how inferior she thinks he is. And J. H. Thomas suddenly putting 
his arm confidentially through mine after lunch, although he scarcely knows 
me, and chuckling: “You’re a noveHst. Well, keep your eye on me, my boy, 
for I’m your next P.M. ’Ow’s that for a prophecy?” And then catching 
Kipling’s arm and chuckling in his ear some rather dirty joke about Labour 
Gentlemen of the Bedchamber. Not that Kiphng cares in the least about 
any of them. He is kindly, genial, ready apparently to be friends with anyone 
but keeping all the time his own guard. 

I asked him at luncheon whether he approved of censorship (a propos of 
this tiresome stupid Well of Loneliness). No, he doesn’t approve of the book. 
Too much of the abnormal in all of us to play about with it. Hates opening 
up reserves. All the same he’d had friends once and again he’d done more 
for than for any woman. Luckily Ma KipUng doesn’t hear tliis—but she’s 
had her ear at his keyhole for so long that, without hearing anytliing, she 
nevertheless suspects and turns her dull eye on to me as much as to say: 
“Now the moment you’re tiresome you^o, so if you want to stay with him 
you’d better behave.” Nor do I blame her. She’s a good strong-minded 
woman, who has played watch-dog to him so long that she knows now just 
how to save liim any kind of disturbance, mental, physical or spiritual. 
That’s her joh and she does it superbly. 

All the same he manages to tell me all about my short stories [The Silver 
Thorn], He’s read them, he really has. Likes especially The Tarn. “By Jove 
you are hard on parsons,” he says and manages to leave a pleasant tingle in 
my cheeks. 

He does this, I fancy, with everyone. He’s endlessly kind and endlessly 
reserved. His black eyebrows, which today jut out Hke furry rocks over his 
eyes, keep guard. When I tell him later that we were all amused about his 
mistake over Jane Austen and Scott,^ he jokingly defends it, but she doesn’t 
like my telling him of it and gives me another warning look. 

^ In his poem Jane's Marriage Kiplit^ made Sir Walter welcome Jane in Paradise, 
whereas in fact she died fifteen years before he did. Kipling later revised the poem. 
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He really, I think, has no vanity. He’s a zealous propagandist who, having 
discovered that the things for which he must propagand are now all out of 
fashion, guards them jealously and lovingly in his heart, but won t any more 
trail them about in pubHc. 

He walks about the garden, his eyebrows all that are really visibb of him. 
His body is nothing but his eyes terrific, lambent, kindly, gentle and ex¬ 
ceedingly proud. Good to us all ard we are all shadows to him. 

“Carrie,” he says turning to Mrs. K, and at once you see that 1 he is the 
only real person here to liim—so si e takes him, wraps him up in h ir bosom 
and conveys him back to their u icomfortable hard-chaired hon e. He is 
quite content. 

Winston is quite another matter “Tiny” [Victor] Cazalet tool me over 
in the afternoon to his country ma: sion. I went in some tremor b( cause the 
times that weVe met he has been .nything but amiable—grumpy, hunched 
and silent. 

We found him building a wall of a garage at the bottom of th i garden. 
He was in a dirty shirt and brown workman’s trousers. He grunted at us 
and patted his bricks and mortar. Then as he walked up the garden Cazalet 
told him about Rothermere’s labour views. Winston grunted again, 
muttered: “Well, what does he mean . . . etc, etc.” More of R’s views on 
taxation: “Yes, we might take it off beer. On the other hand . . .” Then 
suddenly, bringing us opposite a bright pink wall most of wliich he’s built 
himself, rises to real animation—“Now there*s a wall. Beautiful. And it’s 
going to spread as far as this. Nice colour, isn’t it? All that I built myself!” 
Then, his eyes sulky again, grunts once more: “We might take it off beer of 
course.” 

He takes us round the garden and we come to the little lake on which 
there are some wild-fowl and two black swans majestically floating. Very 
beautiful, the little lake in the evening faintly green under the shelving lawn, 
and then ebony black, small pink clouds floating over the wood. He’s 
hugely proud of the two black swans. He calls to them and they, seeing he 
has no food, move away from him disdainfully. They are as egoistic as he 
and understand him perfectly. He enjoys their egotism, is fond of them 
for it. 

We move up to the house. I say a few things but he doesn’t hsten at all, 
sulky again because he is thinking of Rothermere. Inside the house, which is 
very pleasant, smells nice, old paneUing, dark passages, up in his room he 
gives me a stiff whisky and soda. 

Over his writing-table there is Sargent’s drawing of his mother. “There’s 
a fine thing! She was hke that! Wasn’t she grand?” He is entirely changed. 
All the sulkiness is gone. I ask to see his paintings. He’s like a schoolboy, shy 
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and stiff. Says they are all away, at the bottom of the garden. But they aren’t. 
They are all here stacked behind a bureau. So he drags them out, secretly 
pleased. And they are alive and interesting, especially some chalk heads. 
Lots of colour in the skies, Riviera scenes mostly. I praise some and he is 
entirely modest, saying he’s never had time to learn and never will have. 
And I wonder to myself, would I have seen anything in these if they’d been 
painted by Mr Snooks of Clapham? Yes, I would. They have vigour, 
energy, personality. He’s like a friendly schoolboy now, not because he 
likes me but because I’ve turned his mind to things he’s happy about. 

He picks up Morley’s war apologia and breaks into a flaming account of 
the war—August 4th incidents. How Morley and Burns, had they waited a 
day or two, would have been all right, but they wouldn’t wait. How Lloyd 
George nearly waited but just caught the last bus. How he had the Turkish 
ship confiscated and, if war had been averted, would have certainly been 
imprisoned for doing so. 

Not that he would have cared for prison, you can hear him thinking. He’s 
the real adventurer now and ought to have a cutlass at his belt and a red cap 
on his head. I like liim greatly thus, but he’s not very reassuring as a Minister 
of our dear country. He’s the king of tlie schoolboys and loves to be. 

He takes us downstairs to the dining-room where, over the sideboard, he 
has painted a picture of bottles, glasses and cigar-boxes—a very vibrating 
lively picture. The bottles greet liim as friends. 

Then we go. He gives me a friendly goodbye but before I’m in the road 
he’s back into his piratical schemes again. 

“Yo ho, Yo ho, and a Bottle of Rum!” 


8 

In London Hugh lunched with Granville Barker, bought two 
Epstein drawings, spoke at a literary luncheon, and entertained to 
dinner his old friend M., the lady to whom he had once proposed, and 
her husband. Recording the occasion in his diary he wrote: “She’s the 
woman for me!” His old friend Percy Anderson was dying in King’s 
College Hospital, and Hugh paid him several visits, though he doubted 
whether the old man recognised him. It had been arranged that Sickert 
should paint Hugh’s portrait,^ but before the day of the first sitting 
another meeting took place which was to have far-reaching results. 

The American Book-ofi-the-Month Club was already a flourishing 

^ The artist had agreed by telegram: ybs op couhsb i wul do walpolbs portrait i am 

GRATEFUL TO HIM FOR RECOGNISING THAT MY PAINTING IS ILLUSTRATION SICKERT. 
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concern, and Arnold Bennett thought it would be a good plan to start 
something of the kind in England. He enlisted the support of A. S. 
Frere (then Frere-Reeves), a recently appointed director of William 
Heinemann Ltd, the pubUshers: he in his turn enrolled Alan Bott, 
editor of the Graphic, and later Arthur Barker. They obtained fi aancial 
backing and then set about looking for a Selection Committee to 
choose the books for them. Bennett favoured a committee of < nc at a 
salary which they could not aifford, so he regretfully withdrew. 

Frere had met Hugh at Elizabeth’s as long ago as 1921, and tl ey had 
met and corresponded at intervals in the years between. Now, n May 
1928, Hugh replied to a letter from Frere: “I think the Book of the 
Month Club suggestion is most interesting and I would of coui se love 
to have a finger in it if it comes to anything; also I am proui I to be 
asked to be Chairman ... I hope though that you will get namej on the 
committee that will reassure the public, people who are not craiiks nor 
like to drive always in the direction of a special clique.” By C)ctober 
plans were well advanced, and on the 26th Hugh attended a meeting in 
London at which he formally accepted the Chairmanship of the Selec¬ 
tion Committee of the Book Society, as the concern was then named. 
The remainder of the committee, chosen by Hugh in consultation with 
the others, were Priestley, George Gordon, Clemence Dane, and Sylvia 
Lynd. The first Book Society choice was published in April 1929. 

Meanwhile the Sickert portrait was begun. 

Oct. 28. To Sickert to be painted. The old man very charming, beautiful 
eyes, soft voice, very gentle with sudden irascible obscenities. Lunched at his 
funny house without carpets, sitting-room with a roughcast wall, a Greek 
head and Tintoretto drawings. He most amiable, sweet, clever. She a little 
quiet mousy Frenchwoman. 

Oct, 29. To Sickert again. He did nothing whatever, complaining of the 
light. It’s no use my being fussed by this. He’s apparendy going to take 
weeks and weeks and I must just endure it. 

When the portrait ^ was finished Hugh elaborated his impressions of 
the painter in his journal: 

^ There are two portraits of Hugh by Sickert: this one, wliich Hugh bought and be¬ 
queathed to the Fitzwilliam Museum at Cambridge; and another, also an oil-painting 
but dated 1929. This was presumably painted entirely from photographs and memory, 
and is now in the Glasgow Art Gallery. 
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Thinking of Sickert ... he isolates himself utterly from everybody, even 
his little Oriental-faced wife. 

It is not at all that he is hermit-like or scornful of Hfe. Far from it; he is 
eager to hear anything about life at all—morals, furniture, persona] habits, 
colours, games—but his personality is so entirely of its own and so dis¬ 
tinctive that he makes a world of his own. A world that has all its own laws. 
For instance he tells me every day that he prefers Gene Stratton-Porter’s 
Freckles to Madame Bovary —a more important book he tliinks. It tells you 
about a little girl having her hair cut and about butterflies, things he doesn’t 
know so much about, whereas he knows all about the Bovary woman. 

He makes some things clear to me about portrait-painting at which I’ve 
always wondered. Why, for instance, portrait-painters should be such 
copyists. Why must Kelly, Orpen, etc, spend endless hours in making their 
sitters hang on distressfully to get the buttons, sleeves, etc, correct ? Having 
got the spirit of the sitter in a drawing or two, surely they’ve got everything 
and can paint the rest as they please when they please. So Sickert does his 
little drawings, takes a photograph, and then the rest is ''his affair,” not at all 
the sitter’s. 

Wandering about his studio (which is dirty, tumble-down Camden 
Town, Charlie Peace, pubs and cabbage) with his little grey peaked beard 
(grown since his illness), his most beautiful eyes (his eyes blue and affectionate, 
his forehead of a fine, noble, unstained whiteness), without a collar, an old 
grey suit with sometimes a black cap on his head, he walks Hke a sick man 
(he wiU not, I think, live much longer) and chuckles and laughs at almost 
everything. He is most affectionate, always wanting to give one something, 
takes nothing seriously, is French in his lightness, German in his love of food, 
Camden Town in his love for liis boxing cabman. Regency in his love of 
Bath, the old London streets, and artist unselfconsciously all the time. 

His complaint is that English contemporary artists know nothing about 
anything, and you feel it to be true when in a quarter of an hour he makes a 
drawing that is full of drama, irony, suggestion—a novelist’s drawing. He 
sees all life in an iron bedstead or a jerry or a tea-pot. When the photo¬ 
grapher comes in he is sharp and autocratic, impatient, obviously will stand 
no nonsense from anyone. He has some of the charming, unfeeling courtesy 
of Conrad. He is courteous by tradition rather than feeling. His house has 
bare boards on passages and stairs. The drawing-room is charming with 
walls as the painters left them before they put on the paper, covered with 
white blotches, a black pedestal with a carved head and (he says) some 
Tintoretto drawings the only wall adornment, on the mantelpiece a Greek 
marble head with a broken nose and some silver-tinsel ornaments. His study 
is a howling wilderness. 

He trots about, his black cap on the side of his head, his body bent like a 
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becoming-old man, courteous, ironical, gentle, interested. He talks of his 
work because he must make money, very grateful to Wilson ^ who he says 
“has saved his old age.” Life obviously has no point at all for him except as 
giving opportunity for the artist of putting it into terms of art. He forgets 
everything else. If he Hkes you (and he hkes me—feels me sereie and 
tranquillising) there’s no end to his kindness and generosity. But it’s >nly so 
long as you have some relation to art that he remembers you. 

8 

In November Hugh made a new friend, who seemed a like y pro¬ 
vider of that intellectual compaiionship which he still lacki d, for 
Harold who gave him so much o*:cn lamented his own lack of higher 
education. This was Baron Erik Palmstiema, then Swedisl Am¬ 
bassador at the Court of St JamcN’s, and Hugh found him “v xy in¬ 
telligent, very honest, very good-hearted.” Now too at a Imicheon 
party he met A. E. Housman: “Quiet little man with an apparer t sneer 
due to his moustache, but I liked him greatly and could get on with him 
I think. Not at all alarming. Great sense of ironic humour.” Then 
came a dinner at the Woolfs’ and “on to Vanessa Bell’s—Clive Bell, 
Duncan Grant, Francis Birrell, all most amiable. They denounced 
Hardy and Lawrence and we discussed perversion.” After the Well of 
Loneliness case this was a favourite subject, and a few days later at 
dinner Arnold Bennett “ardently defended the liberty of the abnormal.” 
Hugh had been one of many leading writers who attended the court to 
give evidence of the book’s literary merit, but the magistrate, Sir 
Chartres Biron, condemned it without allowing them to speak. 

After a week-end with the Galsworthys, Hugh drove to Canterbury 
to attend the enthronement of the new Archbishop. He sat with 
Buchan, Masefield, Holst, Newbolt, Vaughan Williams, and William 
Nicholson, and enjoyed it immensely. There followed a week-end 
with Vita Sackville-West, during which they paid a visit to the poet 
Dorothy Wellesley at her lovely house Penns-in-the-Rocks and “talked 
all the afternoon in a manner to give any worthy magistrate a fit! 
Happy evening before the fire. I am very fond of Vita. There is some¬ 
thing beautiful in her personality.” With her next day Hugh broadcast 
for the first time—a debate on “The Position of Women Today.” 

^ R. E. A. Wilson of the Savilc Gallery. 
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Brackenbum and Rogue Herries were waiting for him, and directly he 
arrived the book began to “flow like milk and honey. Ought it to or 
not? I can’t help it.” On the eve of his departure for Edinburgh he 
“wrote to Macmillan outlining my plans for the next seven years’ 
writing. Never felt so full of bursting energy.” 

But as soon as he arrived in Edinburgh diabetic symptoms returned 
and he felt “ninety years old with an ache everywhere.” Nevertheless 
he spent “a most happy Christmas Day. In the morning Father preached 
a really remarkable sermon, clear, concise and vigorous. Wonderful 
old man!” On January 4, his diabetes persisting, Hugh was for the 
first time injected with insulin, and although he believed this to be only 
a temporary measure, it soon became his daily portion. 

Back to Brackenbum for the final burst of Rogue Herries. Once 
again the last chapter “wrote itself and decided just how much it 
should be and I had nothing to do with it.” The end came on the 
evening of January ii. “The moment I’d finished I rushed up to the 
house and gave Harold a dig in the stomach.” Then they celebrated 
in the kitchen on Oxo and brussels sprouts—all the diet permitted— 
and Hugh confessed to a “strange feeling of thrilling excitement.” 
The usual emptiness and depression did not follow the completion of 
this book. For one thing, he now knew he could carry out his four- 
book scheme without its overweighting him. Indeed his mind imme¬ 
diately leapt still further, and beyond the four he glimpsed yet another 
quartet of novels, which should carry the history of the Herries family 
from the sixteenth century to the point where Rogue Herries began. 
But first, before even he tackled the next volume, now tentatively 
called Lovers under Skiddaw but later renamed Judith Paris, another story 
came “lustily kicking about in my mind, all Piccadilly, crowds, and 
corpses, with a jolly villain this time and no sadism!” This was Above 
the Dark Circus, originally called Death Above the Circus, which he began 
a couple of months later. 

Now he was ready for a holiday, but before he left Brackenbum he 
took down his journal again and wrote: 

I don’t want to be confident, and certainly not complacent, but I think 
Virginia has shewn me—especially in To the Lighthouse and Orlando —how 
to get over a little of my sententiousness and sentimentaUty. I think both 
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Hans Frost and Herries show the beginning of this change and I must develop 
it farther without surrendering too much to her influence. Oh, I’ll be a writer 
yet if I keep on at it! Anyway God be praised for giving me so thrijihng an 
occupation! I might have been a bank clerk! No, that never, having no 
talent for sums. But something equally monotonous. However, I suppose 
nothing is monotonous if you’re made for it not to be. And equallj every¬ 
thing is if, etc. 

A propos, I’ve just been re-reading Hewlett’s Letters for my htdc n ^tice in 
the D.N.B. and there was a man who was always asserting that he wa some¬ 
thing which just at the moment he wasn’t. I remember how upset he was 
because he thought I’d plagiarized 'dm in The Duchess of Wrexe— I don’t 
remember how or why. How I loc ked up to and envied him at that time 
and was bewildered that so great a man should consider me for a n oment. 
So I felt when Kiphng talked to me of The Silver Thorn the other da ^ And 
yet I’m not exactly a modest man. But I felt then I could never coi le near 
The Queen s Quair, I don’t feel that any more, but I do feel that I cou d never 
touch Kim or My Lord the Elephant. How futile though these corn) )arisons 
are! All you must do is to squeeze your personality out to the very la>t drop. 
Never mind the kind of personahty it is. Be thankful if you have any to 
squeeze. 


9 

At the end of January Hugh took Harold for a holiday in Spain. At 
Barcelona they found the Melchiors, and soon Hugh was “back in my 
old opera life—up all night, jealousies among the singers, general con¬ 
fusion at the Opera House and so on.” However, he enjoyed Melchior’s 
debut in Tristan, despite the behaviour of the audience who talked and 
laughed all through the performance. 

When they reached Madrid, Hugh went straight to the Prado, where 
“the central Velasquez room sent me to my knees. I was so excited 
I was trembling all over.” And so on to Granada, Seville, Cor¬ 
dova, Toledo, and Segovia. During the trip he wrote two short stories, 
The Last Trump and A Carnation for an Old Man, to which he gave 
a Spanish background. Whenever the hotel had a wireless set he 
refreshed himself by listening to the cricket news from Australia. 

The flat was “looking lovely” when they arrived back at the end of 
February, and London seemed to Hugh “like an old family nurse 
welcoming one home.” Farthing Hall had just been published and was 
receiving what to Hugh were surprisingly good notices, there were the 
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proofs of Hans Frost to correct, and as he read the book again he was 
charmed by it. Altogether everything was at its happiest when, on the 
evening of March 4, he received a telegram to say his father had 
died suddenly earlier in the day. The Bishop had been very lively at 
luncheon, had done some visiting afterwards and received some callers. 
Dorothy came in to find him struggling for breath, and after only an 
hour’s illness he died. In much distress Hugh caught the night train to 
Edinburgh. 

Next day he wrote: 

Dorothy of course perfectly splendid, and the kindness and sympathy of 
everyone wonderful. It is marvellous to tliink that the old man has not left 
one enemy behind him, or even an approach to it ... D. and I rather 
desolate. When the last parent goes it is a lonely business. Consoled 
myself with Quixote and began my melodrama. Death Above the Circus. 

He was much pleased by the Daily MaiVs obituary notice, which 
was headed ‘‘The ICindest Person in Scotland.” March 7 was “the 
most lovely day I ever remember in Edinburgh,” and as Hugh saw 
his father buried beside his mother at Dalmahoy, “the rooks flew 
cawing over our heads, the ground was covered with snowdrops. A 
perfect end to a perfect life.” 

Hugh took Dorothy back to Brackenbum with him for a few days, 
and later in the month wrote a little about his father in his journal: 

One of the most remarkable tilings about liim was his patience under 
suffering. After his eyes went wrong in 1915 he must have had not only the 
constant fear lest he should go blind but perpetual daily irritations from 
limited vision, but no one ever heard him utter a word of complaint or 
impatience. Then last year when he had to lie in bed for six weeks he was 
marvellous, always cheerful, never thinking of himself. 

Another outstanding thing in him was his “guilelessness.” This exas¬ 
perated practical people who had to work with him, especially Scotchmen, 
but he hterally couldn’t beheve evil of anyone, thought everyone meant all 
they said and had an invincible optimism about everyone and everything. 
This developed in him after my mother’s death and her “gentle irony” 
was removed. 

He was quite unpractical. He had for instance no anxiety about Dorothy, 
although he knew that he would leave her practically penniless. He never 
once spoke to me of her future. 
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His religious faith was complete. He was as sure of heaven as though he’d 
been there, which I sometimes thought he had. 

He had no aesthetic sense whatever. He enjoyed a good novel but other¬ 
wise art was nothing to him, morahty everything. 

He understood good simple people like himself—anything at all t wisted, 
abnormal, confused, in personahty was altogether outside his ken. 'ie was 
obstinate as a child would be, sometimes very obstinate. But he was a saint 
with a child’s capacity for enjoyment, trust in people, and behef i 1 fairy 
tales. 



CHAPTER TWENTY 


QUITE ENOUGH GLORY 

I 

B ack to London went Hugh for most of April and May. He 
had quite given up trying to write his novels in the Piccadilly 
flat, but he found that the Cheevers’s home at Hampstead pro¬ 
vided sufficient peace, and there he now continued Above the Dark 
Circus. The Melchiors were in London, and he saw a good deal of 
them, and of his new friend Palmstiema. He made his first solo broad¬ 
cast, saw his first talking film, and had ‘‘an entrancing tea with Virginia 
Woolf—simply delightful. She at her very sweetest, worried as to 
why Bennett and Squire thought her ‘not a good writer.’ How every¬ 
one worries!” 

Soon the strain of continuous social activity began, as always, to get 
on his nerves, and it was a relief to go down to the country for a visit 
which gave occasion for another set piece in the journal: 

I had a very amusing Whitsun at Galsworthy’s—Bury near Pulborough, 
Sussex. A really lovely house, pearl-grey stone fronting lawns that run 
straight to the open fields. The house inside clean and shining hkc the inside 
of a nut, with the colour of his nephew’s pictures which are all over the 
house. Everything artistic. Liberty fashion and a Httle beyond it. Very Hke 
a special edition of one of John’s own books. 

Dehghtful time—only other guests Arnold Bennett and his lady. Amusing 
to see John and Bennett together. They really have nothing whatever in 
common except their good hearts. Whatever else may be said about them 
this remains—that they are absolutely good-hearted men, as Kipling and 
Shaw are but Wells and Moore are not. I don’t mean that Wells wouldn’t 
do a kind act—he continually does many—but malevolence lurks there, just 
as impotence checks Moore. 

The two dramatic moments were when Arnold stammering (not through 
modesty) related to Ada Galsworthy how for his journalism he had first i/- 
a word, then i/6, then two bob, and now half-a-crown—this ‘‘hymn of 
praise” rising higher and higher in his shrill uncouth voice, ending in a 
scream— *And —I like it—journalism—I like it!” While Ada grew paler and 
paler with horror at tliis commercial triumph and tried hard not to mind. 
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The other was whenj. G. was beaten at croquet, which he couldn’t bear. 
He has no sense of fun about games. They are battles for Galsworthian 
justice, and when he was beaten it was as though wc had acted Justice all over 
again, there on the lawn in front of his eyes. 

But he is a dear —gentle, honest, just, trying not to be self-conscious about 
his terrific present success. It was hard for Arnold to hear at dinne: that a 
first Man of Property had just fetched yCi38 at Hodgson’s, but he bore i well— 
only made a brief allusion to The Old Wipes* Tale and told me my tie was 
the wrong colour for my suit. 

We were all very happy together. They are two fme, generous, warm¬ 
hearted men, but all the time I saw Arnold a guttersnipe cocking snoo is from 
the street at J. G. magnificently dir. tng inside his elegant country- louse. I 
love them both. 


2 

June was the month for Braikenburn. Hugh had promi ed the 
Woolfs to write a volume on “T!ie Historical Novel” for the s ^ries of 
literary monographs which they were publishing through their own 
Hogarth Press. But after ten pages he decided that he “couldn’t and 
wouldn’t do it.” This decision was an immense relief to his mind, and 
when he learned that the Woolfs were not angry he began joyfully 
to correct the proofs of Rogue Merries, “which I’m racing through far 
faster than I ought to be. I never see things in proof as I ought to see 
them.” This was true enough, but luckily his publishers and their 
printers had learned to be on the alert. 

When the proofs were finished, Hugh spent the “evening quietly 
with H. C., writing dedication for Merries, he knows to whom.” It 
reads “For a Trusted Friend and in love of Cumberland.” Then he 
returned with renewed vigour to his melodrama. 

After a day in Edinburgh hunting with his sister for a house for her 
to live in, and some days in London, where he bought a new Alvis, 
Hugh set off with Harold for Cornwall. Ten days at St Buryan were 
filled with writing and bathing, and while Harold fished, Hugh sat 
on the rocks, “read an old Anthony Hope and was back in my cliild- 
hood—or back in any case in Polperro, where I used to watch the 
water seethe over the rocks just like this.” Above the Dark Circus 
was finished in Cornwall, leaving its author free to “let Judith Paris 
go ahead now and fill my brain as much as she pleases.” He also 

X 
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wrote a short story called Tarnhelm, and with Harold paid a brief visit 
to the Scilly Isles. He was sick on both journeys, but he saw enough 
of the archipelago to make him decide to return one day. 


3 

In August Hugh travelled to Sweden. After being feted in Stock¬ 
holm by reporters and others, he went on to stay with the Palmstiemas 
at Rattvik, but although he was fond of his hosts and partly occupied 
in writing a play called The Limping Man, he was soon ‘'longing for 
home. Nothing can prevent it—and I was peevish with Erik on an 
afternoon walk. What is ever to cure me of these irritable outbursts? 
Shall I never learn? All my friends have to suffer from them, but none 
suffer so much as I myself do.” 

The homeward journey was pure pleasure. London found him “too 
happy for words,” and Brackenbum “too excited almost to eat.” Once 
he got home there was no restraining Judith Paris, of which the first 
words were written on September 5. With his brother and sister he 
picnicked at Watendlath, and was once again so enchanted by the tarn 
and its cluster of houses tucked away in a hollow of the hills, that he 
decided to set part of his new story in its romantic seclusion. 

The publication of Hans Frost was marred for Hugh by the death 
in France of Ethel McKenna. She had been like a second mother to 
him and had helped him so much, particularly after the war when he 
had badly needed it. She had loved him dearly, and he who so desper¬ 
ately wanted everyone to love him had lost a great ally. “I feel this 
terribly,” he wrote. “No one will ever be to me again what she was. I 
felt quite lost all the evening.” He remembered too how, in his im¬ 
pulsive way, he had begged the McKennas to come to Brackenbum 
whenever they Uked, and how, only a few months ago, they had pro¬ 
posed themselves and he, not wanting to be disturbed, had told Harold 
to send a telegram saying he was ill and they couldn't come. Harold 
had refused point-blank, and now Hugh's grief was tinged with grati¬ 
tude that his waywardness had not been allowed to prevent this final 
meeting. It was probably meditation on his loss which caused him 
shortly afterwards to write to Frere: 
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I know that some sort of education is going on in my non-material self, and 
that that education is for a purpose. I know too that the more I lose myself 
in other people the happier and freer I am. A fine thing for an egoist like 
myself to say, but I detest that grubby, selfish, greedy personality of mine ... 
Tm as greedy, as vain, as sensual, as ever I was, but I do perceive mori ' clearly 
than I did that there is a much finer, wiser, freer personality waiting 10 shake 
its mean friend off. And love does last—both love and friendship. O ' course 
every relationship with every person has its own separate history— )ut one 
or two get finer and finer, I discover. 

The reviews of Hans Frost were the best since The Cathedral, bi t more 
exciting than any of them was the news that Virginia Woolf h ^d read 
the book. It was, she wrote, 

a book Tve enjoyed and read throi gh so quick there was no hold: ig me. 
We had visitors and I had an article to write and books to read, and there I 
sat reading on and on and on, pretci iding that I would only read on e more 
chapter and then stop; and then arguing that as there were only five more 
chapters I might as well finish. ... 1 made all sorts of notes in my nxaid as I 
went along. There’s a magnificent passage on friendship. There are odd 
peeps and all sorts of queer vistas. There’s a general radiancy and Christmas 
tree lustre that I find adorable. Of course, I don’t think it’s my world. I 
feel rather Hke the wife of a Pre-Raphaelite painter who has blundered in 
among Rubens and Matisse and cocktails and champagne and sits in a simple 
grey dress looking very odd and causing some alarm to her hostess. Poor 
woman! She is a little out of place I agree, but enjoys herself hugely, and 
trots off home to tell her husband, in their rather austere flat, all about it. 
Many, many thanks; I did enjoy myself hugely, she says. 

4 

In London for a week, Hugh met his new American pubhsher 
Nelson Doubleday, who had now absorbed Doran’s firm, and whom 
Hugh described as “a big very handsome fellow, kindly, good I should 
think.” At a party given by Doubleday at the Savoy Hugh met and 
talked with Edgar Wallace, whose daughter Pat was later to marry 
A. S. Frere and become one of Hugh’s few women friends. 

Almost immediately after this he spent a week-end with the Brett 
Yoimgs at Esthwaite. For his daily work 2it Judith Paris they gave him a 
room with a view, and he found it so stimulating that he determined to 
provide himself with one at home. Another room built on top of the 
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library seemed to be the solution, since this would give him a prospect 
of the lake and the hills beyond, above the trees which now obscured 
so much beauty from his eyes. 

Athene Seyler and Nicholas Hannen were welcome and favourite 
guests at Brackenbum. “I should like them to stay for ever,” wrote 
Hugh with more feeling than truth. He worked every day at his 
novel: “Today I killed David. I was quite sad and unhappy about it. 
He had been my friend for so long. I felt quite done up after writing 
of his death.” And the same day, to his sister: “I am sure no one gets 
so much pleasure in the actual writing of novels as I do!” Perhaps it 
was partly his constant change of scene in London and elsewhere which 
brought him back each time with a fresh zest for writing and prevented 
his ever tiring of this most enjoyable and rewarding of pastimes. 

5 

There followed six weeks in London—the usual frantic mixture of 
engagements, so exciting and wearing to live through, so difficult to 
chronicle smoothly. Twice he saw the Italian heavyweight boxer 
Camera: “Marvellous sight. Grandest human being I’ve ever seen. 
Will never till I die forget Camera rising after being downed, like a 
wild beast, and mshing on Stribling. A terrific scene.” He visited 
Mrs Belloc Lowndes and later had “tea with Virginia, Vita, young 
Rylands. Heavenly! Virginia discussed whether she was real or no. 
Decided no. James Stephens at the Lynds’. Said he believed only in 
cocktails and God.” Hugh sat for a bust by his old friend Jo Davidson, 
and at a luncheon party met Lloyd George: “Such a genial and charm¬ 
ing old rogue. Characteristically talked about my books as though 
they were his only reading. In great spirits, mouth and eyes twinkling, 
hair shining.” 

It was almost time for Hugh’s American lecture tour, but he managed 
to fit in two days at Brackenbum and a night in Edinburgh, where 
his sister was moving into her new house in Corstorphine. They 
both spent their first night there, Hugh in the room which he furnished 
and thereafter occupied on his Christmas and other visits. 

Before he sailed on the Berengaria on Christmas Eve he took out a 
power of attorney in Harold’s name: in later days Harold was to hold 
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Hugh’s cheque-book and manage many of his financial affairs for him, 
but now the plan was something of an experiment. The voyage was 
remarkable only in that during it Hugh read straight through all the 
historical plays of Shakespeare. They docked on New Yeai’s Eve: 
there was a crowd of friends on the quay to welcome him, he; ded by 
Gene Tunney who “received mv with open arms amidst lou< cheers 
of the populace.” Another year was over, and when Hugh < ame to 
compile the list of his First Fiftec n friends, the Melchiors held second 
and third places. Above them, in the position he was never aft :rwards 
to lose, stood Harold Cheevers. 


6 

The lecture tour followed the at customed pattern, but twenty ectures 
seemed nothing after the sevent h of his last visit, and Hugh bustled 
through them with his usual bouts of homesickness. Old friend: he saw 
in plenty—Hergesheimer at West Chester, Jo Davidson in Brooklyn, 
Jim Annand in Toronto, and Robert Frost at Amherst, Massachusetts. 
“What a gentle, quiet and beautiful man. We seem to fit exactly and 
talk with the greatest ease. . . . Frost dominates everything. We are 
friends.” 

He made friends too with Thomas Wolfe, the new literary genius, 
and with Thornton Wilder when they conducted two public debates in 
Wasliington and New York. “I was oratorical and Wilder said some 
lovely things. Found him a charming companion. He is a real student, 
loving erudition, culture, quiet backgrounds. In the middle of his 
kindliness there is a little core of sharp malicious humour. He watches 
everything.” At Dearborn, Michigan, Hugh watched a caesarean 
operation and made a flight in an aeroplane provided by Henry Ford. 
But before long he was once again on board the Berengaria, and on 
March 14 he reached London. 


7 

Four days later came the publication of Rogue HerrieSy “the most im¬ 
portant book of my life so far.” The advance sales were good, but it 
seemed unlikely that the book would ever overtake Priestley’s Good 
Companions^ of which more than seventy thousand copies had already 
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been sold. Priestley was one of the novelists of whose success Hugh 
might well have been jealous—as at different times he was jealous of 
Compton Mackenzie and Brett Young—but his affection for Priestley 
remained always too deep and too genuine for the intrusion of baser 
sentiments. 

By the time Hugh reached Brackenbum a week later scarcely any 
reviews of his book had appeared and he began to worry dreadfully. 
If this book failed, would he ever have the courage and the energy to 
persevere with its three sequels ? As he awaited the verdict of the critics, 
the situation assumed in his mind the stature of a crisis, nor was his 
anxiety allayed by “an atrocious review” by St John Ervine in the 
Daily Express. “He dismisses it with contempt. A review like this is 
irritating because one feels that there is personal feeling behind it, as 
there is always with him. In the last two years he has been irritated by 
me—some personal vanity.” This fresh fuel cast on the still-smoulder¬ 
ing embers of his memories of that incident long ago at York Terrace 
caused Hugh’s indignation to flare up again. Anyone who could dis¬ 
miss his masterpiece with contempt must be actuated by personal 
malice. From now on he had no doubt that St John Ervine was his 
enemy. 

On the larger issue he was soon reassured. Reviews all spoke of 
“magnificence,” “the grand tradition,” “excellent descriptive writing,” 
“thunderingly alive,” “the pure stuff of romance, never old, never 
worn, never tarnished,” “Mr Walpole’s great achievement.” Particu¬ 
larly acceptable were the closing words of Gerald Gould’s notice in the 
Observer: “Even as a pageant, without these episodes which are in fact 
exquisitely moving, the thing would both impress and dazzle; but what 
most endears it is the recurrent poetry, the voice of romance calling 
again and again, and murmuring from Glaramara’s inmost caves.” 
And to swell the chorus of praise came a letter from John Buchan 
saying: “It is my clear conviction that it is the best novel pubHshed in 
Enghsh since JuJe the Obscured 

All this sent him back to Judith Paris with a renewed faith in his 
ability to carry out the whole gigantic project, though in his diary he 
still sometimes censured hrmself: “There is undoubtedly too much of 
the schoolboy in my writing. I sometimes think that all my novels are 
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written by ‘Jeremy/ ’’ while to Turley he admitted that in the Herries 
books “iVe been for the first time in my life what I really am—a 
little boy telling stories in dormitory/* 


8 

A week in Edinburgh produced a new friend in William M ixwell, 
head of the printing firm of R. .Sc R. Clark, who printed all Hugh’s 
books for Macmillan. He took an immediate liking to Mj jcwelFs 
kindliness, literary interests, and conversational charm, declari ig “he 
is just my man.” 

May in London was always an ( xhausting time, and once mor : Hugh 
felt “like a man who is trying to keep twelve glittering balls in the air 
at once.” The Book Society cc nimittee now met regularly at the 
Piccadilly flat and waded with much friendly discussion throi gh the 
multitudinous seas of forthcoming books. Hugh and Clemence Dane, 
with their wide sympathies and ready appreciation, could find good 
reasons for choosing most books, while Priestley and Gordon kept the 
balance by favouring no choice at all, and Sylvia Lynd, serene and witty, 
steered a middle course. When Hugh failed completely to get his own 
way he would ease his feelings by deciding in his diary that “women 
seem to me to have no critical opinions at all. They are all a flux of 
personal feelings and prejudices”—a judgment which only too often 
could be applied to himself, presumably when the feminine element 
in his nature was predominant. 

Week-ends with the Galsworthys and the Cazalets made pleasant 
breaks in the London round. For the rest, with Frere he watched the 
Australians’ first match at Lord’s, with Palmstiema he attended the 
first night of Paul Robeson’s Othello ^ he took tea with the Woolfs, and 
with E. M. Forster, where he met Forrest Reid. By the middle of June 
Judith Paris was half-finished at Brackenbum, and the new rooms 
above the library were almost completed. 

There followed a fortnight’s lecture tour in the principal cities of 
Germany, with a visit to the Oberammergau Passion Play (“not very 
impressed”) on the way. In Berlin he lunched with the pianist Artuf 
5 ghnabel, and in Munich; 
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Had lunch with Thomas Mann at his house. His wife, a translator, and a 
lady there. He was very friendly but speaks almost no Enghsh. Is rather the 
Prussian officer to look at and gives the appearance of reserve. But he 
laughed a lot. At the end he became still more friendly, asked about my lec¬ 
ture and said that what we really wanted was a New Humanism in letters. 
He is a man, I should think, imbedded in his own mental world. 

The tour ended with a brief visit to Switzerland and a lecture at 
Zurich. Hugh was delighted to find the room packed and among the 
audience the great psychologist C. G. Jung. “He’s like a large genial 
English cricketer! We sat together at supper after and he delighted me 
with his hatred of hysterics.” Hugh gave him some of his books to 
read and was justifiably pleased when Jung wrote: “I think The Prelude 
[to Adventure] is a psychological masterpiece.” 

As Hugh travelled home he hailed the German reoccupation of the 
Rjiineland as the end of the last war, whereas in fact the occasion might 
more accurately have been signalled as the beginning of the next one. 
In questions of political prophecy, which filled so much of his journal 
in later years, he was usually wide of the mark. 


9 

At Brackenbum the new rooms were ready, and Hugh spent happy 
hours arranging and rearranging them: “Few pleasures in the world,” 
he wrote, “are greater than this.” The last great organisation of his 
books took place. They were disposed, according to authors and 
subjects, between Piccadilly, the main building of Brackenbum, and 
the three rooms across the lawn—the main library, a little half-landing, 
and the big new writing-room above. For a year or two all went well, 
new acquisitions filled up gaps in the right shelves, and Hugh could lay 
his hand on almost any volume he required. But towards the middle 
of the thirties all the shelves were full, and the pace of his book¬ 
buying increased. Books began to lie along the tops of other books, or 
were piled in heaps on the floor, or bulged over into the lavatories. By 
the time of his death, when the collection numbered something like 
thirty thousand volumes, no one (not even Hugh) knew exaedy what 
he had got or where any particular book was to be found. Often 
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two or three copies of identical books—sometimes rare and costly ones 
—^were discovered in different places. 

In the intervals of book-sorting and furniture-moving Hugh read 
Rogue Herries again, in order to “bring the two books togetht'x. I see 
now clearly that it is a ‘ghostly’ book. All the characters are s ladows, 
but it has a strange and original atmosphere of its own—aft< r Haw¬ 
thorne a bit. I could review that book!” Priestley came to tay and 
was “at his most enchanting, a b' )y with a man’s wit and obser /ation.” 

Now cricket, which as a schoolboy he had abhorred, began tc interest 
him more and more—the watching of it, that is—and the prc lence of 
the Australian touring team inc reased his enthusiasm. At th end of 
July he watched the Manchester Test Match until the game w; s rained 
off, and he was determined to S( e the final match at the Oval, though 
this would mean curtailing his already brief holiday with his brother 
and sister. “The Oval match d^iesn’t start till the i6th,” he wrote to 
Dorothy; “I’m sorry I’m cracked on this cricket, but so it is, and if I 
gave it up and went off with you. I’d be so restless that I wouldn’t be 
much fun. I can restrain most of my vices, but not apparently this one.” 
And sure enough, August 16 saw him at the Oval, although he was 
compelled to go on crutches, having twisted liis ankle a few days before 
—“not,” he told Turley, “that I write with my ankle as many think!” 

10 

Towards the end of August Hugh took Harold for another holiday 
in France and Spain. They spent a fortnight bathing and lazing at 
Sardiniero near Santander, but they found it hot and noisy, with too 
many flies, fleas, barking dogs, and radio sets. Nevertheless Hugh wrote 
a short story—“not bad, but how much better all my things would be 
if I wrote them six times over—but alas I can’t.” 

Re-entering France, they visited Biarritz, Perigueux, Tours, and the 
Chateaux of the Loire, reaching London again in the third week of 
September. There they found an immense pile of correspondence, 
with which Hugh dealt in a single day at Hampstead, claiming to have 
written almost eighty letters with his own hand. “This correspondence 
is becoming rather silly. It means that I never write a decent letter and 
hardly have time to think one out!” 
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One evening soon after their return Hugh went to a theatre," “then 
home and, half-undressed sitting on my bed, picked up idly Maugham’s 
Cakes and Ale. Read on with increasing horror. Unmistakable por¬ 
trait of myself. Never slept.” 

The character in the book called Alroy Kear is a novelist and 
lecturer, a time-serving eupeptic careerist, a literary and social snob, 
determined at all costs to build himself up into a grand old man of 
letters. Next day, still “dreadfully upset” about the book, Hugh rang 
up Priestley, “and he says that Maugham absolutely denies that it is me. 
But how can he, when there are in one conversation the very accents of 
my voice?” For days he could think and speak of nothing else. “Still 
fussed over the book,” he wrote two days later, “although less than 
before. I think the thing will be a scandal, and I cannot imagine what 
Maugham was about in publishing it. Itwill amuse my enemies though.” 

As always he would have found it difficult to say exactly who these 
famous enemies were. There was of course the benighted Ervine, who 
had mocked at his masterpiece, and perhaps one or two other reviewers 
whose ideas had not always been his. All successful writers are the envy 
of less successful ones, and although Hugh had never deliberately 
wronged anyone, there must be some whom he had slighted, as in the 
old days he had in turn offended Mrs Charles Marriott and Lady 
Lovelace. From among such groups a likely set of enemies could 
speedily be conjured up. And now this cruel caricature of Maugham’s 
had placed a dagger in their hands. 

No wonder he was worried. As he drove up to Brackenbum he was 
“still brooding over the Maugham book. It is the stab in the back that 
hurts me so. He has used so many little friendly things and twisted them 
round. Anyway it’s a caddish book.” Not even Judith Paris could hold 
his attention, though he struggled on with it each day. A letter of 
protest to Maugham produced this answer: 

My dear Hugh, 

I am really very unlucky. As you may have seen I have been attacked in 
the papers because they think my old man is intended to be a portrait of 
Hardy. It is absurd. The only grounds are that both died old, received the 
0 ,M. and were married twice. You knpw that for my story I needed thi? 
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and that there is nothing of Hardy in my character. Now I have your letter. 

I cannot say I was surprised to receive it because I had heard from Charlie 
Evans ^ that Priestley and Clemence Dane had talked to him about it. He 
told them that it had never occurred to him that there was any resemblance 
between the Alroy Kear of my novel and you; and when he spoke to me 
about it I was able very honestly to assure him that nothing had be< n further 
from my thoughts than to describe you. I can only repeat this. I c 0 not see 
any hkeness. My man is an athlete and a sportsman, who tries to 1 e as Httle 
hke a man of letters as he can. C an you really recognise yoursel • in this? 
Surely no one is the more complex man of letters than you are i id really 
you cannot think of yourself as a famous golfer and a fervid fo :-hunter. 
Nor is the appearance described a lything like yours. Nor so far is I have 
ever seen do you frequent smart ociety. Frankau or E. F. Bens )n might 
just as well tliink themselves aime 1 at and Stephen McKenna mu :h more. 
The only thing that you can go o i is the fact that you also are a 1 icturer. I 
admit that if I had thought twice ( f it I would have omitted this. But after 
all you are not the only English nan of letters who lectures, but only the 
best known; and it is hard to expci t a writer, describing such a character as I 
have, to leave out such a telling detail. The loud laugh is nothing. All big 
men with the sort of heartiness I have described have a loud laugh. The con¬ 
versation you mention in California has entirely slipped my memory and I 
cannot place it in the book. I certainly was not conscious of repeating it. 
Really I should not have been such a fool, I certainly never intended Alroy 
Kear to be a portrait of you. He is made up of a dozen people and the greater 
part of him is myself. There is more of me in him than of any writer I know. 
1 suggest that if there is anything in him that you recognise it is because to a 
greater or less extent we are all the same. Certain characteristics we all have 
and I gave them to Alroy Kear because I found them in myself. They do not 
seem to me less absurd because I have them. 

I do not think for an instant that there will be any reference to this business 
in the papers, but if there is I promise you that 1 will immediately write, 
protest and vehemently deny that there has ever been in my mind any 
thought of portraying you. 

Yours always, 

W. S. Maugham.* 

Hugh wrote a short answer, signed himself “Alroy Maugham Wal¬ 
pole’^ and commented: “That’s that.” But it was not, for next day he 

^ Managing Director of William Heincmami Ltd, the publishers of Cakes and Ale. 

* In a new introduction to the Modern Library edition of Cakes and Ate (New York, 
1950) Maugham admitted that he had Hugh in mind when he devised the character 
called Alroy Kear, but, not wishing to hurt Hugh’s feelings, did all he could to cover up 
his tracks. 



3 i 8 quite enough GLORY [1930 

was upset all over again by a very favourable review of the book in 
The Times Literary Supplement “People really do like malice and cruelty 
in their literature these days. I cannot see that it is a good book, or in 
any way convincing, but I, of all people, am in this case prejudiced!^’ 

Gradually his distress became submerged in the pleasure of finishing 
Judith Paris, but when at the end of October he took up his journal, 
which had lain idle for almost a year, his reflection turned immediately 
towards the same unhappy occurrence: 

My self-consciousness this year has leapt up like the damned trees that hide 
the lake from my window, and then has suddenly jumped down again. My 
publicity has incredibly increased. It may be the Book Society; it may be that 
the men above me are growing older; it may be simply the result of pegging 
along steadily for twenty-five years, but there it is. One result is that the 
jealousy from which I’ve always suffered has increased. My power through 
the Book Society has undoubtedly increased it. My detractors are certainly 
delighted to proclaim that it is the result of dehberate self-advertisement. 
There they are altogether wrong, for I have never all my Hfe long sought for a 
single piece of self-advertisement and have avoided many that I might have 
had. But the opposition comes in the main from irritation at my exuber¬ 
ance. This is quite natural. I should feel the same at the like in someone else. 

But here comes the great consolation to myself; that there is nothing at all 
to be done about it. I may curb my various excitements or disguise them, but 
out they will come! My zest is something quite independent of myself. It is 
roused before I know it—^by a cloudy sky, a book, a picture, a theatre, a 
friend, food, anything you please. It grows stronger in me as I grow older. 

However all this reached a climax for myself when this summer I read 
Maugham’s Cakes and Ale, The shock of that for a day or two was tremen¬ 
dous. It was far clearer to myself than it could be to anyone else that Maugham 
had taken the portrait from myself. (All the same it was very clear to a lot 
of my friends!) There were countless litde points that were known especially 
between us, that he had chaffed me on in the past. He wrote me a letter of 
strong denial saying that he had never had me in mind, and I’ve no doubt 
that the picture was composite. But there it was. Of course it was un¬ 
pleasant for a while to think of all sorts of people going gleefully about 
laughing at me and it, but that soon wore off. Nor apparently has there been 
so much of that as I expected, and in any case the habit of writers to put 
people into their books has now become so general that it is litde thought of. 

But the real crux of the matter was my examination of myself. Was there 
teal justification for that point of view? After real examination I could clear 
myself on most of the criticism, although I can quite clearly see that I might 
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appear just such a figure to a cynic and an uneasy unhappy man Uke Willie. 
It is his nature to be deeply sentimental and to be revolted by his send- 
inentahty, so that he turns on anyone he thinks sentimental. He said himself 
that he had taken much of the figure from himself, and I think that is true. 

The great result of all this year’s criticism and comment has been, however, 
to make me very much less self-conscious than ever before. I see t lat both 
my work and personaHty create tw* > exactly opposite reactions in ot (lers and 
that they will always do so. I ha ve no business therefore with nything 
except my own conscience, my ov n effort to do my work as well as I can, 
and the opinion of my dozen close ? riends. So let it rest. 

12 

Meanwhile Judith Paris plunge*! on; “as though on a gallopii g horse 
I am borne on to the conclusion.’’ William Maxwell came foi a short 
visit, but Hugh wrote on, help<‘d by pouring rain which h pt him 
indoors, and on October 17 the book was finished. Half his great 
project was accomplished, and immediately the outline and tie title. 
The Fortress, of the next volume fell into his mind. He had resolved not 
to begin it until Christmas Eve, so to keep his hand in he spent two days 
writing what is by common consent his most successful short story, 
The Silver Mask, “which I dreamt entirely, title and all, from the first 
word to the last.’’ ^ 

A month in London, during which he saw H. G. Wells, Osbert 
Sitwell, and other friends, and “took Palmstiema to my play, The 
Barretts. What an excellent thing Besier has made of it,” was followed 
by a fortnight’s lecturing all over England, and then by another ten 
days in London. He made friends with the painter Keith Baynes, 
decided to publish Above the Dark Circus in 1931, lunched with Kar¬ 
savina and Benjie Bruce (“two of the staunchest and firmest friends I 
have if only I would recognise it”) and with the novelist G. B. Stem, 
“whom I like better and better. 1 think she is a really good sort and my 
kind of writer.” 

In Edinburgh he corrected proofs of The Circus, and rewrote its 
culminating chapters. On Christmas Eve he duly began The Fortress, 
the first book to be started in his sister’s house, and as he compiled the 

^ A dramatisation of this story by Edward Chodorov and George Haight called Kind 
Lady was produced in London at the Lyric Theatre in June 1936 with Sybil Thorndike in 
the leading r 61 e. 
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list of friends and finished off his diary for the year, his mind turned 
back to the old worry: 

The hardest business of the year was Cakes and Ale. That for a while was 
unpleasant, but I am sure that Maugham did not do it dehberately, and it 
can only do me harm if my character is hke that. And if it is like that, 
then the sooner I pass out the better. 


13 

On the first day of 1931 Hugh drove home to Brackenbum, and 
some words written in his diary that evening illustrate perfectly both 
his childishly mercurial temperament and the endless pleasure he 
obtained from a thousand tiny details. “C. B. Purdom in Everyman 
says that Merries is one of the twelve permanent books of 1930. Bed 
happy.’* 

He needed an exact site for the house from which The Fortress was to 
take its name, and with his friend and neighbour Helen Fox he drove 
out to seek one. After an “enchanting” drive they came to High Ireby 
up beyond Bassenthwaite, and there to his amazement, in exactly the 
position he wanted, stood the decaying wreck of just such a house as 
his imagination had already pictured. He could scarcely believe that he 
was looking at it for the first time, but there it was, “uncurtained, hens 
roosting on the windows, and Uldale all befrosted in the valley below, 
while the sun on Blencathra’s snow was fiercely blazing.” Some time 
later, when Marguerite Steen came to stay, Hugh took her over to 
see the place. It was dusk when they arrived, and as they stole a little 
way into the overgrown garden they heard mysterious noises. It only 
needed a ghost to complete Hugh’s romantic picture, but as he and 
Marguerite began to embroider the theme, Harold pointed out that 
the noises came from a horse, which was wandering loose in the 
undergrowth. “It’s no use, Hugh,” said Marguerite. “We shall never 
see a ghost while Harold’s around.” 

At the end of January Hugh set out on a six weeks’ cruise to the West 
Indies. He did not enjoy it very much: the sea was rough, and he 
missed Harold badly. However, he read his way soHdly through 
Monypeimy and Buckle’s Life of Disraeli and wrote the whole of his 
own dramatic version of The Cathedral He arrived back to find Above 
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the Dark Circus just published,^ and although he had been worrying 
about its probable reception, even as he had worried about ^t of 
Portrait of a Man with Red Hair, his fears once more proved baseless 
and the reviews excellent. Moreover Macmillan reported that Rogue 
Herries was still selling “hundreds a week” a year after its first ippear- 
ance. In celebration Hugh bought his fourth Epstein bronze. Money 
spent on himself always broughr feelings of guilt, and he g< nerally 
excused himself by thinking up sc me event or anniversary whic i called 
for “celebration.” 

When he got back to Brackenbum he started work again )n The 
Fortress. The history of the Herri« s family had now reached the 1830’s, 
and as background-reading Hi gh chose Greville’s Memo: :s and 
Nicholas Nickleby. This last partii ularly delighted him and he i ecided 
part of its author’s secret lay in tl)e fact that “Dickens never gr ‘w up. 
I believe the best authors never di).” It was a comforting belie!. 


14 

On March 28 Hugh was distressed to learn that Arnold Bennett had 
died the night before. “I like to think that he was especially sweet and 
friendly the last time I saw him at the Reform. He was, however, very 
jealous and critical of me the last years.” Hugh travelled to London 
next day to attend the memorial service at St Clement Danes: “Every¬ 
one there—Beaverbrook, Barrie, Wells, Pinero, Ervine, Drinkwater 
and so on. No young people. Saw Virginia Woolf.” Memories of 
his old friend and former patron continued to fill his tlioughts, and 
when he got home to Brackenbum he attempted a brief character 
sketch in his journal: 

The death of Arnold Bennett was followed by a torrent of comment. 
That was natural, for he knew every journalist in London, liked them, and 
was liked by them. But there was hardly a worth-remembering notice 
among the lot. The best one of course Rebecca West’s rather catty one. 
Her physical description of him—the stiff body (I read that he had a double 

^ Hugh had originally called the book Death above the Circus, but now he was furious 
with young Pinker for allowing it to be serialised in the Evenitig Standard as Death Above 
Piccaailly. To add to the confusion, the American edition was called Above the Dark 
Tumult. 
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rupture), the tuft of hair, the receding chin, bright inquiring eyes, the really 
awful stammer, the frown—all were there. 

The commentators made him out to be a very happy man (“a boy deHghted 
with his success*’ was their favourite description of him). Here I am sure they 
were wrong. He had of course his happy moments—^he had a great capacity 
for realising at the moment that he was enjoying himself. One of the 
memories of him I like the best was when with Mrs Pat Campbell I attended 
a rehearsal of his Russian Count Pahlen play ^ (the first time I spoke to 
Charles Laughton). We went into Sloane Square for a cup of coffee and 
Arnold did a pas seul with his billycock on one side while Mrs C. (huge in 
black) chaffed the coffee-stall men. 

But the right picture of him (Edward Shanks was the only man to spot it) 
s in the first hundred pages of The Glimpse —absolute autobiography as he 
was after his first success. He was, I think, immensely sensitive, a victim for 
years of insomnia and in some ways obsessed with material success. But he 
knew these weaknesses in his armour, fought them continually and didn’t 
thank you if you reminded him of them. He had his picture of himself as he 
wanted to be, and you had to play up to that. He was very kind, very generous, 
so long as you didn’t pierce that armour or damage that picture. He for 
instance never forgave Priestley (whom he thorouglJy dishked), Frank 
Harris and Rebecca West (whom he loathed), Virginia Woolf, and some of 
the young, and I myself undoubtedly said sometliing on one of my American 
tours (faithfully reported by Swinnerton) which he never quite got over, 
(Probably we’re all ahke in tliis same sensitiveness. The only difference is 
that some of us remember the gadfly, some forget.) 

He could be charming, delightful. He could be frightfully bored and fear¬ 
fully boring. He was always the provincial in London, just as his clothes, 
made at the best tailors’ and very expensive, were always provincial. Last of 
all and first of all he had a certain fine nobihty of character—one never forgot 
it even when he was most aggravating. All the critics are agreed that he will 
Uve by The Old Wives' Tale, Indeed it is interesting to reflect that if you took 
Old Wives, Clayhanger and possibly Riceyman Steps away he would be a 
novehst only of the third class. Nevertheless Hilda Lessways, Anna of the Five 
Towns, The Card, The Glirhpse and The Pretty Lady are worth remembering. 

As a writer and critic he was invahdated by having no glamour. He could 
not perceive it in others, which was why he saw nothing in Virginia Woolf. 
He had no sense of any world beyond this one. Everything in his view was 
bounded by bricks and mortar. 

1 Paul I, by Dmitri Merejkovsky, produced at the Court Theatre in October 1927 and 
financed partly by Bennett. 
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Back to The Fortress went Hugh. “I sit enchanted in the middle of 
it, like an old witch trying to keep my cobwebs in order. .. . Described 
a fox-hunt on the fells this morning and hope it was right. It fel: vivid 
to me. . . . Whatever faults these Herries have, they can’t be acct sed of 
thinness! And yet I have twice as jnuch that I want to put in.” 

But the literary world would m >t leave him alone. A month )r two 
earlier there had been published in America an anonymous bool called 
Gin and Bitters, which was in fact a vicious and scarcely-veiled attack 
on Somerset Maugham. Gossips v^ere quick to whisper that Hu ^h had 
written it in revenge for Cakes and Ale, and he had sent off an imr lediate 
disclaimer to Maugham, who had answered reassuringly. 

Now the question of English publication began to loom, a id the 
firm of Heinemann, as Maugham’s publishers, sought to prevent the 
book’s appearance on this side of the Atlantic. For this they ueeded 
Maugham’s co-operation, which was not immediately forthcoming. 
So Frere sent Hugh a copy of the book to read and asked him to do his 
best to persuade Maugham to see reason. The irony of tliis situation 
was not lost on Hugh, and it is greatly to his credit that he made no 
capital out of it whatever. He read Gin and Bitters, which he thought 
“vile” though ‘Very ably written,” and he added: “The book simply 
bristles with hate. I figure as Mr. Polehue! When will all this end?” 
Then he sat down on April 20 and wrote this letter to Maugham—and 
it must be remembered that only six months before Hugh had been, 
as he believed, publicly pilloried by his friend: 

My dear WiUie, 

I do hope you won’t think me impertinent in writing you this line. I’ve 
just read Gin and Bitters and I do most earnestly beg you to injunct its 
publication in England. It is a foul book (I have no idea who wrote it save 
that it’s a woman). If there were any doubt for whom it is intended that would 
be different, but already there have been paragraphs in the press here making 
it quite clear. It will undoubtedly make a sensation and although you may 
not care what anyone says, it is a disgrace tliat people who don’t know you 
should have that impression of you. Heinemami (even if they pubhsh it, 
which I hope they won’t) can’t prevent the general odiousness that will 
follow the publication. I am sure you can obtain an injunction. I’m willing 



334 QUITE ENOUGH GLORY [1931 

to give evidence on your behalf to any extent and Tm sure many others 
would. The book is foul and you ought to stop it. Tm not writing this from 
hysteria or any motive but one of real and true affection for yourself. I do 
beg you to stop the thing as I’m sure you can. 

Yours affectionately, 

Hugh Walpole. 

In the end all was well and the book was not published in England. 
Hugh’s action in writing as he did to Maugham may have been in¬ 
fluenced by various motives—wanting to prove that he bore no ill-will 
for Cakes and Ale, that his distress had been exaggerated or was at 
any rate over; thinking perhaps that if he spoke out publicly on 
Maugham’s behalf he would tend in future to be less certainly identified 
with Alroy Kear—but these are conjectures. The simplest explanation, 
and the most overwhelmingly probable, is that the letter was written 
without any arrihe-pensee and meant exactly what it said. With Hugh, 
as with a child, passion was violent but short-lived. He was more 
quickly moved to enthusiasm, rage, despair, hysteria, than are most 
grown-up people, but once the fit, the mood, the moment was past, 
the sun shone brightly again and, all passion spent, Hugh’s natural 
goodness shone out with it. 
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May in London was much as usual. Hugh found Virginia Woolf 
“full of curiosity and wit. Heard her praise Sons and Lovers more than 
I ever heard her praise anytliing.” She introduced him to WiUiam 
Plomer, whom he “liked immensely. So unlike what one would ex¬ 
pect. Strong, virile, manly, and sensible. He should be one of the fine 
new figures in English Letters.” 

Hearing that his Aunt iDora was in financial difficulty at Truro, he 
arranged to make her a small regular allowance, and at the same time 
offered to educate the son of a friend for three years at a public school. 
It is not known how many sons of how many friends were educated, 
without word said, at Hugh’s expense, but it is safe to estimate that 
from now on there were never less than three at any one time, and 
often more. In addition to this he did immense good by stealth— 
helping people with gifts of money, with long letters of advice and 
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encouragement, with introductions, and in countless other ways. For 
ten years he corresponded with Miss Mary Sparkes, a lonely old lady 
who liked his books. Occasionally he would drive to Kensington and 
take tea with her, while she in gratitude wrote him a quantity of long, 
wise, amusing, affectionate letters. Though the complete story of his 
benefactions will never be told, siiice none but he ever knew th ir full 
extent, there is ample evidence to j^rove that they were widespre id and 
ever increasing. 

The encouragement and assistaixe which he gave to writers ,roung 
and old are easier to assess. ‘‘He h .s done more, I think, than ar f man 
alive,” wrote Frank Swinnerton,’ “to make modem English \ riters, 
some of them struggling, some ac-ive and unsparing rivals of hi own, 
familiar to a wider public, both ir the United States and in Eng land.” 
Letters of introduction to editors and publishers, advice of al sorts, 
countless prefaces and reviews—ail these he gave freely and for many 
years. He was laughed at for it of course, but this kind of laughter 
never upset him. Perhaps he did praise too many books, but he pre¬ 
ferred to risk that, rather than allow what seemed to him literary merit 
to pass unnoticed. Nothing was too modem or too old-fashioned to 
find favour with him. After his death Edith Sitwell wrote to his sister: 

We are only three (my brothers and myself) of the many, many people to 
whom he has shown endless kindness, practical sympathy and help—and 
such a wide and generous understanding of motives, of aims, pioneer work, 
of everytliing that came under his eyes. 

While Osbert Sitwell went so far as to write: 

I don’t think there was any younger writer of any worth who has not at 
one time or another received kindness of an active kind, and at a crucial 
moment, from Hugh. 

In case these claims appear too sweeping, here is a selected list of 
writers from whom letters of gratitude were found among Hugh’s 
papers: H. E. Bates, John Betjeman, Elizabeth Bowen, Louis Brom- 
field, Gerald Bullett, Joyce Cary, John ColUer, A. J. Cronin, Cecil 
Day Lewis, Mazo de la Roche, Geoffrey Dennis, T. S. Eliot, C. S. 
Forester, Graham Greene, Neil Gunn, Christopher Hassall, Ernest 

* ^ Swinnerton: an Autobiography (1937). 
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Hemingway, Claude Houghton, Richard Hughes, R. C. Hutchinson, 
Christopher Isherwood, Rosamond Lehmann, William McFee, Dmitri 
Merejkovsky, Charles Morgan, Frederick Niven, William Plomer, 
J. B. Priestley, V. S. Pritchett, Frederic Prokosch, Vita Sackville-West, 
Ethel Sidgwick, Marguerite Steen, L. A. G. Strong, Dylan Thomas, 
Romer Wilson, Thomas Wolfe, Francis Yeats-Brown. The catalogue 
could be extended to fill several pages of this book. Ford Madox Ford, 
for instance, was so touched by the nice things Hugh had said about his 
books in America, that he dedicated the Enghsh edition of his essay 
The English Novel to him in a long introductory letter—but perhaps 
enough has been said to show Hugh’s practical appreciation of his 
fellow-writers. 
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June was shared between Cumberland and London. The Fortress 
absorbed him in the north, his friends in the south. He bought three 
paintings by Duncan Grant, saw more of William Plomer, and pre¬ 
sided with gusto at the Book Society meetings. It transpired that the 
author of Gin and Bitters was Mrs Elinor Mordaunt, and now Hugh 
recorded that she had been “making a fuss. Shall I ever be free of the 
Cakes and Ale controversy? I may certainly with my hand on my heart 
wish that W. M. had never been bom.” 

At the beginning of July he unveiled a plaque to Arnold Bennett at 
Thorpe-le-Soken. This must have revived many memories, and 
even more were brought back three days later, when with Harold 
he drove to Polperro. There he stayed with his old friends and retainers, 
John and Annie, “sat in the sun by the lighthouse, read Armadale, and 
felt a young man again with everything before me.” After a few days 
they drove on to Penzance, where Hugh spent ^ 2 $o in Mr Bridget’s 
bookshop, including among his haul Ackermann’s Oxford and first 
editions of Pepys and Paradise Regained. Then they crossed to St 
Mary’s, Sally, where they spent a glorious fortnight of sun and sea¬ 
bathing. Harold became the “hero of the islands” when he “swam the 
pool imder Piper’s Hole, which no one has swum in man’s memory.” * 

^ William Plomer, himself a fine swimmer, used this incident as the basis for a scene 
in his novel The Case is Altered (1932). 
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In Scilly Hugh wrote the whole of the fiftcen-thousand-word preface 
to his anthology of Scott’s novels, which was published as part of the 
centenary celebrations in 1932, under the title of The Waverley P^eant.^ 
When he returned from his holiday he spent a week at the Malvern 
Festival as the guest of Sir Barry Jackson. One night in the theitre he 
“sat next G.B.S. who talked of Henry James.” 

On August 28 Judith Paris w.is published, with a dedicat on to 
Priestley, and this time not even Hugh could find anything wrong 
with the reviews—“all splendid. Not one unfavourable one.’ John 
Buchan wrote: 

What I love about the book is its richness, your enthusiasm f< r your 
characters, and your passion for th..t beautiful countryside. We ! ave so 
many barren rascals writing today ihat it is a delightful thing to gc; God’s 
plenty from you. Judith seems to me to be as real and as fully re ihsed a 
character as my beloved Natasha in War and Peace. 

Virginia Woolf was a trifle less enthusiastic: 

I’m very much interested about unreality and The Waues. We must dis¬ 
cuss it. I mean why do you think The Waves unreal, and why was that the 
very word I was using of Judith Paris —“These people aren’t real to me”— 
though I do think, and you won’t beheve it, it has all kinds of qualities I 
admire and envy. But unreality does take the colour out of a book of course; 
at the same time, I don’t see that it’s a final judgment on either of us. You’re 
real to some—I to others. Who’s to decide what reality is ? . . . Lord—how 
tired I am of being caged with Aldous, Joyce and Lawrence! Can’t we ex¬ 
change cages for a lark? How horrified all the professors would be! 

Judith’s first printing of twenty thousand copies was exhausted 
within a fortnight, and Hugh was able to return to The Fortress with a 
light heart. He made one of his chief characters, Adam Paris, come and 
live in a cottage on Cat Bells, so that much of the scenery could be 
described straight from his window. But he had been doing too much 
all round, and one morning he “woke wretched—^nervous, overstrung, 
overtired. Felt like murder. This was compUcated by masses of Book 
Society proofs. So tired and bothered that when I sat at the writing- 
table I couldn’t remember my own name! However, as usual work 
restored me to my senses.” 

^ Its dedication reads “For Virginia Woolf who does not scorn Sir Walter.** 
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Twice he went to London for a few days, but each time his book 
called him back to Brackenbum. On October 26 he “wrote nearly 
four thousand words of young Benjie’s adventures in London. Whether 
good or ill I know not, for I wrote like a drunken man,” and on 
November i the last chapter was finished after an almost uninterrupted 
burst of eight hours’ writing. “Now I feel lost, empty and lonely,” he 
wrote in his diary, “but thank heaven it won’t be long before I can 
begin Vanessa, Then—after that—^what shall I feel? It will be the 
beginning of my downhill in writing perhaps!” 

A month in London, with all its movement, could not drive the 
Herries family from his mind, although he found time to buy quan¬ 
tities of books, to lecture here and there, entertain his new friend 
Marguerite Steen to lunch (“she is very feminine and as usual I got 
nervous”), and to attend a literary cocktail party given by a publisher, 
where he found “two hundred authors pressed together. Not a pretty 
sight!” 

In Edinburgh on Christmas Eve he wrote the first words of Vanessa, 
and such was his absorption in the subject and his delight in its execution, 
that in the next fifty-six days he wrote no fewer than seventy thousand 
words. 

Christmas Day was the occasion of a delightful gesture. As a surprise 
for his sister, apart from the expected present from her “wants” list, 
Hugh had bought her a new bright red motor-car, and after the midday 
meal a garage-man drove it up to the front door. Dorothy’s delight was 
only equalled by Hugh’s, and the day was a very happy one. 

As the end of the year approached, Hugh decided, neither for die 
first nor for the last time, that it had been the happiest of his life, and 
added in his j ournal: 

My only trouble in my writing is that, wriggle as I may, Tm definitely 
old-fashioned. Now fd like to be modern, fd rather be a male Hugh 
Walpole to a female Virginia Woolf than any tiling else on earth. How nice 
if they said: “This new novel of Hugh Walpole’s may be very beautiful, but 
we can’t be sure because we don’t understand a word of it. However, we 
liked the passage about the silver snails and the moonlight effects on the water- 
beetles.” I’d truly love that, and again and again I’m tempted to do a litde 
book anonymously just like that. 1 believe 1 could. 

Meanwhile I’ve read the Rogue, Judith and the Fortress straight on end. 
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and old-fashioned they certainly are—^verbose, over-emphasised, unreal in 
many places, sometimes very dull. But they are something—they have caught 
something definite out of both this place and me, and I think that people 
who come up here will read one or another of them for a while to come— 
which is quite enough glory for me. Who cares about glory aryway? 
Well, I do. I want to prove that my life’s been justified. It has if tl lere’s a 
secret life as well. But is there? I increasingly believe there is, and fn m that 
all my happiness comes. And if ther * is that secret happiness, it is b; sed on 
Love—no doubt of it. I love people more and more. 

[8 

1932 was the centenary year of Walter Scott’s death, and Hu ;h was 
forever being asked to write articl is and make speeches—which he did 
with an almost religious fervour, though the successive celeb rations 
grew wearisome before they were over, and he soon felt he had “done 
enough on Scott for a lifetime!’’ 

Priestley left the Book Societ) committee and was succeeded by 
Edmund Blunden, who quickly won Hugh’s heart witli his modest 
charm. The change also caused a loosening of the brakes on Hugh’s 
enthusiasms, for Blunden was neither so great a novel-reader as 
Priestley had been, nor so blunt and outspoken in committee. 

Early in March Hugh left for another of his unsatisfactory foreign 
holidays. In the train to Marseilles he read Arnold Bennett’s Journals 
and found them “most disappointing. Some amusing things but 
material, cocksure, and plebeian. Diaries and letters are dangerous 
things to leave behind one! . . . Touched by Arnold’s childlikeness. I 
have the same thing, only mine is English Vicarage not Five Towns.” 

Tunis was his base for a week or so. He read and wrote and went on 
little expeditions. The ruins of Carthage provided an atmosphere where 
history, if little else, might reasonably bloom, and there on his forty- 
eighth birthday Hugh began the first of the four reminiscences which 
were later published as The Apple Trees. During these days he also 
wrote the whole of tlie pamphlet called A Letter to a Modern Novelist 
for the Hogarth Press. His homeward route was by way of Gabes, 
Palermo, Naples, Rome, and he reached London again early in April. 
Every time he re-entered No. 90 Piccadilly after having been abroad 
he was prepared for the worst news, whatever that may have been, and 
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invaiiably remarked on its absence in his diary: “To the flat, where 
diere was no ill news.” 

He bought three Sickerts in London, spent three happy weeks with 
Vanessa at Brackenbum, and then came south again to see his doctors. 
After making every sort of test, they decided that the diabetes could 
only be controlled by regular injections of insulin, and on May 15 
Hugh began the routine which was to be continued for the rest of his 
life. Every day, morning and evening, he injected himself with a 
hypodermic in the thigh. At first he managed the affair clumsily and 
hurt himself, but before long he grew so skilful and accustomed to the 
procedure that it came to worry him no more than the twice-daily 
swallowing of a pill. Gradually he began to vary the prescribed dose 
according to his own idea of what was necessary. After eating or drink¬ 
ing something sugary and forbidden, he would take shghtly more 
insulin than usual, and though this empirical method worked well 
enough for a time, its practice grew ever more erratic and in the end 
may well have affected his heart. 

June was a busy month during which, as Hugh wrote to Frere, he 
“moved on from thing to thing and person to person like a blind man’s 
collecting-box,” and he was soon longing for his promised holiday in 
the Channel Islands. With the success of the Herries novels, even the 
solitude of Brackenbum began to be invaded by charabancs and 
admirers. “If I don’t have my three weeks by myself in Sark I shall go 
mad,” he wrote to a friend. “I am being pestered here by visitors who 
peer into my windows, invade my garage, discuss my looks loudly, 
and so on.” 

Hugh and Harold enjoyed their fortnight in Sark, but they decided 
that it was too “shut in and shut off” and that they preferred the bare, 
sandy beaches of the ScUlies. Hugh wrote three more reminiscences for 
The Apple Trees, particularly enjoying the one about Henry James. 
Then after dashing off yet another article on Scott, he gladly went on 
with Vanessa. One day he was enjoying the proofs of a “John Buchan- 
ish” novel by George Blake, and on the morrow he ran into its author 
on the beach. George and Ellie Blake immediately became dose fiiends: 
indeed their friendship was one of the happiest of Hugh’s last years. 

In Sark too he read James Agate’s “ferodous attack on me in the 
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Express over the Hogarth Letter/* but without great surprise, since the 
Letter itself contained a fairly ferocious attack on James Agate. Still, 
the old habit of Writing to Reviewers died hard, and Hugh could 
never believe that an unfavourable notice of one of his bcoks was 
based on anything but personal dislike. To the protestations of critics 
that they didn’t know him, let alone dislike him, and simp) y hadn’t 
thought his book good, he rephed with bland disbelief. 

Now, in answer to Hugh’s letter of protest. Agate wrote: “i wonder 
you can do that, attack me in a hook —a tiny one but a perman nt thing 
—and expect Puss not to scratch back.” There were times wh^ai Agate 
was classed with Ervine as an enemy, but he was far too :lever to 
allow this unsatisfactory state (T affairs to continue. It is di ficult to 
borrow money from someone who considers you an enem % and at 
yarious times Hugh lent Agate a great deal of money. 

It gave Hugh extravagant pleasure to know that his juniors liked his 
books, particularly the Henries ones, and to such a young Inend he 
wrote from Sark: 

I really was enchanted that you enjoyed Judith. I thought you probably 
too modern. But I have had a lot of letters from the young generation lately 
and it seems the tide is turning. The truth is that I have all my hfe been a 
cause of battle. My books have been either too wildly praised or too con¬ 
temptuously condemned, and it is pleasant now to see, about some of the 
old books anyway, a much more temperate judgment. If Td been able to 
keep my mouth shut all my Hfe and lived under a beech tree in the New 
Forest cracking nuts at the birds, fd be thought quite a pleasant old gende- 
man. I think when you’ve read all four Herries (if you ever do) you’ll see 
how they hang together. They have every sort of fault—more humour badly 
needed, for instance—but they do, in the end, make one real romantic book 
of English social history. 

There followed a few days in Cornwall with his brother and sister, 
the annual visit to the Malvern Festival, and then a week in rural 
Germany, whence he wrote to a friend: “Here I am with Melchior 
and his wife in his hunting lodge miles from anywhere. It is very quiet 
and peaceful and is just what I want. I am very well and it is all opera 
scandal and frogs in the pond and Wiener Schnitzel** That same evening 
they celebrated the publication of The Fortress by a Fest with lanterns 
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hung in the garden, and when Hugh got back to London he was en¬ 
couraged to find that most of the reviewers hailed the book as better 
than its two predecessors. 


19 

On the way to Brackenbum, they stopped at Doncaster to watch the 
St Leger. Harold backed the winner, and Hugh had his pocket picked— 
*‘^20 and precious papers. I didn’t mind much.” Doncaster was also 
the scene of a mortifying incident on one of their southward drives. 
Hugh, eager for reviews of his latest book, told Harold to stop at the 
railway station so that he could buy all the newspapers. When they 
got there Hugh rushed into the station while Harold sat placidly smok¬ 
ing in the car. Time passed but Hugh did not come back. Harold began 
to worry a little, but he knew better than to move. Eventually after 
two hours Hugh reappeared in a frenzy of rage. “Where the devil 
have you been?” Harold insisted that he had not budged an 
inch. Hugh refused to believe it, but when he had calmed down 
a Httle he reaUsed that he had crossed to a bookstall on another 
platform, forgotten he’d done so, gone out on the other side of 
the station, and then searched for Harold and the car all over the 
town. 

Now he went back to long days of work at Vanessa and evening 
games of backgammon, at which Harold began to win so regularly 
that Hugh decided they had better move on to chess. In September he 
ploughed through a stiff crop of Scott celebrations, culminating in the 
centenary itself—a dinner at Stirling, a service at Dryburgh, and a 
procession in Edinburgh where “I was the only one in a bowler.” He 
met George Blake again and liked him better than ever: “He is no ordi¬ 
nary fellow—^is kind, severe, honest, very business-like, and terrifically 
Scotch.” 

Marguerite Steen came to Brackenbum for the week-end, and so did 
another new fnend Owen Turville, who lived in the West Indies but 
whom Hugh had recently met in London at a Promenade Concert. 
Of Marguerite Hugh became very fond: she was his type of woman— 
inteUigent, uninhibited, amusing, and undemanding. He was able also 
to help her a great deal with her writing: once when she despairingly 
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committed the manuscript of a complete novel to the flames, Hugh 
rescued it with his own hands and persuaded her to allow it to be 
published: she said afterwards that this was the tuming-poilit of her 
literary career. He also persuaded her to come to London, and once 
when she had no suitable clothes for what he considered an i nportant 
party, he gave her ^25 to buy an evening dress. In 933 she 
published Hugh Walpole: A Study, in which she treated lim as a 
great romantic, and the Herties books as his finest achi wement. 
The book gave considerable pleasure to Hugh and to hi host of 
readers. 

Now, as soon as he was aloiie again, Hugh settled down to finish 
Vanessa, and with it the last quarter of his magnum opus. It absorbed 
him utterly, and as his pen hurried over the paper he was probably 
happier than he had ever been K fore, more completely and cc nsciously 
identified with his life’s work. Three letters to a friend iUrstrate his 
shifting moods. On October 4, “I’m so in love with Vanessa’s daughter 
who has suddenly appeared on the Herries scene that I can’t bear to 
part with her, which I shall do in five chapters’ time. What am I to do? 
There mustn’t be ^ffth Herries. I shall have to write a private book all 
for myself.” 

During the writing of these five chapters there occurred a minor 
crisis, and on October 21 he wrote: “I’m in a frantic state and have 
been all the week, for I suddenly saw that the Herries thing properly 
closed in 1914, and that the whole post-war business refuses to fit 
the mood and colour of the rest—so I’ve destroyed 50,000 words! 
Pity me!” The need for compassion, however, was short-hved, for by 
the 25th he was “sunk morning noon and night in Vanessa, and this 
week she’ll be finished, the 50,000 words restored. I think the end will 
be rather pretty—like a blue ribbon and bell round an eighteenth- 
century lamb’s neck.” 

Finished she was, the very next day, when the whole five thousand 
words of the last chapter were written between breakfast and supper. 
And so the great enterprise, which he had expected to take ten years 
and which had actually occupied almost five, was brought to a fitting 
end. He had to the utmost of his ability repaid his debt to the coimtry- 
side which had taken him to its heart. He had done his best to fiilfil 
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“the only ambition I truly have—^to be connected for some time to 
come with Cumberland,” which he had declared was quite enough 
glory for him. And if the four books failed to satisfy him completely, 
he was at least not ashamed of them; he had put into them everything 
he had to bestow. The verdict must lie with posterity. 
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BOOK SIX 

THE YEARS OF PLENTY 


What a life mine has been!- half educated, almost wholly neg¬ 
lected or left to myself, stufljQg my head with most nonsensical 
trash, and undervalued in s^)ciety for a time by most of my 
companions—getting forward and held a bold and clever fellow 
contrary to the opinion of all who thought me a mere dreamer. 

Sir Walter Scott*s Journal 
18 December 1825 




CHAPTER TWENTY-ONE 


PERPETUAL CIRCUS 

I 

M ost writers would ha\ e taken a long holiday afte so ex¬ 
hausting a burst of sustained work, but such was th« vigour 
of Hugh’s imagination, so insistent the stories piling ip in his 
mind, that as he drove to London at the beginning of Nove nber he 
was already planning the new novel which he would start or Christ¬ 
mas Eve. There was plenty to distract him in the south; ir deed he 
complained if there was not; “sj ent evening alone, which I n ver like 
doing in London. I’m only happ ' here when I’m busy every m )ment.” 

And soon he was, for in a few days rehearsals began for lis own 
dramatic version of The CathedraL The play was tried out at the 
Embassy Theatre, Swiss Cottage, where it opened on November 21 
with Baliol Holloway as the Archdeacon and Francis L. Sullivan as 
Canon Ronder. All that day Hugh felt ill with nervous anticipation, 
just as in the old days he had suffered before Melchior’s first nights. In 
the evening he sat in the theatre with Harold and his wife, and up to the 
end of the second act he made sure the play was a failure. But at the 
final curtain the reception was “immense,” Hugh made a speech, the 
Press was unanimous in its approval, and the play was soon transferred 
to the New Theatre. 

The year was not to die without a few final obeisances at the shrine 
of Walter Scott. At die end of November Hugh spoke in Edinburgh 
and then spent a night and a day at Abbotsford itself. “Deeply thrilled,” 
he wrote in his diary. “I am to sleep in Scott’s own bed. Writing this 
in room where Lockhart died. Dined in room where Scott died.” All 
next day he was “haunted by W. S.” Of all the festivities this was the 
one which moved and pleased him most. Certainly when it was over 
he could claim to have honoured in full die writer he had all his life 
loved and read the most. 

The Apple Trees was published in a limited edition by the Golden 
Cockerel Press in time for Christmas, and to a friend who wrote 
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appreciatively of it Hugh replied: “Agate does a marvellous notice of 
it in the Express today, and Ervine praised The Cathedral on Sunday. 
What shall I do now without my two enemies? I shall be as naked as 
Lady Godiva.” Virginia Woolf also wrote appreciatively: 

Of all literature (yes, I think this is more or less true) I love autobiography 
most. In fact I sometimes think only autobiography is Hterature—^novels are 
what we peel off, and come at last to the core, which is only you or me. And 
I think this httle book—why so small?—peels off all the things I don’t Hke in 
fiction and leaves the thing I do like—^you. Seriously, soberly... I do think 
this is a very charming, attractive book. 

On Christmas Eve in Edinburgh he began the new novel, first called 
The Spring Evening and finally Captain Nicholas, and when in his diary 
he reckoned up his gross income for 1932 he found that it amoimted to 
the best part of jOio,ooo. 


2 

In January 1933 Hugh set forth on another cruise to the West Indies. 
While he was at sea he learnt of the death of George Moore, on which 
his sole comment was; “Very few English novelists senior to me now 
—^Wells, Galsworthy, Kipling.” Ten days later, still at sea, he heard 
that the number had been still further reduced by the death of Gals¬ 
worthy, and this news moved him personally. He had always liked and 
got on with Galsworthy, who “has been always so very good to me.” 
Later he wrote a short essay on his friend; * now he mourned his loss 
sincerely, though his immediate comment on this double blow to 
literature, as contained in a letter home, ran: “Poor Hememann! Their 
two chief authors gone in a month. I can see Brett Young buying a 
new suit!” 

The whole of February was spent blissfully in Jamaica. He was put 
up and looked after by Owen Turville and his wife: scenery and climate 
seemed to him paradisal: “This realises my childhood’s dreams of the 
South Seas. I’m sure they can offer nothing finer.” 


1 Ill a symposium called The Post Victorians (1933). 
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He was back in England by the middle of March, in time to open 
the Walpole Hall, which had been built in memory of his father, in the 
Precincts of St Mary’s CathedraL Edinburgh.^ The publication of an- 
otlier collection of his stories called All Souls' Night caused Hu ^h little 
concern. This volume, which included The Silver Mask, was veil re¬ 
ceived, but he was never greatly interested in his own short stories, 
even when he was writing them. They were useful means of fi ling up 
gaps between novels and of adding to his income, but little else. He was 
more interested now in reading “ Marguerite Steen’s book on n :: which 
has some brilliant bits,” and in c:orrecting the proofs of Vam ssa —“a 
colossal business. The whole H^-rries are painted in water-co ours. I 
try oils but it always turns out water-colour.” 

The first half of May he spent in London, seeing the M dchiors, 
supporting a young friend through the divorce court, buying a new 
Alvis and a new Epstein. A new friend appeared in Robert Gibbings 
the artist, who had pubUshed The Apple Trees. “He is like the rein¬ 
carnation of William Morris, huge and burly with bright blue eyes 
and a beard. He is a great nudist, very charming, honest.” 

Hugh arrived back at Brackenbum “to feel throttled by the super¬ 
abundance of everything.” The sky was heavy with rain, the garden 
ablaze with azaleas and rhododendrons, the house full of parcels, the 
library bulging with pictures and books. He took up his journal, 
neglected for more than a year, and recorded these impressions, adding: 

It will all settle down in another twenty-four hours, but what a lot of books 
I have, what a lot of books I’ve written, how much nonsense I’ve talked, how 
noisy I’ve been and am, how good on the whole are my intentions, how 
muddled the performance! Have most people the sense, I wonder, of being 
someone’s unfinished knitting? And isn’t it very wrong to have so many 
things when millions of people are unemployed and wretched? I give a lot 
away but seem to do no good with it when I do. I really don’t clutch my 
possessions, and although I love them would not be broken-hearted at 
losing them. What would I be broken-hearted at losing, except some of my 
friends and my love of work and my enjoyment of small things ? But the 

^ His mother also has her memorial, since Bishop Walpole caused St Mildred’s 
Church, Linlithgow, to be built and named after her. 
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centre of the whole affair is missing, although I dimly perceive where it ought 
to be. 

Through the summer days at Brackenbum he worked effortlessly at 
Captain NicholaSy though in June he took time off to write a Dickensian 
short story called Mr Huffam —“one of my best, I think.’’ In June too 
he spoke at an immense dinner at Blackpool, given by the Dickens 
Fellowship, at which most of the participants were disguised as 
characters from the novels. Hugh, in full evening dress, gave them an 
eloquent and impassioned speech on Dickens, Literature, Life, and 
God. It was on occasions like this that his flowing gift of oratory came 
into its OAvn, and his hearers had an opportunity of imagining the 
preacher that had been swallowed up in the novehst. 

Chess had now supplanted backgammon at Brackenbum, and when 
Stephen Bone arrived to paint Hugh’s portrait, he preserved for 
posterity one of these evening games, in a pencil drawing which 
catches brilliantly both the outward likeness and much of the character 
of both the players. 


4 

July was spent in the Highlands, at Malvern, and in a visit to the Brett 
Youngs. In August Ethel Cheevers fell ill with pleurisy following an 
operation, and while Harold looked after her Hugh went off to Brighton 
by himself to finish his book. He stayed in a hotel, and there after the 
usual last-chapter gallop Captain Nicholas was completed. Then Hugh 
visited the Priestleys at their new home in the Isle of Wight, and with 
them went to see Tennyson’s old house at Farringford. One day he 
was stricken with lumbago after a game of tennis, which may perhaps 
partly account for this nightmare, later recorded in his journal: 

I was in the market-place of a town. It was filled with people, talking, 
buying and selling, all very happy and busy. Suddenly, as though a cloud 
came over the sun, the air was cold and the noise died down to the twittering 
of birds. Men and women looked about them. Everyone was silent. I my¬ 
self felt a trembling expectant fear. I looked about me, wondering why I 
was so apprehensive, and found that the place was emptied Hke a bowl of 
water. It was dark and cold. Not a sound. Something told me to run for 
my life but I could not move. Then, from a side street, a litdc procession 
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came into the square. A woman was carried on a kind of stretcher that also 
resembled a barrow. Two men in black carried it. They were followed by a 
small group of quite silent persons. And in front of the stretcher was a tall, 
thin man with a sallow face. But what was especially horrible about him 
was that his head was twisted to one side as though his neck was broken. 

They advanced without a sound, their feet making no apparent contact 
with the pavement. There was a cold silence everywhere and g eat but 
crowded emptiness as though some where hundreds of people were holding 
their breath. 

I was exactly in the path of the Uttle procession. I knew that if the yellow¬ 
faced man touched me sometliing appaUing would follow. But I c luld not 
move. 

The man and the stretcher and ti e followers advanced nearer ant' nearer. 
I was in an agony of terror. I woke «nd my pyjamas were soaked wit 1 sweat. 
I have never had a more horrible d earn. 

5 

He was back in London in time for the publication of Vanessa on 
September 5. To ‘‘celebrate” this important day he bought a Sickert, 
a Wilson Steer, a Kelmscott Chaucer^ and Trollope’s copy of the 
first edition of The Cloister and the Hearth,^ Within a few days Vanessa 
had received “nearly sixty reviews now, and not one spiteful one;” 
and to round ofF Hugh’s pleasure came word that Metro-Goldwyn- 
Mayer had bought the film rights for $12,500. With a joyful heart he 
began to work out the details of his next novel. 

6 

One afternoon at Brackenburn when he was out walking on the 
slopes of Cat Bells with his dog, he came for the first time on a jutting 
promontory of grass and rock high above his cottage, and as he sat 
there absorbing the wide panorama of lake and mountains, “the whole 
of my real life was stretched in front of me.” He often returned to this 
spot, and after his death Harold, in fulfilment of a promise, caused a 
stone seat to be built there so that others might share his fiiend’s 
delight. 

That same September evening, after describing his discovery in the 
journal, Hugh continued: 

^ Hugh paid for this, and it fetched ^150 at Christie’s in 1945. 
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I never can decide whether Tm stupid or clever—compared with others, 
I mean. On the whole stupid—that is, I have an ingenuous brain. I am baffled 
by the simplest riddles, utterly by bridge and crossword puzzles. Chess, 
which I adore so, I sometimes play well by a sudden flash of imagination— 
but on the whole awfully. 

However, I ask this question because I am sometimes startled by the 
astounding stupidity of people whom I consider so much cleverer than 
myself. Juhan Huxley’s letter in The Times yesterday, for instance, about 
asking God’s guidance—this arising from the row now going on about the 
Buchman movement. He says that to ask God’s guidance is a sort of “witch” 
superstition belonging to Central Africans. Moreover that we abdicate all 
our own mental independence by doing so. 

He plainly knows nothing about Prayer at all—that Prayer is not asking 
for anything, it is rather putting yourself into contact with a world—as 
you may pick up a telephone and speak to Persia—a world waiting to be 
visited. Your spirit is longing to go there. It is Hke a dog on the leash. But 
for the most part we are too busy, too tired, too egoistic to take the trouble. 
But the more we do, the easier, the more natural it becomes. 

This is what Prayer is—moving from one country into another. What 
it is to me anyway. But how does Huxley not know that many of the 
grandest things in history have come through it? How can so clever a man 
shut himself up so tightly in his own experience? 

Towards the end of October Hugh began to write the prefaces for a 
new edition of his collected works, called the Cumberland Edition, 
which Macmillan were to issue at a popular price. This entailed reading, 
or at least looking through, twenty-five books, but the task was 
accomplished and all twenty-five prefaces written in twelve days. On 
the eve of his departure for London at the beginning of November he 
wrote in the journal: 

Early tomorrow morning in the half-dark Harold and I will come out. 
The chrysanthemums will be faindy smelling in the cold light. Bingo will be 
running forward eagerly, thinking that he too is coming south, the last 
things will be put into the car, and the last sounds I shall hear, as I step into the 
car, will be the water trickling into the pool, an early rusde among the leaves 
of the silver birch, one bird inquiringly awake—and so south to Bedlam! 

A Prayer before London 

Oh God, 

Help me in these coming months to be ready for guidance without weakly 
abandoning my independence. Help me to reaHse what are the unimportant 
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things so that I am not perturbed by them. Increase in me love of my fellow 
men and a humorous regard both of them and myself. Help me to sink my 
persistent egotism in nobler interests than my own history. 

Permit me to grow with every day nearer to the country of the spirit 
without losing enjoyment in the country of the body. 

Let me be increasingly patient, tolerant, obedient and courage )us—and 
have a humorous sense in all things. 


7 

On November 15 in London he began sitting to Jacob Epst :in for a 
portrait bust, and continued iiitermittently for the best pc:t of a 
month. In his journal he attempted a sketch of the artist at w( rk: 

Epstein as he models throws hin i^self into it with all his soul. Hi method 
is to squeeze his clay into little snakes, and these he throws on to t le work, 
murmuring anxiously to the little snake: “Stay! Stay!*’ and the sn.Jee stays. 
He rushes all round one and gasps, splutters, grunts and spits. He gets fear¬ 
fully hot and takes off most of his clothing. He doesn’t hke to talk, he is too 
excited, but at eleven there is a cup of coffee and then he lets himself go. He 
is amusing, cynical, intelligent. He says he has no man friend because he likes 
to be selfish, which men don’t like. Women, if they Hke you, though, want 
you to be selfish. They prefer it. His house is untidy. His bedroom is 
crowded with the most hideous, obscene and magnificent African gods, and 
these leer sardonically on to a double bed with stockings and dirty collars 
scattered on it, a writing-desk piled (I should imagine) with unpaid bills. 
His writing-sitting room has some lovely busts of his own and some good 
Matthew Smiths. As he works his trousers are almost shpping down, he has 
only one tooth visible in his upper jaw, but his eyes, forehead, grey hair, 
very fine. “The caricaturists will make me too Semitic,” he complains . . . 
He is a kindly, warm-hearted child if treated right. Otherwise, I should 
imagine, a bit of a devil. I like him extremely. 

8 

During this time Hugh was more and more bothered by begging 
letters, which began to make him “suspicious that people are only nice 
to me because they want something.” He consoled himself by re¬ 
flecting there were some—his sister, Harold, Athene Seyler, among 
them—“about whom there can be no question.” In this connection 
he had written some years before to L. A. G. Strong: 
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Vm getting on and have got three or four friends so excellent that I com¬ 
placently hug my comforts. It isn’t that one can have too many friends, but 
rather that every new friendship means to me a definite extra giving out of 
myself. And even as it is I go hopping about, half flea, half elephant, from one 
excitement to another! 

Hugh’s friendship with Strong, though mostly conducted by post, 
lasted for more than ten years of unbroken harmony and understanding. 
Apart from admiring and encouraging Strong’s writing, Hugh grate¬ 
fully realised that his friend was one of the few practising critics who 
approached his books with a truly sympathetic comprehension. 

To occupy himself he wrote a short story called The German, and 
then in Edinburgh on Christmas Eve the first words of The Inquisitor. 
“The book has been in my head for years, but during the last six months 
since I finished Captain Nicholas in August it has obsessed me.” He 
realised when he was beginning it that “as one grows older the things 
one can do get monotonous with repetition; creation of character is 
the only thing that can save one at my stage.” He had come to believe 
that his great gift was for creating characters, and was faintly annoyed 
whenever his talent for story-telling was singled out for praise. 

On Christmas morning he “went to Early Service, the first time 
for many years. I liked it greatly.” This was the beginning of his 
return to regular church-going. Thereafter when he was at Bracken- 
bum he usually attended either Matins or Holy Communion every 
Sunday, sometimes at St John’s, Keswick, sometimes at the village 
church of Grange. Coming out of St John’s, one early February morn¬ 
ing a few years later, he stood enraptured by the beauty of the scene. 
“The view from the churchyard was superb, the hills ranged like battle¬ 
ments. All is so quiet then.. In front, the hills, just touched with rose; 
behind, the Uttle grey street, quite silent, thin spirals of smoke coming 
from the chimneys. The churchyard scattered with snowdrops.” He 
would like to be buried here when his time came, he decided; and he 
arranged that it should be so. 


9 

1934 opened with another cruise to Jamaica, another stay with the 
Turvilles. Hugh worked on at The Inquisitor, but nothing seemed quite 
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as nice as it had been a year ago. The heat and humidity were greater 
than he remembered: there was something macabre about the place, 
caused by ‘'the intensity of the sun, the shortness of life, the absence of 
morahty, the minority of the Whites.” All right for a holiday, but he 
missed Brackenbum and Harold. His journal had been brougit along, 
and in the silence of one oppressive night he drew up yet anotl ler, most 
accurate, list of his “defects and virtues. My sincere and simph camara¬ 
derie, my humour touched with malice, my sensitiveness :o being 
liked, my resentment if I’m not, my pleasure over tiny thing , my joy 
in the colour and movement of the sea, my delight in being a] ve when 
things go well, my apprehensi< n when the atmosphere cha iges, my 
determination to get what I wai t, my tendency to boss.” An) one who 
knew him will recognise the tri.th of these attributes. 

That same night he jotted do wn in his journal a forecast oi his next 
ten years’ literary production, k is here reproduced in full, siiice it was 
the last reasonable example of many such prognostications, and in¬ 
cludes ideas which he did not live to carry out. The titles and dates 
of published books have been added in brackets. 

1934 Captain Nicholas, 

1935 The Inquisitor, 

1936 Short Stories. [Head in Green Bronze^ 1938.] 

Hans Andersen novel. [John Cornelius, 1937.] 

1937 Cumberland Novel. Modern. Laid in Newlands. Theme—Mother 
and Son. [A Prayer for My Son, 1936.] 

1938 Manuscripts for Love, Personal, free book about the collection of 
manuscripts I’ve made for King’s School, Canterbury. Half auto¬ 
biography. Also literary criticism and some humour. A very personal 
book. 

Short novel. Possibly sequel to Young Enchanted, 

1939 Knights of the Queen, My Elizabethan Herries novel. Tliis will be in 
the world of Costa Berling, I should like to get some of Lagerlof’s 
atmosphere, poetic, mystical, exciting. [The Bright Pavilions, 1940.] 

1940 The Eighteen Nineties, Diary of a young poet. This would be an 
attempt to catch the spirit of the 1890 writers as it hasn’t yet been 
done. I would try and get some of the humour as well as the 
pathos. I should be entirely frank about Wilde and the psychology 
of homosexuality. I hope Alfred Douglas will be dead by then! 

1941 My novel about modern Venice—the liistory of an old woman who 
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comes here to die. A young English boy is fascinated by her and she 
gradually causes him to Hve and be a man again by her scorn and 
even hatred of him. A rather short novel. 

1942 Herries Moon, My Civil War-Charles I Herries, following directly 
on Knights of the Queen, [Katherine Christian, 1944.] 

1943 Men under Skiddaw. My James II and WilUam III Herries. 

1944 Death of Queen Anne's Men. My Queen Anne Herries, its last page 
leading directly to beginning of Rogue Herries. 

Shall I do anything of this? Shall I be aUve in 1944? Shall I have the 
energy ? Anyway here is ten years* work. 

Returning by way of New York, he reached Brackenbum on 
March 7, in good time for the opening of what may perhaps be termed 
the Fiasco of the Fiftieth Birthday. 

10 

Just as Hugh’s first comment on returning home from abroad was 
‘‘No bad news or anything,” so was he always watching for, guarding 
against, dreading, the worst news of all—intimations of his own mor¬ 
tality. The time would perhaps come when he would welcome death 
as the ultimate friend bringing surcease of cares, but not just yet, 
not while there were still so many exciting things to be done, so 
many books demanding to be written. And in this long shadow-fight 
against an unseen adversary, his fiftieth birthday had for some years 
loomed ahead, a landmark and a testing-point, which on his bad days 
he was certain he would never reach. Even as men m immediate peril 
of their lives often vow that they will perform some act of praise and 
gratitude if they are spared, so did Hugh vow that this to him symbolical 
birthday should be fittingly acclaimed. He would give an immense 
dinner to his friends—^not to the First Fifteen only, but to the First 
Fifty—and after the banquet each guest would be presented with a 
beautiful privately-printed volume. The book appeared,^ but the 
dinner never took place. First it was to be held in May, then in June. 
The number of guests dropped from fifty to fifteen; then Hugh’s 
Hollywood plans caused it to be postponed until the autumn. But by 

^ Extracts from a Diary (100 copies, 1934). It contains passages from Hugh’s Polperro 
war-diary, together with extracts from the later journals. It is dedicated “To my Friends 
on my Fraetn Birthday.” 
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then he was in a nursing home with arthritis, the books were dis¬ 
tributed by post with typewritten letters which Hugh was too ill to 
sign, and the banquet was cancelled. Perhaps it was just as well: 
once the birthday was safely in the past its importance diminished; 
moreover imagination boggles at the difficulty of merging h irmoni- 
ously so large a body of widely differing friends. The whole ej terprise 
was typical of Hugh in its grandeur, warmth, generosity, and folly. 


II 

The great day itself was spent quietly at Brackenbum with Harold, 
opening letters and telegrams, writing an essay on the Lake Di trict for 
a symposium on the English •. ountryside,^ and on Easter Day he 
reflected once more in his journal on the birthday obstacle safely 
negotiated: 

Now that I’ve passed it I feel a sort of defiant triumph, as though f d done a 
particularly nasty mean sort of enemy (whom I envisage in my mind as a beef- 
streaked Agate) out of a trick. Even Agate I don’t really dishkc If he came 
tomorrow up the garden holding out his hand, I’d take it and be dehghted. 
This is a real weakness in me and comes from some sort of fear of ostracism 
or exile. Shades of Marlow, I suppose! But I can never believe that good 
fortune will stay. Is everyone apprehensive of the future? I suppose so— 
but as a sense of God grows in one, so I think we become more indifferent 
to our personal fate. 

During April he was visited by the young poet W. H. Auden, ‘‘and 
very jolly, simple, honest, clear-headed he is. We got on beautifully 
and he didn’t make me feel a silly worn-out old man.” The Blakes 
came for a week-end, but for the most part Hugh’s days were devoted 
to The Inquisitor, his evenings to chess: 

I have been wondering about the emotional stress that chess throws me 
into. My heart begins to hammer, my hand to shake, and I can’t sleep after a 
game. This is a new mania. Indeed it has every sign of a vice! Against 
everyone the same thing happens—I am well on the way to victory, perhaps 
two pieces up, and then lose the game. This is so exactly my character. I 
cannot keep cool and collected for long at a time, nor will my impetuosity 
be checked. I regard my pieces while I play with passionate affection. The 

^ English Country (edited by H. J. Massingham, 1934). 
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queen is my bride, the bishops my brothers, the rooks my henchmen, the 
pawns my children. The result of this is that when they begin to be successful 
I feel them flushing with pleasure and I rise in my seat and cheer them on. 
And the result of that is that I lose my head and the game! Shall I ever learn 
cool collected wisdom? That is why chess is certainly the game for me. It 
should teach me if nothing else will—but I shall all my Ufe lose the game 
against quieter players! 


12 

At the end of April he drove to London, where he was soon busy 
buying pictures and books. He had decided to form a special collection 
of books published during the eighteen-nineties, and its nucleus was 
now arranged in the Piccadilly dining-room. But soon the bustle of 
what Henry James had called his ‘‘apparently perpetual circus’’ began 
to weigh him down, and he confided to his journal: 

At first London is a relief after working so hard at the cottage. Then, after 
a week or so, the other kind of exhaustion creeps in. One is not working 
with one’s brain at all, but working zt people becomes just as tiring. All one’s 
friends are so kind and affectionate. Behind them there is a background of 
all those who are not one’s friends—not necessarily enemies, but all who do 
not know one as one is. This second figure of oneself as one is not accompanies 
one everywhere. “Oh, that is Walpole,” one can hear the background mur¬ 
muring. One knows that it is not! One learns not to be self-conscious about 
this and also perhaps to pick up from this mysterious false figure what may 
be in it not altogether false. There are things of course that one is that one 
doesn’t recognise at all. One is in fact only real at certain moments, and in 
certain relationships, and it is this reahty that one must always increase. . . . 
The most unchangeable relationships are made between people who either 
very rarely meet or who are always together. That is why a successful 
marriage is the finest relationship of all. 

A few days later he was rung up in the early morning and asked 
whether he would travel immediately to Hollywood to write the 
scenario for the film of David Copperjield for Metro-Goldwyn-Mayer. 
He was offered a salary of f^200 a week besides all travelling expenses, 
and assured that the job would only take him a few weeks. He accepted 
at once, and lightheartedly set about cancelling or postponing his 
other engagements, including the great birthday dinner. 

There was time for only five days at Brackenbum, but during them 
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Hugh completed the purchase of a little house in the village of Grange, 
some two miles away. He named it Copperfieldand made arrangements 
for his gardener and wife to be installed there during his absence. Later 
the house became an overflow for books and pictures, and < ne of its 
bedrooms was furnished as an additional guest-room for BraC'^enbum. 

In London Hugh was horrified to discover that the bookselL r whom 
he had commissioned to buy for him at auction the original m nuscript 
of Anstey’s Vice Versa had been obliged to go up to JQ520 to ecure it. 
But there was little time in which to repine: shopping, farev ells, and 
a day watching the Australians at the Oval, kept him busy until on 
June 6 he sailed from Plymouth in the lie de France. 

He travelled with George Culor and David Selznick, two ii iportant 
film executives who were soon to become his firm friends, and the 
journey proved most agreeable. From New York, where 1 e stayed 
long enough to see the Baer-Camera fight in Madison Square Garden, 
he wrote to tell his sister that lie was being “treated like a tiravelling 
monarch and spoilt to death.” On their westward journey the party 
stopped a day in Chicago to visit the World’s Fair, and on June 19 
Hugh, an eager captive, entered the gilded prison of Hollywood. 

13 

The boasted Californian climate soon showed its darker side. Witliin 
a week he caught a bad cold, which infected first his eyes and then his 
sinuses. He was hurried into hospital, and an immediate operation was 
prevented only by the personal intervention of David Selznick. As it 
was, the restraints of hospital and the twice-daily draining of the 
sinuses irked him considerably, and he was greatly relieved when he 
was allowed to return to his Santa Barbara hotel. He was further 
cheered by the news that Captain Nicholas had been chosen by the 
Literary Guild and was thus assured of a large sale in America. 

A few days later, while the scenario and casting of David Copperjield 
were still in their earliest stages, Hugh accepted a fresh proposal and 
reported the news in one of his weekly letters to his sister: 

Yesterday I signed a contract to stay out here till November i.... It is very 
interesting but most exasperating, as you have to write every scene over and 
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over again, and at the fifth time it is no better than the first.... I work with¬ 
out ceasing from ten to six, and everyone is too tired by the evening to want 
to be gay. Harold will come out to me at the end of August. Td have him 
earUer if it weren’t for his August hoHday with the boys. Everyone asks 
me out—Charles Laughton, Katherine Hepburn, Wallace Beery, Charlie 
Chaplin—but you have Httle time to make real friends with anyone. . . . 
You can’t imagine how shut off one is! 

His expenses quickly mounted. He was obliged to hire a car and 
chauffeur of his own, and at the end of July he moved into a furnished 
house in Beverly Hills, for which he engaged two coloured servants. 
At the studio all was apparent confusion, order and counter-order, 
temperament and tears. Steerfordi was time and again removed from 
the film, only to be reinstated at next day’s conference. Charles 
Laughton was engaged for the part of Micawber, but eventually gave 
way to W. C. Fields. One day “after lunch the whole of the second 
half of the script was pulled to pieces, and hysterical requests were made 
for me to make something interesting out of Agnes. I in my turn got 
hysterical and said *I tank I go home.’ They were very sweet to me and 
calmed me down.” But there were moments of peace: 

Some of the homes of the film stars—Norma Shearer and Ann Harding 
for instance—are exquisitely beautiful, and it is lovely to sit under the moon 
at midnight and watch these beautiful creatures with practically nothing on 
play tennis under artificial hght. But I think why I am really happy is that 
here I am free for the first time from all the Enghsh jealousy that I’ve suffered 
from for years. No one here cares a hang about the relative merits of EngUsh 
writers! 

From these crowds of acquaintances there emerged a few major 
fiiends, among them the Danish actor Jean Hersholt, who shared 
Hugh’s passion for rare and beautiful books, and the Polish producer 
Richard Boleslawsky, a large handsome man who had served with the 
crack Polish Lancers during the war, and had written an excellent and 
most moving account of his regiment’s adventures during the first 
Russian revolution.^ Hugh was also much taken with the charm and 
talents of Katherine Hepburn. After seeing her in the film of Little 
Women, he wrote in his diary: “She is divine—^no other word for it.” 

1 The Way of the Lancer (1932). 
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One day he drove with her in a Ford truck to a film preview, and much 
enjoyed the mobbing of the crowds in the streets. 

All through August and well into September the script of David 
Copperfield dragged on. Seven times did Hugh gladly announce in his 
diary that it was officially finished, but six of these decisicns were 
cancelled by demands for further revision. “Again and again,’ he told 
his sister, “we go back over ever / sentence, even over every w )rd, and 
it is no easy thing for me, who have for so long done what I h ted hoiv 
I liked, to fit in with all these different people.” 

He took a day off to visit the gri^at Huntington Library at San Marino, 
and his own library was forever being enlarged by the pur :hase of 
many thousand dollars’ worth o! books in Los Angeles and el: “where. 
When his books were sold at auction after his death,^ most sf them 
fetched appreciably more than he had paid for them, but not his 
American purchases. 

Early in September his spirits were raised by the arrival of Harold, 
who found Hollywood much to his liking and quickly became a 
general favourite. With him Hugh paid his first visit to the Mount 
Wilson observatory, where he made friends with the astronomer 
Edwin Hubble and his wife Grace. 

Soon after this Hugh did his first, and last, piece of film-acting. He 
took the part of the Vicar of Blunderstone in the scene where the boy 
David falls asleep in church. It had to be retaken eight times, and on 
each occasion Hugh preached a difierent and wholly impromptu 
sermon, “standing in a pulpit, my face rosy with pompous plati¬ 
tudes,” as he described it to Frere. Harold afterwards learned that 
Selznick and the others had deliberately prolonged the shooting of this 
scene, in a playful attempt to dry Hugh up, but they little knew their 
man. Next day he started work on tlie scenario of his own Vanessa, in 
collaboration with Lenore Coffee. 

Meanwhile Captain Nicholas had been pubhshed in September, and 
at every opportunity Hugh pressed on with The Inquisitor. He felt 
quite sad when he killed off old Canon Render, whom he had first 
invented twelve years ago, but the moment the book was finished, its 
successor, A Prayer for My Son, came floating into his head. “I’m crazy 
* Altogether they realised just under £20,000. 
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to begin the novel after next,” he wrote to Frere. “Boy! That will 
be a book.” For the rest of his life he was nearly always in this same 
state of mind. He was so many books ahead of his pubhsher that when 
a new novel of his appeared and his friends expressed their appreciation, 
Hugh sometimes seemed almost to have forgotten which book they 
were discussing, and would break into their praise with some such 
remark as this one to Frere. 

Lectures too had to be given occasionally. Once he arrived at the 
Hollywood Women’s Club to find that he had been billed to speak, not 
as he thought on Dickens, but on “Life begins at Fifty.” He “got 
through somehow with many platitudes.” Every Friday evening Hugh 
and Harold had season tickets for the local boxing, and on other even¬ 
ings they played game after game of chess. Hugh suffered a series of 
crushing defeats, which he attributed to a surfeit of insulin. 

The script of Vanessa was finished during the first week of November, 
and Harold was given a tiny part in the film called Clive of India. 
Clemence Dane arrived and Hugh was delighted to see her. So far he 
had enjoyed most of his stay, and he had clearly made a success of his 
job, for, as he wrote to his sister; 

On Saturday I was summoned to the offices of Louis B. Mayer, head of this 
company and one of the Three Kings of Hollywood. He made me a speech 
saying I combined the quaUtics of fine character and great abihty 1 I felt Uke 
a schoolboy of ten—but the result is tliat I have signed a contract for next 
year for six months at a fabulously high salary. No less than Two Hundred 
and Fifty Pounds per week! ... This climate suits my diabetes to perfection. 

A few days later he drove out with Harold for a week-end at P alm 
Springs. One morning there he got up early, went for a walk in the 
hotel garden and fell asleep on a seat which was stiU saturated with 
dew. When Harold found him he had been there an hour, and it seems 
probable that this caused the acute arthritis in the right wrist which 
attacked him almost immediately. He suffered much pain, was imable 
to write or do any work (his diary had to be abandoned for two 
months), and his stay in Hollywood, in any case almost over, was 
brought to a sudden end. Harold moved him by air to New York, 
and after a few days in the Doctors’ Hospital there, they sailed for home 
early in December in the Berengaria. 
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On board ship they found the Priestleys, the Buchans, and Beverley 
Nichols. Hugh was kept in bed in his cabin for the whole voya ^e, and 
his friends would sit round his bed and entertain him with co iversa- 
tion. Lady Tweedsmuir writes: 

I remember Hugh saying to John ‘‘Do you realise that if this si ip goes 
down tonight four of Great Britain’s best-selling writers will be lost,; tid that 
aU the non-best-selling writers will probably have a party to celeb ate the 
event?” John looked surprised and a httle mystified.^ 

When they reached London, iVlan Bott met them, took H agh to 
Piccadilly, and next day in an ambulance to a nursing home, wl ere he 
passed a miserable Christmas. 'The specialists considered thit the 
source of the infection might be his remaining teeth, and on New 
Year’s Eve these were duly removed under an anaesthetic. A day t)r two 
later he was allowed to move to 90 Piccadilly, with his wrist immobilised 
in plaster of Paris. He managed to get up and dress, even to dictate the 
first two chapters of A Prayer for My Son to a stenographer, but the 
artliritis showed little sign of clearing up until Harold by great good 
fortune procured a bottle of a new^ medicine which had been invented 
by an Irish doctor. Hugh took it more in desperation than in hope, but 
his condition immediately began to improve, and after a few bottles 
of this magic draught ^ he was well enough to drive to Brackenbum 
on January 28. He stayed for a few days only, but the sight of his be¬ 
loved home and all its treasures did much to complete his cure. 

Back in London, the urge to buy pictures, so long frustrated by his 
illness, burst out again. One afternoon as he was leaving the flat to 
visit a dealer, Harold came in with a bill for a few poimds, which he 
was anxious that Hugh should pay, for some necessary electric equip¬ 
ment for Brackenbum which Harold had secured at a bargain price. 
Hugh exploded into one of his childish tantrums, refused to pay the 
bill, said it was much too high, and abused Harold roundly. Before 
he had had time to cool dowm, he strode off to the picture-dealer’s and 

^John Buchan by his Wife and Friends (1947). 

* Later a company, of which Harold was one of the directors, placed the medicine on 
the market under the name Ru-Mari. 
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paid ^iioo for an unfinished Renoir oil-painting.^ By the time he got 
home he was thoroughly ashamed of himself, and unwilling to admit 
his extravagant inconsistency to Harold, who was by now too accus¬ 
tomed to such waywardness to show any surprise. 

For the first time they saw the films of David Copperjield and Vanessa 
right through. Hugh experienced a ‘Tunny, rather moving intimacy'* 
as he watched, and was on die whole very well pleased, though he 
considered it ridiculous to allow Judith Paris to live to the age of a 
himdred and thirty. He spent a week-end in the country with the 
Buchans, dined with Virginia Woolf and Elizabeth Bowen, and made 
an exciting new friend in John Collier, the novelist, whom he helped 
towards Hollywood with introductions. A dramatisation of The Old 
Ladies had been made by Rodney Ackland: Hugh went to a rehearsal 
but “slept all the time and shall leave them to it.” 

Most of March he stayed in Cumberland, writing his novel and re¬ 
covering from his illness. While he had been in Hollywood he had 
lent Brackenbum, together with food, service, and run of the library, 
for a summer holiday to a young newly-married friend, to whom he 
now wrote: “I was really worried by your tiredness the other day. 
Domestic happiness. I’ve always heard, is much more wearing than 
debauchery! All the same I envy you.” 

His birthday provided a good occasion for resuming his long- 
neglected journal, and in it he confessed to a “curious unreasoning 
apprehension. Not an unhappy one exactly, but only as though some¬ 
one had been whispering in my ear that I must watch my step.” Perhaps 
it was just the after-affects of arthritis, but for safety’s sake he decided 
that he must be prepared for his novels to decline in popularity, and 
also possibly for continual ill-health. 

During a fortnight in London he lunched with the Archbishop of 
Canterbury at Lambeth Palace. He had not been there since the days 
of his young manhood, and sure enough his memory preserved a 
picture of “sombre rooms.” Now, by contrast, he found everything 
light and sunny; “all the portraits of the Archbishops are cleaned, their 
faces shining. Lang says: ‘Yes, very depressing to their successor, for 
there they all are and not a soul aHve knows anything about them. 

^ It fetched £iSoo when Hugh’s pictures were sold at the Leicester Galleries in 1945. 
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Only about Laud, and he is remembered because he had his head cut 
ofF/ 

A few days later Hugh attended the successful first night of The Old 
Ladies. Rodney Ackland had made a fine play out of the novnl, John 
Gielgud produced it beautifully in a set which showed the th ree old 
ladies' rooms simultaneously, wldle the acting of Mary Jerro; d, Jean 
Cadell, and especially Edith Evans in the part of Agatha Pay le, was 
superb. 


15 

During those years Sir Henry Lunn used to organise cruises to Greece 
and the /Egezn Islands. Each trip would last some two or three weeks, 
and among the passengers there was usually to be found a qi iota of 
eminent writers and scholars. Thi se travelled free, and if they a v^oided 
actually singing for their supper, were nevertheless expected now and 
again to beguile the tedium of their fellow-passengers witli lectures on 
some suitably relevant topic. Hugh had been pleased to be invited, 
and when he embarked at Marseilles at the beginning of April, he dis¬ 
covered that his travelling-companions were to include Vita Sackville- 
West, Harold Nicolson, Sir Richard Livingstone and Professor H. W. 
Garrod of Oxford, Lady Ravensdale, and Dr Cyril Norwood, under 
whom he had once so nearly worked. The first days of the voyage 
were uneventful, but at breakfast-time on the fourth day the sliip was 
found to be stuck fast on a sandbank at the entrance to the Gulf of 
Corinth. At midday all the passengers-—there were almost four hundred 
of them—^were asked to proceed to the stem of the vessel and there to 
jump in unison. Obediently and conscientiously, all of them, professors 
and old ladies, archaeologists and society hostesses, carried out these in¬ 
decorous instructions to the best of their agility. Time and again, at 
a given signal, they jumped with all their weight, but the sand held 
them fast and they retired breathless to luncheon. 

All next day the ship was stranded, despite the efforts of tugs sum¬ 
moned from all quarters. London newspapers, hearing of their plight, 
cabled to Hugh, Harold Nicolson, and others, for first-hand accounts 
of the mishap, but these were forbidden at a meeting at which Sir 
Henry Lunn “ordered us not to be naughty children!" Compulsory 



PERPETUAL CIRCUS 


35<S 


[1935 


leisure was no nuisance to Hugh, who dashed on happily with A Prayer 
for My Son and played “magnificent chess, beating Garrod twice and 
Vita twice.’’ Eventually the combined tractive power of a flotilla of 
tugs refloated the ship, and in due course the party arrived at Delphi. 

When he got home Hugh wrote some account of the whole voyage 
in his journal and compiled a list of the twenty-one loveHest things he 
had seen or experienced. First of all delights, he said, was the afternoon 
he spent on the Acropolis at Athens. He had lunched with Sir Sydney 
Waterlow, the British Minister and nephew of his old friend EHzabeth. 
Most of his fellow-travellers were down in Athens, and Hugh sat alone, 
glorying in the warm sunshine and contemplating the Parthenon, with 
its “honey-coloured pillars sailing into world upon world of light.” 

But there were other pleasures almost as exciting. On the morning 
of Good Friday he “woke to see Rhodes like all the novels Walter 
Scott ever wrote,” at midday he ate fresh mullet on the quay, and in the 
evening Sir Henry Lunn delivered an appropriate sermon. Then there 
was the Church dignitary, whom all the old ladies adored and who, 
“lecturing always everywhere, was just a little suggestive in his stories 
about the gods and goddesses.” There were Hugh’s own lectures, 
which he always enjoyed. And finally the cruise ended with the singing 
of Easter hymns, a fancy-dress ball offTaormina (Hugh went disguised 
as a judge), disembarking at Naples, and home by train through Paris. 
Harold was waiting on the platform at Victoria, and, wrote Hugh, 
“Wasn’t I glad!” 


16 

Straight up to Brackenbum they drove, for a week of quiet before 
the Jubilee celebrations in London. Hugh’s last dog Bingo had taken 
to killing chickens and had been disposed of. Now his friends and 
neighbours the Zanazzis presented him with the last of his long 
succession of pets. This was a black retriever called Ranter, a gentle, 
quiet, affectionate beast to which Hugh became very attached. One 
day, accompanied by Ranter, he set out for a walk, carrying a long 
shepherd’s crook which he had brought home from Greece. Along the 
road he became entangled with a flock of sheep, and an irate motorist 
yelled out at him: “Why the hell can’t you keep your bloody sheep on 
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the fell ?” It was the only time he was ever taken for a native Cumbrian, 
and he used to tell this story locally with pride. 

On May 6 he was ensconced on his Piccadilly balcony, directly 
overlooking the route of the main Jubilee procession. With hi n were 
his brother Robin, Mrs Thomas Hardy, Lady Ravensdale, Francis 
Yeats-Brown, Edward Knoblock, Keith Baynes, and the c< mplete 
Cheevers family. The sun shone, and Hugh shared the swelliu > pride 
of all beholders. Later he voiced it too: 

The Queen looked quite perfect. P?er colours—grey, silver, mauve, vhite— 

were exactly right, but more than th.*t she was regal _I reaUsed the xtrava- 

gant devotion that such an emblem of one’s country’s history can p 'ovoke. 
The value of these two is that they arsymbols of all one’s patriotism vithout 
doing anything to disillusion one. 

He was impressed too by the good humour of the people in the 
streets, recording that when he walked home that night in full evening 
dress, through the packed and dancing crowds in Trafalgar Square, 
“not a soul said a rude word to me or tried to knock off my hat!'’ To 
Hugh crowds were always potential removers of hats, if not of heads. 

Another peaceful fortnight at Brackenbum was spent working at 
A Prayer for My Son and brooding on friendship. Harold had upset 
him by declaring that he had scarcely a friend who didn't want some¬ 
thing of him, and indeed there was some truth in this contention. 
Hugh had now much to give, in money and influence; he was incapable 
of refusing a request, and suppliants were many. In his calmer moments 
he acknowledged that Harold was right, but then some new fnend 
would appear and Harold would prophesy a request for help. “Non¬ 
sense," Hugh would answer; “I bet you a pound he doesn't ask me for 
anything." When Harold won the bet, as he usually did, for he was 
a shrewd judge of character, Hugh would pay up ruefully, swear never 
to yield again, and fall to musing once more on the pitfalls of friend¬ 
ship and the perils of wealth. 

He was still feeling some slight after-effects of his arthritis. Francis 
Yeats-Brown recommended a course of orange-juice and colonic 
irrigation in Stanley Lief's sanatorium at Champneys, near Tring, and 
there Hugh reported early in June. The morrow he described as a 
“very melancholy day . . . nothing to eat except some salad." Then 
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came a “miserable day,” but then “all my aches and pains went after 
an electric towel.” Yeats-Brown and Alan Bott arrived to keep him 
company, and he announced: “I’m extremely well, never felt better in 
the whole of my life.” He finished A Prayer for My Son, and after a 
fortnight’s stay left Champneys in fine health and spirits. 

Ten days of London were enough. The weather was stuffily hot 
and the Piccadilly flat felt like an overcrowded oven, into which poured 
petrol-fumes from the interminable traffic-blocks outside. Everything 
got on Hugh’s nerves, and it was with even more than his usual relief 
that he set out for Brackenbum. On the way he stopped at Worksop 
and met for the first time F. J. Shirley, the headmaster designate of the 
King’s School, Canterbury: “Extraordinary man. Has marvellous 
plans for Canterbury, but will have terrific rows there, I’m sure.” 

A few days of enchanted peace among the Lakes, a trip to Edinburgh 
to see his sister, a visit from George Blake, four days at the Leeds Test 
Match, and he was back in London again, getting ready for his second 
Hollywood adventure. The Book Society gave him a farewell dinner: 
he was resigning from the committee, but remained honorary chair¬ 
man and later returned to his old position. 

As usual before departures, Hugh was filled with vague foreboding. 
“Pray for me,” he wrote to Clemence Dane, “against the army of 
germs and the shining speckles of sand-dust that settle in one’s spiritual 
eye above Beverly.” And to the friends who saw him off at Waterloo 
on July 31 he jovially remarked: “Take a good look at me. You 
probably won’t see me again.” But when the lie de France had been at 
sea for two days, he regained his equanimity as he wrote the first words 
of The Life and Adventures of fohn Cornelius. “I look forward to this 
book hugely,” runs his diary entry, “for I feel that I may be free and 
personal and spontaneous in it, and Cornelius himself is already as real 
to me as myself.” Well he might be, for much of his hero’s character 
was taken from himself. He had begun with the idea of a novel based 
on the hfe of Hans Andersen, but by the time he was ready to start 
writing, the scene had shifted in his mind from Denmark to England, 
and Andersen’s life was merging with his own. This book always held 
a very special place in Hugh’s affections, alongside Hartner John. Both 
were to him intensely personal books, into which he frit he had put 
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more of himself than he had bestowed on any of his others, and in both 
cases he was disappointed. They received good notices and sold in 
large numbers, but the critics treated them as good average Walpole 
novels, instead of hailing them as the masterpieces tlieir author fondly 
beheved them to be. 

Now, at any rate, Hugh was happy as he started John Cornelius. To 
his sister he wrote from the boat: ‘‘Everyone is charming to me -ind as 
I get a portly old gentleman I am more and more a sort of father 
Christmas with a hint of the Devil in my red cheeks!” Nursir g this 
pleasing conceit he travelled on, .md in the second week of / ugust 
arrived once more in Hollywood. 



CHAPTER TWENTY-TWO 


GILDED BONDAGE 

I 

AFTER Staying a few days with George Cukor, Hugh moved into 

Zjk a house he had rented, number i68i Benedict Canyon, Beverly 
J. JL Hills. Here, except for one short week-end, he lived unin¬ 
terruptedly for more than nine months: not since he was a little boy 
had he stayed so long in one place, without change, variety, or move¬ 
ment. It was ‘‘a pleasant little house, Spanish style with a homely 
little garden at the back.” This time he bought a car of his own, and 
engaged a chauffeur, together with a negro manservant to look after 
the house. His friendships with Hersholt and Boleslawsky were 
“triumphantly reaffirmed,” John Collier was delightfully present, but 
he missed the vitality of Selznick and Cukor, who were no longer 
working with him. He had brought along his journal, and in it he now 
set down some first—or more properly second—impressions of the 
place: 

The studio, where happily I have my old office, seems at present Hke the 
grave. This may liven up later. I have slipped back without any sound—no 
pubheity this time whatever. It is all most pleasant, kindly, agreeable, but, 
more than last year, completely unreal. There is more actual positive reality 
in one square inch of the beach at Scarborough than in the whole extent of 
Hollywood. 

This is pardy the unreaUty of the pictures, which simply get more unreal, 
rather than less. It seems to me that they have gone back rather than 
forward since last year. At Grauman’s yesterday there was a huge preview 
of M.G.M.’s latest musical, Broadway Melody. This was exceedingly adroit, 
amusing, entertaining. At moments the dancing was beautiful. Hundreds 
and thousands of pounds, months and months of frenzy, agony, melodrama, 
miles and miles of brain-stuff had been spent on this. And yet two steps down 
the street and everyone, outside Hollywood, will have completely forgotten. 
It will get its money back, and there will be no other result whatever. 

In Hollywood itself, however, nothing else is talked about, morning and 
night, but this and similar efforts. No wars, no poHtics, no deaths, make any 
effect here. We are all on a raft together in the middle of the cinema sea! 
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The unreality is partly from this, but also from America itself. America 
(where I am always very happy) has a hollow inside itself. Go a Httle way 
down and you find nothing. Death itself is quite unreal. On Friday as re¬ 
ported in the paper there were, in Los Angeles alone, three suicides, six deaths 
from motor crashes, two murders. Nobody cares. The nice Chief o^PoHce 
at M.G.M. of last year, ElHnger, w is murdered just outside M.G.ht. gates 
last December by a jealous lover of his girl. No one cares. Will P .ogers’s 
death roused a tempest of sentiment fine speeches, regrets, all genuh e. In a 
week he will be completely forgottc 1. Nothing is real here but salai es. 


The Inquisitor had just been published in London, and while Hugh 
waited for the American edition to appear he discussed the ►ook a 
little in his journal, finally deciding: 

I have undoubtedly considerable gifts as a novelist but I cannot It irn the 
reality of The Old Wives' Tale, Of Human Bondage, Esther Waters, no have I 
anything new in technique or style to offer. . . . None of this mattet;. One 
docs one’s best, but as each book app- ars I realise once more that the t ssential 
thing has escaped me. 

The first American review he saw, by William Soskin in the Ex¬ 
aminer, ended: ‘‘These are the brayings of an intolerable ass,’^ while 
Time dismissed the book as “readable but pretentious melodrama.’^ A 
letter arrived from Priestley saying that he didn’t like the book, and a 
gastric chill rounded off a few miserable days. Then he received the 
first batch of London reviews. They were “the best ever in my life,” 
and he was happy once more. 


2 

Nobody had so far been able to decide what film he was to work on. 
While he was still in London there had been frantic cables about Kim 
and Oliver Twist, but by the time he reached Hollywood they had given 
place to Mark Twain’s The Prince and the Pauper, After a week’s half¬ 
hearted work on this, he was switched back to Kim, but the very next 
morning plans were changed yet again and Hugh was told that he was 
to spend a month on a story called Burn, Witch, Burn. He flatly re¬ 
fused, and was fobbed off with the promise tliat he should do a film 
about Oxford instead. In the event he did nothing at all until October 
10, when David Selznick asked him to do Little Lord Fauntleroy for 
United Artists, and thus in eight weeks he had been paid something 
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like ^2000 and filled in his time as best he could—buying books and 
pictures, writing a short story called The White Cat, visiting a lion- 
farm, spending a day at the San Diego fair, attending a huge party 
given by William Randolph Hearst in an artificial forest of coloured 
trees, and occasionally brooding over Mussolini’s invasion of Abys¬ 
sinia and the probable wrath to come. He made friends with the actor 
Edward G. Robinson, who introduced him to an institution rather like 
Lief’s at Tring, and he went there sometimes for treatment. 

Steadily too he worked away at John Cornelius, which by the middle 
of October had grown to thirty-five thousand words. After recording 
this fact in his journal, he launched out once more into speculation: 


Shall I have any lasting reputation? Like every author in history who has 
seriously tried to be an artist, I sometimes consider the question. Fifty years 
from now I think the Lake stories will still be read locally—otherwise I shall 
be mentioned in a small footnote to my period in literary history. There 
remains always the likehhood that some investigation in minor authors will 
one distant day rediscover me in a book, pamphlet, article, or the Polchester 
novels may survive a little. In this same way Gissing, Henry Kingsley, 
Hewlett, Shiel, to name a few at random, will always remain. This will be 
quite enough immortality for the boy who once wondered whether he would 
ever be pubhshed at all. 


The next two months were happy. Harold had arrived at the end 
of September, Hugh felt well, and he had something to do. Little Lord 
Fauntleroy was the first scenario he had attempted entirely on his own, 
and he enjoyed the feeling that he was making something. Selznick 
and the director John Cromwell helped him with advice and were well 
satisfied with his work, which he finished in a month. When die film 
was shown early in the following year, press and public endorsed their 
approval. 

Apart from concerts and the weekly boxing, Hugh also watched a 
certain amount of wrestling. And here once again he was shadowed 
by the persistent Mr Footer. One evening an enormous combatant 
called Wee Willie Davis was hurled right out of the ring into the lap 
of the luckless Hugh who was sitting in the front row. His glasses were 
smashed, for a moment he was knocked imconsdous, and they took 
him to hospital to be treated for shock before he was allowed to go 
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home. But he soon recovered, and two days later he was spending 
$1200 at a Chinese shop on “lovely amethyst, jade, ivory, amber, and 
two gorgeous T’ang horses/’ “As good as the bank anyway,” he com¬ 
mented, and when the objects were delivered at his house le “went 
almost mad with excitement... Am I wicked? The pleasure it least is 
sensual!” 

His love for objects of this sort, like liis love for pictures, w as three¬ 
fold. First there was the fun ol'finding them—the “momer t of dis¬ 
covery”—and, as James Bain saivl of him, “liis obvious delight in a new 
acquisition is ever a joy to behold.” Then there was the fun < f having 
them always in sight, “scraps of beauty scattered up and d >wn my 
httle house.” And lastly the f:in of trying to immortalise ;hem by 
giving them an important part in a story of his own. The piece of 
amber in The Old Ladies^ the fiv^e volumes of Lockliart’s Dot Qinxote 
in Above the Dark Circus, a Utrillo in one story, the Chinese lorses in 
another—all these and many more were beloved possessions of his 
own. 

At odd moments in the studio he wrote another short story called 
Having No Hearts, but decided that “after this I really must give up 
short stories about dogs, old ladies, and rare possessions.” John Cornelius 
too went steadily ahead. “How I enjoy it! But then I enjoy every 
novel I write, so that means nothing.” And again, after finishing a 
passage which gave him special pleasure: “I have no genius, but by 
God I am a novelist! Also tliis book will be hellishly long and will 
provoke the usual squawks.” 

As for reading, his great experience during these months was the 
discovery of Herman Melville. He had read Moby Dick long ago, but 
only now did he attempt the other novels, and their impact was tre¬ 
mendous. With the assistance of Jean Hersholt he succeeded in buying 
first editions of almost all of them, he read them again and again, and 
fell so deeply under Melville’s enchantment that “it is as though he has 
been living in the house.” 


Typee shines in my mind like the sun shining through the water in one of 
his own wonderful waterfalls. It is his uniqueness that makes him so im¬ 
portant. Two lines of Lear, one sentence of Sancho Panza’s, Mr. Collins’s 
letter to Elizabeth Bennet, Hawthorne’s picture of the “Seven Gables”— 
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these and such as these are all that is wanted. So with the opening to Moby 
Dick, Frankhn in Israel Potter, the escape in Typee, Can I claim for myself 
anything first-hand? Perhaps the umbrella in Perrin, the first battle in The 
Dark Forest, the amber in The Old Ladies, I don’t know. It doesn’t matter. 


3 

Harold left in December to spend Christmas at home with his 
family and to supervise the improvements at Brackenbum. His 
departure caused Hugh some disconsolation, but luckily H. G. Wells 
had just arrived in Hollywood and round him entertainment gathered. 
First Charlie Chaplin gave a dinner in his honour, at which H. G. 
chucked Hugh imder the chin, looking “very well and delighted with 
the pretty women.*' Then Hugh accompanied him and the actress 
Paulette Goddard on a visit to Hearst’s fantastic ranch. 

What a place! A huge imitation stucco building like a German health resort, 
planted on a hill between the mountains and the sea. Magnificent tapestries 
and everywhere marble statues, sham Italian gilt, and a deserted Ubrary 
where the books absolutely weep for neglect. In the grounds there is a zoo 
with some superb lions and tigers, but the cages are too small. Water 
buffalo and zebra look in at your bedroom window. 

Wells gave a great oration at dinner, saying in his whispering squeaky 
voice that the past hundred years in American history were nothing for 
Americans to be proud of, and that since 1920 Americans had behaved like 
idiots. They had the chance to rule the world, but because of greed and 
pusillanimity had lost all their chances. The Americans at table looked blue 
and were very pohte. 

Hugh was encouraged by excellent news of The Inquisitor at home, 
where the book was being listed as the most popular novel of the 
season. He was also pleased when he was once more entrusted with the 
scenario of Kim, for which another writer had prepared a first draft. 
As Christmas approached, his thoughts went back to the other 
Christmases he had spent in America: few of them had come up to his 
expectations, but this one he felt sure would be different. He was right. 
The attractive American custom of setting up in the streets large 
Christmas trees covered with brightly-coloured lights was, as might be 
expected, in Hollywood carried to extremes. The whole brittle arti- 
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ficial city glittered gaily every night, and Hugh had to confess that he 
loved it. To drive down Hollywood Boulevard, he said, took one’s 
breath away. 

He stayed at Jean Hersholt’s Christmas Eve party until thre: o’clock 
on Christmas morning, and as he drove home the stars were cc mpeting 
with the Christmas trees. Later he went to church and “foul id it gay 
with poinsettias and a lady choir in red caps looking like Roman 
senators.” The midday party vas at the Boleslawskys’, whe :e Hugh 
received any amount of presents and admired the new baby, he latest 
in his long string of godchildren An evening party at George Cukor’s 
brought to an end the happiest ( hristmas he had ever spent av ay from 
home, and when he came to wind up his diary for the year le could 
write himself down as “very l.appy, quieter, less nervous, < veryone 
more friendly. God be thanked I” 


4 

John Masefield and his wife arrived in January, and for a week or 
two Hugh spent a great part of his time with them. He was best man 
at John Collier’s wedding, and he took the chair at a diimer of the Food 
and Wine Society. It was an English meal excellently cooked, and it 
made Hugh homesick for “an English breakfast—kippers, fat sausages 
bursting their skins, fishcakes, kedgeree. For lunch trout and marma¬ 
lade pudding. For dinner roast chicken and Stilton. The only possible 
American foods are steaks and some soups—everything tasteless, over¬ 
sauced, greasy.” 

Although he was not in any sense a greedy man, Hugh enjoyed his 
food, particularly his breakfast (a legacy, he said, of tlie miserable ones 
at Marlow), and later all the sweet things which his diabetes forbade 
him to eat. Out to tea, he would gleefully eat half a dozen macaroons 
like a guilty schoolboy. He drank very little alcohol, and rarely 
smoked cigarettes. He kept cigars for his friends and occasionally 
smoked one himself. When he was working, and sometimes while he 
was talking by the fire, he would smoke a pipe, but he always experi¬ 
enced great difficulty in keeping it alight. 

The month of January was overshadowed by the death in quick 
succession of King George V and Rudyard Kipling. It was surprising 
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to discover how much the King’s death concerned ordinary Americans: 
Hugh played his part in the obsequies by reading the lessons at the 
memorial service in St John’s Episcopal Church. Kipling’s death 
touched him more closely, and he remembered how kindly, alert, and 
unaffected the older man had always been at their meetings. He re¬ 
called too a conversation at the Cazalets’ between P. G. Wodehouse 
and Kipling, during which Kipling said: “But tell me, Wodehouse, 
how do you finish your stories ? I can never think how to end mine.” 

By the beginning of February Hugh was ticking off the days on his 
calendar like a schoolboy, and his nostalgia grew so unbearable that he 
decided he could not endure another four months without Harold; so 
it was arranged that he should travel back to Hollywood about the end 
of March. Meanwhile Hugh was getting on with Kim, but in the 
middle of February he put aside John Cornelius, of which a hundred 
thousand words were now completed, so that the last eleven chapters 
might be reserved for the peace of Brackenbum. He had no sooner 
arrived at this decision than he began yet another short story, called 
The Train, followed it with one called The Exile, and began work on a 
book of critical essays, called Six Romantic Novelists, which was never 
finished.* 

A week-end in San Francisco—the only break in nine months— 
helped to restore his perspective, but also increased his sense of im¬ 
prisonment. One day the English actress Constance Collier voiced his 
own thoughts when she said to him: “Hugh, this place is just like Don- 
ington Hall. When the German prisoners first went there they were 
amazed by its splendour and beauty. ‘Aren’t the Enghsh fools!’ they 
said. ‘Why, it’s better to be a prisoner than free.’ Then after walking 
in the grounds for a few days they discovered the barbed wire. A 
month later all they did was to walk on the same track up to the barbed 
wire and back again.” 

Reflecting on this, Hugh came to three conclusions: “That I’m be¬ 
ginning to think of money more than at any time in my life before, that 
I’m wasting my time and I haven’t got so much left to me, and that I 

* The six were to have been Nathaniel Hawthorne, Charlotte Bronte, Hemum Mel- 
vilk, Roltert Louis Stevenson, Henry James, and Virginia Woolf. Only the introduction 
and the first two essays were completed. 
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love England more passionately even than I knew/’ And he con¬ 
cluded: ‘‘This isn’t life at all—it’s shadow upon shadow upon fhadow,” 
On his fifty-second birthday he treated himself to first editions of 
four Surtees novels in their original parts, and indulged ir an out¬ 
pouring of literary forecast in his journal. He named and dated no 
fewer than twenty books, all of which he declared existed in lis mind, 
and which would occupy him up to his seventieth birthda /. These 
included, besides the four additional Herries novels already planned, 
no fewer than six later ones designed to carry the history of t le family 
forward from the end of Vant^sa up to the year 1950. It i possible 
that if he had lived he would have carried out some such < normous 
scheme, but for the most part this forecast, unlike its predece sors, was 
bom of present discontent rather than future aspiration. 


5 

During the whole of his stay in Hollywood he wrote every week to 
his sister, and in March his letters were full of notes and queries. He 
had received a “marvellous lecture offer” from a Chicago agency for a 
six weeks’ tour in November and December, and had accepted it, much 
to the disgust of his old impresario Lee Keedick. With Selznick he had 
arranged to write a film scenario in England in 193 7 - 

I expect you were pleased at my being elected President of the Edinburgh 
[Associated] Societies. They asked me some four months ago to stand and 
at first I refused. They asked me again and I accepted, but then forgot all 
about it until I saw it in a paper yesterday. I was amused at my beating 
Ramsay MacDonald of all people! 

Towards the end of March he confessed in his journal that most of 
his film earnings had been spent (without, although he omitted this 
vital fact, any allowance for income tax) on pictures and books. He 
was loth to admit, even to himself, the full extent of his extravagance, 
but from his list of purchases and a number of later admissions in the 
margin, it is clear that during the previous six months he had acquired 
three Cezannes, three Renoirs, two Picassos, a Gauguin, a Braque, and 
a Derain, besides a large number of drawings and lithographs, by 
Beardsley, Toulouse-Lautrec, Marie Laurencin, and other artists. The 
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list of books bought is also impressive, and after chronicling its peaks 
Hugh explained: “If I don’t see a thing I’m all right,” but by now the 
booksellers and picture-dealers had got his measure. They “bring 
things to my door, saying: ‘We only want to see you for a moment. 
You needn’t buy anything.’ And then of course I fall.” The London 
dealers also successfully exploited this weakness of his for years. In¬ 
deed, his favourite London bookseller, James Bain, delightfully justi¬ 
fied his intentions. “I will endeavour,” he wrote to Hugh, “to put 
every temptation in your way, as experience shows that it invariably 
doubles the pleasure of buying books when the act of doing so entails 
the breaking of a resolution.” There was no reason why Hugh should 
not buy whatever he fancied. He had earned the money, he was sup¬ 
porting goodness knows how many people, his income was ever in¬ 
creasing. But always there lurked in his mind the instinct of guilt, the 
feeling that he had no right to own so much while others were starving. 
“I love possessions and am at the same time ashamed of them, feeling in 
my bones that a man ought to be like St. Francis of Assisi, owning 
nothing. That kind of freedom I long for, but am too weak and greedy 
to secure.” 

And as he sat there in Benedict Canyon, longing for Harold’s return 
and filling page after page of the journal, one image began to oust all 
others from his imagination. “I am possessed these days by the moment 
when at Brackenbum I cross the lawn after breakfast to the library. In 
this are the scent of kedgeree. Ranter’s tongue licking my hand, the 
sparkling dew on the lawn, the smell of the books as I enter the library, 
H. C.’s quiet, mildly blue eyes.” 

Harold’s arrival at the end of March, and the knowledge that there 
remained only two more months of this gilded bondage, sufficed to 
keep him going. When Kim was almost ready, they asked him to 
rewrite someone else’s version of Captains Courageous. He refused, 
and it was a good thing that he did, for the last quarter of Kim had to 
be written four times, in four different ways, and his labours on it 
were brought to an end only by his departure from Hollywood. To a 
friend he wrote early in April: 

This place is making me lazier and lazier. It isn’t a good sort of laziness in 
which you recuperate, but a bad sort in which your character becomes 
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weaker and weaker and you care less and less whether you do anything 
properly or not. Tve just been telling John CoUier that he’U be completely 
and utterly damned, body and soul, if he stays here much longer, tot he tells 
me that he wants to be damned and is longing to know what it’s like. 

At Jean Hersholt’s he met for the first time, and took a gr< at liking 
to, D. H. Lawrence’s widow, Frieda. He went to tea with her in a 
furnished Louse which she had decorated with Lawrence’s n nch-dis- 
cussed paintings of moonshiny nudes. The two of them ag eed sur¬ 
prisingly in their opinions of nmtual friends, and Hugh reft Jed with 
some reluctance an invitation to stay with her at Taos in New Mexico. 

As the time of departure drew near, he became daily more nervous 
and wrought up. Not without . ausc, for two days before he was due 
to leave, Kim was still unfinished, his American income tax was un¬ 
settled, and while Harold and the coloured servant struggled with the 
packing, a lady came and read aloud to him a play she had mude from 
Captain Nicholas. 

Eventually everything was settled—or, as in the matter of the in¬ 
come tax, shelved—and on June 5 Hugh, with Harold at his side, took 
his last farewell of Hollywood. He was sad to say goodbye to Hersholt, 
die Boleslawskys, Cukor, and a few others, but his predominant feeling 
was that of a convict released after a long sentence. As a result of his 
experiences he was perhaps a little wiser, though in money certainly no 
richer. All the same, the thought of those many packing-cases filled 
with books and pictures was decidedly comforting. 

They sailed home in the Aquitania, and on June 22 they reached 
Brackenbum. ‘‘What rapture!” wrote Hugh in his diary. “So happy 
I couldn’t speak.” 

Next morning he was still nervously excited, overwhelmed by the 
beauty and wonder of everytliing. Then he picked up his beloved John 
Cornelius at the point where it had been abandoned four months ago, 
and immediately everything swung once more into order. He was 
home again. 

6 

After a brief visit to his sister in Edinburgh, he divided the month of 
July between Cumberland and London. George Blake and the actor 
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Leslie Howard came to stay at Brackenbum; in London Hugh re¬ 
joined the Book Society committee, went on the same day to the 
Surreahst Exhibition and the Royal Academy and hated them both, 
watched some cricket at the Oval, and wrote a short story called The 
Haircut A week-end at the King’s School, Canterbury, impressed him 
because of the immense progress the new headmaster had made in his 
first year, and he was naturally delighted to find that one of the board¬ 
ing-houses had been renamed Walpole House in his honour. 

At the Malvern Festival he lectured to a large audience which in¬ 
cluded George Bernard Shaw. They were fellow-guests at Barry 
Jackson’s, and later in the year Hugh wrote of Shaw in his journal: 

He seemed to me incredibly antiseptic, light and clean like a sea-washed 
shell. His beard is like that spidery silver stuff you have on birthday cakes, 
and his skin so freshly pink that Barry Jackson says he rouges. As always he 
is extremely patient, courteous, alert, humorous. He is indifferent too—^if 
one fell dead at his feet he would be most kind and helpful and wouldn't 
give a damn. But if he liimself fell dead he’d be just the same! 

And old Charlotte potters along with liim—seventy-nine she is—and climbs 
the hill above Barry’s house and looks at the view, and is courteously polite 
to everyone because it’s all charming. What does interest me though is that 
these two old dears—up to their cliins in money—won’t have maid or valet 
and travel the world without either. As they left Barry’s, Charlotte said to 
G.B.S.: “Now remember, dear, you have to do your packing when you get 
home.” And he defiantly: “I shall put it off as long as ever I can!” 

A few days later Hugh joined his brother and sister for ten days’ 
holiday at Roundstone in Connemara. He was staggered by the 
briUiance of colour everywhere—“emerald sea, blood-red seaweed, 
white cottages, dazzling green turf”—and tliis proved one of their most 
successful family hoUdays. . A Prayer for My Son was published on 
August 26, and when Hugh arrived in London he reported to his sister 
that all but two of the reviews were excellent. A few days later the 
film rights were sold to Hollywood for £2750, and a Hull fishing 
company asked permission to name a new steam trawler the Hu^ 
Walpole. 

The first three weeks of September were occupied at Brackenbum 
with the final chapters of John Cornelius, and it is easy to see why Hugh 
had postponed their composition until he had left his Californian mad- 
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house. As has been said before, this book, which had started out to be 
a story based on the hfe of Hans Andersen, had become more a|id more 
personal to Hugh himself. Although he preferred to identify himself 
with Comelius-Andersen the genius, with his “simultaneous self¬ 
distrust and self-confidence,’’ he introduced another of his percipient 
self-portraits in the character of the novelist Simeon Rose; 

Outwardly he is plump, cherubic, rosy-faced, and with his gen al smile, 
urbanity, and a certain mild pomp* *sity would make an admirable ^anon of 
any Cathedral. To meet him you would say that he was comph tely self- 
assured and very definitely pleased with himself and his success. This self- 
satisfaction can be irritating even to his friends. He is cheery a id com¬ 
plimentary to everyone, so mod st about liis own works that no one 
believes in his modesty; he rushes * com place to place, siniHng, laiij liing, his 
voice booming, clapping everyone >11 the back. I myself have long s ispccted, 
however, that Rose is in reahty a man compacted of misgivings and sus¬ 
picions of his fellow-creatures. A lonely man, too, I daresay. A r lan loyal 
to his friends and passionately desirous of their affection but norbidly 
suspicious of those same friends and restlessly suspicious of hinuHf. The 
keynote to his character is, I tliink, apprehension. This makes Ids work, 
which is garrulous, long-winded, often platitudinous, sentimental and unreal 
(often also readable, for he has an excellent narrative gift), surprisingly 
interesting to me. 

In contrast to this is another novelist, Archie Bertrand (clearly based 
on Somerset Maugham), who is described as “Rose’s exact opposite”: 

He is, both in his outward self and in liis books, a cynic, a pessimist, and 
above all (what he most wishes to be) a reahst, a man who sees things exaedy 
as they are. He is apparently a modest man who writes as he can a simple 
EngUsh style and tells the truth about the httle bit of hfe that he has seen. 
But within, Bertrand is, I tliink, self-assured, rather arrogant and deeply 
sentimental. He is, in fact, the man whom Rose tries to be in his writings, 
while Bertrand’s writings have the cynicism that is in reaUty deeply embedded 
in Rose’s character. 

For the character called Charlie Christian, Harold was the model, 
and when Hugh had to kill him off as the story demanded, he “felt 
depressed all evening.” A few days later: “Worked hard. Only two 
chapters left now. Feel quite sick at thought of leaving it. I care for 
this most of all my books.” 

His emotion prevented his sleeping properly, so that in the mornings 
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he was edgy and inclined to be hysterical. “Am all pulled to pieces by 
this book. I never remember such an experience before. After I finished 
writing this morning I was completely exhausted. Hate to leave Johnny 
who is so real to me.” On September 19, after another bad night, he 
wrote all day and finished the book in a state of near-prostration. John 
Cornelius had by now come to be so closely associated in his mind with 
himself that to compose the scene of his death was almost like killing 
himself. And by some freak of prescience, clairvoyance, or simple 
imagination, Hugh in that scene forecast almost exactly the manner of 
his own death. 

Later that same evening he found the strength to write in his journal: 

This is a day because on it, at eight in the evening, I finished what I think 
is, up to now, my best book. Not artistically perhaps: The Dark Forest is that. 
And not romantically: Rogue Herries is that. Nor the best story: The Cathe¬ 
dral is that. Nor the truest: Mr. Perrin is that. But the best for myself, be¬ 
cause there is more of myself in it than in any other—it is truer to me, and 
Johnny is a real creation, consistent from first to last. He owes, of course, a 
lot to Hans Andersen, but I meant him to be more in Andersen's skin. After 
a while he gets quite away from him. 

He slept well that night, and next morning confided to his diary: “I 
feel beautifully empty, like Mrs. Dionne after quintuplets.” But as 
usual another story sprang immediately into the forefront of his brain— 
“the story about the girl by the sea who nearly loses her husband be¬ 
cause his family grabs him.” It had its origin in the fragment of 
Scarlatt which he had abandoned nine years before, and was later to 
appear as The Sea Tower. But now, just as the plot “was beginning to 
swell out like a balloon, sea, rocks, papa, everyone,” he went to lecture 
in Manchester. There his host for the evening, J. D. Hughes the local 
bookseller, said as he was leaving: “You know, Mr Walpole, what 
everyone is wanting is a happy book, a happy book by an intelligent 
writer. They’re hungering for it.” “How scornful I wanted to feel!” 
wrote Hugh. But instead of that, 

... standing there in the Hughes's hall with Harold waiting in the car, there 
flashed up and through me The Joyful Delaneys. I knew no more than Osric 
at that moment what that meant. But before we were at Brackenburn it was 
flooding me like the sea in Connemara. All the odds and ends of the last 
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five years were joining together—the play about the swell boarders, the novel 
about the old bachelors, the novel about Shepherd Market. And die subject 
—found by me years ago when with Hergesheimer—the English aristocracy 
in their new poverty. Exactly the subject for me. But a happy book? Have 
I ever written one outside Jeremy} But the Delaneys are happy; they can’t 
help themselves. They are teUing me now: “If you don’t portray u; truly as 
we are, by God we’ll torture you for ever.” And, God helping me, s > I will! 


7 

Another entry in his journal of this same period gives an iccurate 
summary of one side of his perennial reading: 

We were talking the other nigi -t about—to which writer do vrc really 
return, no humbug? I gave my li ,t and it was absolutely honest. For in¬ 
stance, I think of Dante, Goethe, Stendhal, Blake with joy, but Id m’t read 
them. 

I read all the time the Bible, Shakespeare, Scott. After them I recurn and 
return to Jane Austen, Wordsworth, Browning, Keats (Poems and Letters), 
Lamb (Letters), FitzGerald (Letters), Don Quixote, Dickens, Hardy, Proust, 
Dostoevsky, Macaulay’s History, 

I think this is as honest as honest—except that I still love my boyhood 
story-tellers—Marion Crawford, Weyman, Conan Doyle. These are the 
only three who have really survived for me, but Crawford for instance is 
ever so much better than he is thought to be—he isn’t in fact in this year of 
grace 1936 thought about at all. 

He was indeed faithful to these old friends. Back in 1924 he had 
written a letter to The Times Literary Supplement in praise of the aged 
Stanley Weyman, who wrote in gratitude: “I was more moved than I 
can say by the generosity and quixotry of it—more moved than I have 
been by anything of this nature since Stevenson wrote to me about the 
Gentleman of France thirty years ago.’' Outside Hugh’s bedroom at 
Brackenbum stood a bookcase stuffed with these loves of his child¬ 
hood, including the complete works of Charlotte M. Yonge. 

Inside the room, alongside his bed which faced the lake, there was 
a little white bookcase of two shelves only, in which were cheap 
pocket-editions of the books he read constantly. Over in the library he 
had first editions of most of them, but these battered little copies were 
his familiars, for which he could reach out, night or morning. 
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What did he remember from all this mass of reading, to which the 
Book Society proofs added hundreds of new books a year? Except for 
the plots of novels, impressions only and very little that was accurate. 
Although he read poetry constantly, he had no memory for quotations, 
and the lines of verse or prose which he used as epigraphs for his novels, 
and sometimes introduced into the narrative, were almost always taken 
from whatever he was at that moment reading—^which often explains 
their irrelevance. If no convenient lines came to hand, he would invent 
some and attribute them to his own Henry Galleon, or later to Hans 
Frost. 

For the plots and characters of novels, on the other hand, his memory 
was astonishing. No matter how obscure the novel, or how long 
ago he had read it, the whole picture remained fresh in his mind. Right 
at the end of his life, in April 1941, L. A. G. Strong wrote to say that 
he had been asked to compile an anthology of scenes from EiigUsh 
fiction to illustrate domestic life during the past two hundred years, 
and could Hugh make any suggestions. Hugh was a sick man, alone 
in London without any books, but he sat down immediately and wrote 
out from memory a list of sixty scenes from the works of forty novelists, 
beginning with Fielding and Fanny Burney and ending with R. C. 
Hutchinson, Graham Greene, and Elizabeth Bowen. Prose fiction was 
his metier. 


8 

But soon he set out on yet another voyage to the United States of 
America—“one more departure and with the usual tremors.” But this 
time he would be back in a very few weeks, in time for a family Christ¬ 
mas in Edinburgh. He sailed in the Queen Mary, read Gone with the Wind 
all the way and wished “that the voyage might continue for weeks.” 
In thirty-five days he lectured thirty-three times in as many different 
places, from South Carolina to Kansas City to Chicago—^the usual 
circus-ring. The lectures seemed to him the best he had ever given, 
their audiences the largest and most appreciative. Wherever possible 
he stayed with fiiends, and he succeeded in speaking to Richard Boles- 
lawsky on the long-distance telephone. 
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When he arrived at the beginning of November, he found Americans 
talking of nothing but Mrs Simpson and King Edward VIII. Eagerly 
they seized on Hugh for the latest gossip,but he could tell them nothing; 
the English Press had so far preserved its organised silence: few English¬ 
men even knew of Mrs Simpson’s existence. But while he was 
travelling and lecturing, the Abdication crisis rushed to its din lax, and 
just before the end of the tour Eiugh heard in Toronto the Kin g’s fare¬ 
well speech. He was staying with Jim Annand, and together the two 
old friends sat by the wireless, listening to and grieving over the drama 
of those brave, tragic, momentous words. 

This was Hugh’s last visit to A merica, and it ended on Decei iber 16, 
when he sailed for home in the Queen Mary. There was just time to 
reach Edinburgh by Christmas Bve, and to begin The Joyful Oelaneys 
on that accustomed day. 



CHAPTER tWENTY-THREte 


RISE, SIR HUGH 

I 

T he year 1937 opened with a restful week at Brackenbum. The 
Joyful Delaneys —“who arc money for jam”—in the morning, 
some sort of a walk or expedition every afternoon, then chess 
and reading by the evening fire. Moments of introspection were 
recorded in the journal: 

I can’t bear anyone to tell me, until the book has been out a week or two 
and the reviews have come in, that it’s bad work. I grow despondent about 
it so easily and then I’m cross in a kind of self-defence. This isn’t vanity, I 
think, but my true self jumping up inside me and saying: “Well, you know 
you’re not a writer of the first rank—and how you would have liked to 
be!” 

★ ★ ★ ★ ★ 

Is this an awareness of God or merely common sense? I only know that 
when now I am about to be irritable or mean I hear quite distinedy within 
myself: “Reject tliis. It isn’t worth your while.” I’m irritable when I’m 
tired, when I’ve written too long, when I’ve lost at chess, when there’s a 
request for money from someone. I’m mean about people when I gossip. 
I’m led on especially by cheerful kindly women who destroy reputations in 
cartloads. As I hear them crashing around me I say to myself: “One or two 
more can’t matter in the general melee.” 

But here this companionable voice is especially constant. The minute I 
mention a name it begins a warning. This will make me soon very dull to 
my friends. But I’m still mean enough to be amusing. Or is it meanness? 
I prefer to think that we are all comic creatures and that a laugh or two are 
allowed. But would I like it if, from behind a screen, I heard myself scoffed 
at? Undoubtedly no. It has happened to me once or twice, and they are 
frightful, ineradicable, unforgettable crises to me. And so, perhaps, if I’m 
becoming a little less catty it’s a good thing. 

Then came ten days of London, during which he “broke his oath” 
by purchasing another Braque for ^^325, lunched with Clemence 
Dane, and journeyed to Twickenham to see England beat Wales. 

Back at Brackenbum his repose was shattered by the cabled news that 
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Richard Boleslawsky had died suddenly of heart failure in Hollywood. 
Of all the friends he had made there Boleslawsky was the dearest, 
and his death was a heavy blow. “I shall miss him horribly/^ Hugh 
told his sister, “but everyone dies one way or another in Holbwood.” 
A few days later he poured into the journal his sorrow and n emories 
of his dead friend: 

In this life he was never happy f r long, being more full of appn hensions 
than any human being I’ve ever known. I tliink liis time in tl e Wliite 
Army, his escape from Russia, and !iis year of almost-starvation wit i Norma 
in Hollywood, made him permanently frightened. I’m sure H Uywood 
killed him. He was quite unfitted to make pictures, although he ut all his 
poetry and theatrical genius into tliem. He couldn’t endure the tj ranny of 
the studio bosses (who hated liim] or the commercial greed. But specially 
what killed him was the unsatishx :tory nature of the pictures th ‘mselves. 
The beauties he put into them were so ephemeral, and he w is heart¬ 
broken with disappointment again and again. He had exactly :he same 
Polish morbidity and anticipation of the worst that Conrad had. He had also, 
hke Conrad, times of enchanting boyish gaiety and jokes. There was some¬ 
thing of the peasant in him, in his huge frame and lumbering movements. 
He was utterly tender-hearted, and dogs, flowers and children absolutely 
knew it. But he was a stranger on this earth, always and always. 

Hugh wrote a little vers libre poem about him for the dedication 
page of John Cornelius, 


2 

The end of January was further darkened by another of his unending 
struggles with the income-tax authorities. As has been seen, Hugh kept 
no regular accounts, his memory of such matters was faulty, his arith¬ 
metic and his carelessness appalling (once he accidentally made out a 
cheque for more than a million pounds), and his income arrived at odd 
intervals from so many different sources that his advisers were always 
struggling to keep pace. Until his second long sojourn in Hollywood 
all had gone comparatively smoothly, but during those nine months 
his tax position became entangled in a heart-breaking snarl which was 
not finally unravelled until some years after his death. Periodical dis¬ 
cussions with chartered accountants became regular annoyances to him, 
and almost every year he was obliged to sell sqme shares in order to 
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satisfy the Inland Revenue. At one particularly black moment he 
rallied himself by'reflecting that “my big income tax does mean Tm 
helping the country a bit.*’ 

In February he gave his Presidential Address to the Associated Societies 
in Edinburgh. George Blake came to stay at Brackenbum and was 
pronounced the “perfect guest. Could live with him for ever.” The 
manuscript of The Joyful Delaneys piled up speedily, and when the 
first third of the book was finished, Hugh wrote in his journal: 

It has gone very easily and I think should be a nice typical book of mine. 
Typical! That is beginning to be the danger now. There are no new tricks 
for me any more. Everything I write will be Walpole—Walpole—Walpole. 
On the one side that is good, because no other man or woman on earth can 
supply Walpole but me. It may not be a very remarkable creation, this little 
Walpole, with its rather green eyes, large heart and impetuous twisted 
muddled stomach, but anyway it’s unique. I think it ranges about third-class 
goods in the shop; 

First Class: Tolstoy, Dostoevsky, Jane Austen, Balzac, Proust, etc. 

Second Class: Gogol, Anatole France, George Eliot, Arnold Bennett. 

Third Class: Henry Kingsley, Gaskell, Gissing, Maugham, etc. 

Do I put the goods too high? The real danger begins when I myself begin 
to be too conscious of Walpole. When a character appears I look at it re¬ 
sentfully and say: “But I’ve seen you before!” At a phrase or scene I turn a 
Uttle sick, it all seems so familiar. Thank God, that state hasn’t come yet, but 
I am aware now of skirting round too-familiar devices. For instance the 
Thunder Storm in Delaneys is like the Green Cloud in The Cathedral which 
has been so much parodied. But after The Delaneys I won’t do a London 
novel again for a long time. 


3 

The next six weeks were mostly spent at Brackenbum, with one 
short stay in London, a night with the Blakes at Helensburgh, and a 
drive to Edinburgh which ended in a snowdrift at Moffat and a slow 
train-journey on. Although Hugh never felt well in Edinburgh, and 
consequently seldom enjoyed staying there for long, he was drawn to 
it by his deep affection for his sister and brother, and the memory of 
their parents. In his diary he always referred to his sister’s house as 
“home.” 
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Late in March Hugh and Harold walked up to Watendlath to settle a 
dispute which had arisen in that tiny hamlet between rival claimants to 
the honour (and profit) of living in ‘‘Judith Paris’s house.” When 
Hugh told the unlucky farmer that Judith Paris never lived in house, 
indeed never lived anywhere, he replied: “Aye, I know ’tis J 1 bun¬ 
kum.” The tarn was frozen, with snow lying on the ice. “I s :em as I 
get older,” Hugh wrote that evening to his sister, “to love tl is peace 
more and more, interspersed witii the bustle of life. Pieces of j ^ace are 
what you should have, as Father l ad his quiet days.” 


4 

Two days later the news of John Drinkwater’s sudden de; th pro¬ 
duced another brief character-sketch in the journal: 

My friendship with liim goes back twenty-five years. I first stayed with 
him and his first wife (whose name was Walpole) in a httle house in the 
Cotswolds then. I shall never forget the night when he burst into the Regents 
Park house and begged to stay with me because Daisy was at that moment 
bearing his child in a nursing home. He cried and was in a dreadful state, but 
through his tears produced, as usual, a manuscript from his pocket and asked 
if he might read me his last poem. 

He was one of the noblest men I ever knew—of absolute integrity, 
fidelity, much sweetness. He had humour, as Bird in Hand showed, but he 
was very solemn, even pompous, about liimself. He was therefore much 
mocked at by the frivolous. Maugham always said he meant Drinkwater by 
the figure in Cakes and Ale^ but I must honestly confess I think it was much 
more like me! 

When he was in public the actor came out. He had a fine voice for reading 
poetry, and a fine presence until he got too fat. He had, I think, a very small 
talent, one or two good lyrics. In Abraham Lincoln he hit on a good recipe, 
but it was scissors and paste stuff. I don’t think he’ll be remembered at all 
except as one of the young Georgians with Rupert Brooke and Gibson at the 
beginning of the War. 

Poor John! He suffered, I think, many disappointments. He was, I know, 
dreadfully disappointed at not being made Poet Laureate when Bridges died. 
He could never be very kindly about Masefield after, try as he might. 

His only fault was his pomposity about himself and his works—a small one 
compared with his honesty, godd heart, kindness, gentleness. 
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The end of March found Hugh in London, negotiating with Charles 
Laughton and the director Erich Pommer, concerning his first English 
film. After some days of discussion he agreed to write a scenario based 
on Daphne du Manner’s novel Jamaica Inn for a salary of a week. 
Work was not due to start on it immediately, so he drove back to 
Brackenbum for a few more days of peace. 

He arrived in time to witness the final victory in a long campaign. 
The trees between Brackenbum and the shore of the lake are the 
property of the National Trust, and although the ground on which 
they stand shelves sharply down to the water, they had by this time 
grown tall enough to shut out the view of the lake from all but Bracken- 
bum’s upper windows. For almost fourteen years Hugh had been 
urging and entreating the National Trust to fell enough trees to give 
him a glimpse of the water, but so far only a few had been removed 
from in front of the library. Curbing his natural impatience with 
difficulty, he persevered, and his efforts were rewarded when the 
new chairman of die local committee finally agreed to his proposals. 
Hugh was to remove and pay for the felled trees, and to plant flowering 
shrubs in their place. Now the last offending spruce crashed down, the 
waters of the lake sparkled through the gap, and Hugh gave thanks for 
the additional beauty which enriched the prospect. 

6 

When he drove to London three days later he knew he had a heavy 
programme before him. There was the film script to be written, a 
speech to be delivered at Stratford on Shakespeare’s birthday; he had 
agreed to “cover” the Coronation ceremony for the Daily Mail; further 
discussions were due on the great income-tax imbroglio. But he forgot 
all vexations in the excitement of a new and unexpected pleasure. On 
the afternoon of April 22, as he was setting out for Stratford, there 
arrived at 90 Piccadilly a letter from 10 Downing Street, “asking me 
whether Td like a knighthood! Accepted at once!” 

The next few days passed in a blur of happiness. The Stratford speech, 
the beginning of the film, the moving of the best of his pictures and 
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bronzes to the French Gallery in Berkeley Square, where his collection 
was to be exhibited—all these events shot past him, and it was only 
when he had contrived another few days at Brackenbum before the 
Coronation itself and the announcement of his honour, that 1 : e found 
time to reflect in his journal: 

On the morning of Tuesday the nth, I shall be lying in bed at »o Picca¬ 
dilly, and at 8 a.m. John will bring me the papers with my tea, and I s lall read, 
I suppose, that I am a knight. Thh is a dangerous proceeding and t lere will 
be no doubt some mockery—‘'Just what he’s always wanted”—“T e sort of 
writer they would make a knight ot!” 

The point is that I’ve often laugh id at knighthoods myself, but w len I got 
Baldwin’s letter I was childishly pleased and had no thought of refusing. 
Even if I’d wanted to, I am far toe keen about this new King and < Jueen to 
refuse their gracious offer! Anywa / it won’t matter in the least if I ( o decent 
work in the future, which I mean to. I must confess that sinct Scott I 
can’t think of a good novehst who accepted a knighthood. KipUng, Hardy, 
Galsworthy, all refused.^ But I’m not of their class, and range with Doyle, 
Anthony Hope, and such. . . . Besides I shall like being a knight. 

The morning of Tuesday May ii began as he had imagined it, and 
soon afterwards the telephone and the front door bell started to ring. 
Congratulations poured in from all over the world (the bundle which 
survived among Hugh’s papers contains ninety-five telegrams and more 
than two hundred letters) and they were all answered by hand within a 
few days. Two notes of congratulation must have specially pleased him, 
each in its particular way. Compton Mackenzie wrote: 

I daresay that I shall have as much sentimental pleasure out of this as any¬ 
body, for, though we have taken different roads, we were bred in the same 
stable and started our two-year-old races together. 

And Sir William Rothenstein: 

My felicitations! It is pleasant to know such as you singled out for recogni¬ 
tion. You have always stood for the gallant things—and people. And there 
is always a sense of reUef—selfish perhaps, but a satisfaction—when decent 
people join the circle of knighthood! 

^ Scott accepted a baronetcy, and I know of no evidence that Hardy was ever offered a 
knighthood. 
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But now there was time only for the Coronation. Hugh had 
already attended the main rehearsal, and all was set for the great 
occasion. 

George Blake, who was to broadcast a description of part of the 
procession, spent the night with Hugh at 90 Piccadilly, and they were 
both called at half-past four on the morning of the 12th. By six o’clock 
Hugh, with two of Ethel Cheevers’s Cornish pasties and a bar of 
chocolate in his pockets, was perched high up in the Triforium, among 
the other journalists, with the Members of Parliament below him, the 
peers, peeresses, and diplomats opposite. There were five hours of 
waiting to be filled in before the arrival of the royal party at eleven, 
but for Hugh, munching his chocolate and watching the gaily coloured 
throng assemble, there was not a moment’s tedium. 

The ceremony itself held him spellbound, and in his excitement he 
dropped his precious invitation card over the edge of the Triforium. 
Later he vainly tried to recover it from among the tightly packed 
M.P.s. At a quarter past two the journalists were allowed to leave the 
Abbey, and Hugh had to make his way as quickly as possible to the 
Daily Mail office. His article was to be syndicated in America and 
elsewhere for publication in next morning’s papers, and there was no 
time to be lost. The only way he could move eastward from West¬ 
minster was by crossing Lambeth Bridge, walking along the south side 
of the river, recrossing over Westminster Bridge, and then along the 
Embankment to Fleet Street. 

As he left the Abbey it began to rain, and by the time he reached 
New Scotland Yard the drizzle had become a deluge. The Embank¬ 
ment was blocked by some thousands of school-children who, soaked 
but enthusiastic, were stepping eastward in unison. Hugh realised that 
his only hope was to march with them, which he did, holding aloft 
his now useless umbrella. Eventually he reached the Daily Mail office, 
thoroughly drenched, at half-past four. 

They gave him a room and some whisky, and took his clothes away 
to be dried. For two hours Hugh sat there in his underclothes, drinking 
whisky, eating his Cornish pasties, and writing his article. As he 
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finished each sheet of handwritten manuscript, it was removed and sent 
down to the compositors, without one word having to be corrected. 
By half-past six all three thousand words were written, and his clothes 
were dry. “When I had finished,** he wrote in his journal, “th< Editor 
sent for me, said it was a miracle, none of his own men could ha: re done 
it, and that they and America were delighted with it.’* Next day Hugh’s 
account of the Coronation was generally deemed “the best of t le lot,** 
and the Archbishop of Canterbury wrote him a charming letter of 
appreciation. “To all of which I can only say that joumaUst i is the 
easiest job in the world, which I have always suspected.** In a I Hugh 
received about for this article, which he would glad y have 

written for no other reward than the pleasure of being in the A ^bey. 

8 

The rest of May and half June were occupied with the film scenario 
and its resultant conferences, revisions and temperamental outbursts. 

I did two scripts of Jamaica Inn for Pommer and Laughton and both were 
bad. They paid me two thousand pounds for that little bit of work, so Tm 
afraid they’re losers, but I did work as hard as I knew how. But that means 
as hard as I ever work at anything that isn’t a novel. I can see now that the 
only thing in life I’ve ever done whole-heartedly is novel-writing. Looking 
back I can see that from schoolmastcring through work in the war to films 
my heart’s never been in any of them. 

His only breaks were week-end visits to friends, and it was now that 
he first stayed with the Botts in their house on Ham Common. 
Josephine Bott deUghted him with her warm-hearted frankness, her 
wit, and her gift for turning everything into gaiety and fun. (She liked 
Hugh’s dog Ranter, and Hugh would write her skittish, affectionate 
letters signed in the dog’s name.) She made no demands on him, she 
was fond of him, always pleased to see him, and she made him laugh. 
No wonder he quickly added her to the short hst of his favourite 
women. 

Other visits were to the Freres at Dymchurch, to Canterbury where 
he addressed the boys of Walpole House, and to some friends who 
motored him over to Penshurst, the ancient home of the Sidneys. 
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‘‘We sat down to tea, a hideous collection of modems. Ah, my brave 
Sir Philip all in blue and silver, what do you say to US?’^ 

9 

On June ii at Buckingham Palace Hugh received the accolade of 
knighthood from His Majesty King George VI. For days Harold had 
polished the car, and now smart in a new blue suit he proudly drove 
Hugh through the Palace gates. Here is the scene as it was afterwards 
recorded in the journal: 

I hadn’t had the decency to buy gloves so, after Td given my hat up to the 
cloakroom attendant, I felt very naked. Upstairs in the long picture gallery 
we were all put into pens, one O.B.E., two C.B.E.’s, and us Knights. I was 
joined by Muirhead Bone, Plum Warner, Arnold Bax, and D’Arcy Thomp¬ 
son. We were not a distinguished looking lot as we were all ranged up 
according to alphabet, and told by a court official what to do. “Mind you all 
stick out your left leg when you kneel. It’s easier to get up.” I implored 
Bone to lend me liis left-hand glove so that I might be more decent. This he 
did, but then came back to say that as he began with B and I with W he would 
be gone before I would be free—so I gave him his glove back. 

After an interval in which to admire the Rembrandts, Vermeers, and 
other masterpieces which surrounded the “pens”: 

We moved Hke a theatre-queue into the other room. The King in morn¬ 
ing dress looked exactly like Robin. We were a little disappointed that he 
didn’t speak. I kneeled, he touched me on both shoulders. I got up, shook 
his hand most cordially, he grinned, I thought he was going to speak. Old 
Sam Hoare read out my name and that was over. 

10 

On June 19, twenty-six years after the publication of Mr Perrin, 
Hugh gave away the prizes at Epsom College. He made a speech, 
watched the cricket, and thought of his young ambitions—so many 
of them now fulfilled. At last, he felt, he was free. No more film 
engagements,no more lecture tours, nothing but his novel to finish, and 
beyond it a whole row of other exciting stories waiting to be written. 

July he spent with Harold in Venice and on the Dalmatian coast. 
They revelled in the heat, the bathing, and Hugh in the Venetian 
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pictures, though Harold cared less for this part of the hohday, and ^‘his 
only comment on the Giorgione Tempest was that the baby couldn’t 
possibly suck the breast, the position it was in!” 

II 

Back in England, Hugh paid his annual visit to the Malvern F< stival, 
and then enjoyed a fortnight of fine weather at BrackenbunHis 
brother and sister came to stay, and together the three of the n ex¬ 
plored the Lakes more thoroughly than ever before. One da' they 
visited the house of their childhoc d holidays, Sower Myre Fan i, and 
renewed their friendship with the Armstrong family. The high lights 
of their expeditions were recorded in Hugh’s journal, and one ot them 
runs: 

Enjoying Edith’s sponge cake sitting beside Ennerdale, the wind blowing 
the water into little waves, Ranter gazing at me hungrily, D. and R. both 
reading Cornelius uncomfortably. 

The book was to be published at the end of the month, and Hugh 
was experiencing more than his customary apprehension. John 
Cornelius had become so personal to him, so much his beloved ewe 
lamb, that he dreaded its exposure to what might well prove the cold 
blasts of indifference or incomprehension. So he tried it out first on 
his family, and the result was discouraging: “D. seems completely be¬ 
wildered by Cornelius, and her honesty is only too uncompromising.” 
Indeed poor Dorothy wept at her inability to grasp the book’s im¬ 
portance, but since “Harold couldn’t ‘get’ it either, nor my brother,” 
Hugh decided that perhaps the fault lay partly with the book itself. 

On the other hand the two reviews this morning —Times and Telegraph — 
are excellent and there are many things in the novel to attract people. Also 
I am 2i good story-teller, although I say it as shouldn’t. But this book is in line 
with Fortitude, The Captives, Harmer John, You might call the four my 
autobiography. And one day if I live I’ll write one about myself as an old 
man. That should be pretty grim! 

On September 4 from London he wrote to his sister: 

I was dehghted to get your letter—the nicest you’ve ever written me, I 
think. I’m sure that we three got closer to one another in the week at Bracken- 
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buni than ever before. We are very lucky, I think, to be so fond of one 
another, being all three rather isolated people, so to speak. As one gets older, 
though, one’s devotion to people who are good and fine gets stronger and 
stronger. It seems one of the really important things. 

I admired very much your conduct over the book. I was upset for a 
moment because I saw at once that Cornelius would seem difficult and queer 
to many people, just as The Captives and Harmer John did. That night at 
dinner I saw in a flash the fate of the book—and so it will prove. The reviews 
on the whole have been excellent but completely non-understanding. Not 
one review has alluded to the Baupon chapter, not one paid any attention to 
the book’s mystical side, and one of the two really hostile reviews has been 
the Church Times. 

On the other hand certain people, Clemencc Dane, L. A. G. Strong, etc, 
simply love it. But it’s very clear to me now that my naked view of life is 
understood by very few, and so it wiU always be. However I’m perfectly 
happy and content. I am what I am, and must write honestly as I see. 


12 

A few days later, still in London, he wrote out in his journal a very 
full synopsis of the book which was later to become The Killer and The 
Slain, explaining that “for three years and more” the theme—that of a 
murderer who gradually turns, physically and morally, into the man 
he has killed—^“has obsessed me, as no idea for a book ever has before. 
... It will undoubtedly write itself, and should be my best macabre 
and one of the best ever if it comes out right. ... I shall have, I think, 
against my will, to begin it at Christmas.” In fact almost three more 
years were to pass before the first words were written, but the incident 
provides a striking proof of Hugh’s claim that most of his novels waited 
in his brain, shaped and sometimes even divided into chapters, for years 
before he was ready to let them out. 

The London fortnight was as usual filled with jostling engagements 
— 3L party at the Ivy to celebrate the sixtieth birthday of his intermittent 
“jenemy” James Agate, a week-end with the Botts, and a luncheon at 
the Ritz where he met the famous American radio-priest Father 
Coughlin. Hugh was prejudiced against him by his reputation, but 
soon began to change his views. In the journal he described him as: 

A quiet, stocky, gentle and beautifuLcyed man with whom I felt instantly 
a strong bond. 1 think he felt it for me. Our eyes constandy met during 
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lunch. He said nothing remarkable then, except that he was very free in his 
talk about sex and was simple about American politics, wanting apparently 
some very wn-Bolshevik Communism ... 

Afterwards I spent two hours with Coughlin. We went to Howes and 
bought silver for his little peach farm in Canada. I gave him a little silver 
mustard pot that had belonged to Rothschild. Then we went to I iarrods 
and bought a table and sideboard. Then we went to my flat and I b Jgan to 
tell him some" of my difficulties but pulled up. He said enough, how ^ver, to 
show me that he understood. Through all tliis he was very quiet, k nd and 
affectionate. It*s a good thing he’s ^oing to America today becaus< his in¬ 
fluence on me was quite extraordinary. Intellectually he is naif and c ildlike, 
but I am sure that he is sincere, btave and kind. He has an aud mce of 
20,000,000, a church that holds 300(’, and gets 100,000 letters a week I gave 
hint a copy of Cornelius. I shall never forget him. 

A week at Brackenbum gave Hugh time to finish The Joyful D daneys. 
It had been a happy book to write, nor did its completion affect him as 
that of John Cornelius had done a year ago. He was cheered too by the 
letters he was receiving about Cornelius, and declared that “L. A. G. 
Strong’s article on me in the Teacher s World is one of the most under¬ 
standing I’ve ever had.” 

From September 21 to 25 Hugh stayed at Holker Hall, Lancashire, 
the home of Lord Richard and Lady Moyra Cavendish. Queen Mary 
was the guest of honour, and when he sat next to her at table and drove 
with her through the cheering crowds, Hugh spoke to her of ghosts 
and Sir Walter Scott and the Russian Revolution, and admired her 
regal bearing, her charm, her energy, her curiosity. After dinner on the 
last evening he was asked to read aloud to the assembled house- 
party. The piece chosen, Lady Ribblesdale’s account of staying with 
the Gladstones at Hawarden, was a general success and greatly amused 
the Queen. When she said goodnight, she added: “Thank you, Sir 
Hugh. You read beautifully.” 


13 

Now that the Delaneys had run their course, three or four ideas for 
novels were competing in his mind. Should he begin immediately on 
the macabre thriller he had so recently outlined in his journal ? Or make 
a start on his Elizabethan Herries ? Or get rid of that story of a marriage 
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by the sea which he had begun to write, so many years ago, as Scarlatt, 
and which would not let him rest? He could not decide, and as if to 
fill up the interval, a three-act play called The Haxtons began to stir in 
his head. He let it grow there for a week or two, began to write it in 
October, found his Hollywood experience a great help, and finished it 
before the end of November. 

Meanwhile throughout October he was as busy as ever, opening an 
exhibition at Bath, making a speech at Liverpool, buying pictures, 
entertaining George Blake, and agreeing to write another English film, 
this time an adaptation for Victor Savile of Vaughan Wilkins’s novel 
And So — Victoria. 

On the last day of October, when two acts of The Haxtons were com¬ 
pleted, the Elizabethan Herries would no longer be denied, and 
although Hugh had already decided that The Sea Tower must be written 
first, he so far indulged his Herries-hunger as to jot down in his journal 
the rough outline of what later became The Bright Pavilions. After 
working out dates and giving indications of the plot, he added: “The 
theme will be God against Devil, as in all my books and especially the 
Herries books, and I don’t care how often I do it.” 

November and December were divided between Brackenbum and 
Piccadilly, with one excursion to Scotland. In Edinburgh on Christ¬ 
mas Eve he duly began The Sea Tower: a Love Story\ next day with 
Dorothy and Robin he visited their parents’ graves at Dalmahoy; and 
for the New Year his journal carried forward two resolutions: 


One—that in 1938 I will really not be so acquisitive. I have all the posses¬ 
sions in the world I can possibly want—I have enough books and pictures to 
last me for ever and ever. To give is really better than to receive and well I 
know it—but Oh! how I hke receiving. 

Two—I will strengthen loving-kindness all in my power. With Mussohni 
and the Japs running around there is twice the need there was for personal 
decency. Was I not right about the batde between good and evil? So I must 
watch myself or I’ll be deserting to the wrong side. 
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THE WRATH TO COME 
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T he year of Munich openeil vexatiously. Victor Savil« was 
away in America, and until his return Hugh's work < n the 
scenario had to be suspended. After spending a week-en< with 
his kinsman Lord Walpole at Wolterton, he hurried back to Br cken- 
bum. One evening he read in W. B. Maxwell’s new book of re ninis- 
cences ^ a reference to Arnold Bentiett’s old habit of referring to lim as 
“the child,” and commented in his journal: 

Well, you can be called worse things. But I tliink we all three, D( »rothy, 
Robin and I, have a certain childishness because Mother and Father had it 
too. We beheve what people tell us, never tliink people are really evil. And 
surely they are so very seldom. But stupid —oh Lord how stupid! Including 
your humble servant. 

In February Hugh drove down to Canterbury for the formal 
presentation of his collection of manuscripts and books ^ to the King’s 
School. Some months earlier, the Dean and Chapter had handed 
over Prior Sellingegate to the School, and The Times had devoted a 
column to the occasion. Then with an “odd sentimental emotion” 
Hugh had seen the precious collection packed up and driven off to 
Canterbury in a van. He himself had helped to arrange his treasures 
in their lasting home, and now with two eloquent speeches he 
formally gave them away. 

The immediate applause was gratifying. A sermon in Canterbury 
Cathedral, several references on the wireless, another long article in 
The Times —all these pleased him greatly, but in his journal he had con¬ 
fessed to a further purpose, a grateful requital: 

This is really a little scrap of immortality and, with my seat on Cat Bells, is 
certainly all that I shall have. But Canterbury and Borrowdale are the 
double centre of my being, with lamplit half-befogged London and the 

^ Time Gathered (1938). 

2 See Appendix C, p. 470. 
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Cornish sea dawdling or roaring or shouting or whispering as the other two 
winged influences. 

From these there comes all my writing—and speaking Uterary you might 
say from The Prelude, from Lady Dedlock slipping down the stairs after doing 
in Mr Tulkinghom,^ and from Charles Marriott’s The Column and Genevra. 
The sea, the mountains and the city—and, by far most of all, those weeks at 
Gosforth with the dung-camation-rose smell of the farm, and the cows 
plunging down the hill, and the thin Une of sea across the fields. 

2 

Later in February Hugh ‘‘broke his word” and bought a Renoir 
still-life for j(j250. “What w to happen to me? It’s worse than drink.” 
And indeed there seemed no end to his craving; the dealers grew 
warmer and warmer in their welcome, and on the least provocation 
or none at all would bring along a tempting canvas to Piccadilly. Few 
other customers could be expected to buy a Tissot and a Dufy on the 
same occasion, as Hugh once did, and the problem of where to hang 
the pictures was no worry of theirs. Harold had long given up his 
cautionary remarks, which Hugh remembered and put into the mouth 
of the old maidservant in his short story. The Faithful Servant: 

“You know, sir, he’s got far more already than the house can hold, and, as I 
teU him again and again, he doesn’t know what he has got in the top rooms, 
all piled up against the wall they are. Why doesn’t he sell some of them? I 
ask him that and he says he can’t bear to part with them, which seems to me 
pure foohsh as he never looks at them.” 

This was exactly the situation at Brackenbum, but each time they 
drove up from London there was always a consignment of new pictures 
in the back of the car. Immediately they arrived, before Harold had a 
moment to recover from the three-hundred-mile drive, put the car 
away, or enter the house, Hugh always insisted on getting out these 
latest favourites and hanging them at once in the writing-room over 
the library. This meant taking down others to make room—for the 
walls were thickly covered—and then it was Harold’s job to find some¬ 
where to put the fallen idols. By the time of Hugh’s death, when all 

' Hugh very seldom made mistakes about the plots of novels. Mr Tulkinghom was 
murdered by the French maid Hortense ^Bleak House, ch. iiv). 
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the Piccadilly pictures were crammed in with the others, those few 
rooms at Brackenbum held more than a thousand pictures, dryings, 
etchings, and pieces of sculpture. 

But they were not all destined to be sold. One day, soon after this, 
John Rothenstein, the new Director of the Tate Gallery, came to 
lunch with Hugh in Piccadilly. Suddenly during the meal, as if on a 
sudden impulse, Hugh said that af ter his death Rothenstein cou d have 
anything he wanted for the Tate, :md after some discussion the^ settled 
on fourteen pictures as being a Nuitable number. Rothensteii asked 
what they were to do about the twenty-three Max Beerbohm cartoons 
which were already on loan to tlie Gallery. “Oh, count them as one 
item,” said Hugh. Rothensteiix then selected the other i lirteen 
pictures ^ with Hugh, whom his guest remembers as being ‘ radiant 
with cheerfulness, generosity and health.” 


3 

Back at Brackenbum The Sea Tower claimed him, but an old 
preoccupation intervened. Although his long “enmity” with St John 
Ervine was again beginning to wear thin, and only a few weeks 
earlier he had described it as “a very mild dislike really on my part, 
which I keep up because Tm sure he would snub me if I didn't,” he 
could not resist writing to Athene Seyler: 

I see by the papers that you and Beau are at once starting rehearsals for 
Ervine's play. It’s an awful position for me because now I shall have to want 
the beastly man’s play to be a success! My one good solid hate to which I cling 

like a mariner drowning in a sea of good-will_I’ve sent you my new book 

of short stories. You can read one or two under Ervine’s frightful nose. 

The book of short stories was Head in Green Bronze, the last collec¬ 
tion he was to pubHsh, which appeared on February 25. A few days 
in London sufficed for the acquisition of another “tiny” Renoir to 
“celebrate” his fifty-fourth birthday, and on March 17 he left for his 
second iEgean cmisc. 

* Oil paintings by Renoir, Forain, Steer (2), Sickert, John, Tissot, and Ford Madox 
Brown; drawings by Blake and John (3); and a water-colour by C^jranne. 
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It was the day after Hitler’s annexation of Austria, and Hugh could 
‘Remember no time since August 1914 when people were so really 
frightened.” But as the Letitia steamed farther and farther into the 
sunshine, war’s alarms receded, and when, with Lionel Curtis, he sat 
imder the Parthenon, ‘‘watching it fly through the starry sky floodUt,” 
and Curtis said: “One aeroplane, one bomb, would be enough,” it was 
all too quiet for the words to be disturbing. 

Hugh’s chief companion this time was Sir Ronald Storrs, with whom 
he had made friends some years earlier, when Storrs had retired from 
public service and come home to live in England. During all the 
years of his colonial governorships he had been starved of intellectual 
companionship, which he much enjoyed, and being out of touch with 
the latest books had fallen back on the greatest books of all. Every year 
he made it his custom to read through the whole of Homer and Dante 
in their original languages, the whole of the Bible, and almost all 
Shakespeare. This habit delighted Hugh, and he asked Storrs to anno¬ 
tate his Oxford Book of Greek Verse in Translation and Butcher and 
Lang’s Odyssey, so that he could share some of his friend’s pleasure. 
But above all the literary interests they had in common, what made the 
two men especially enjoy each other’s company was a common sense 
of humour and of the ridiculous. They found the same things funny, 
and they worked up between them a number of private jokes which 
enriched their talk and their correspondence. 

On this cruise they enjoyed together the beauties of the changing 
scene, and its amusements, as when they found the quay at Malta 
plastered with posters bearing as their sole device the words sir Hugh 
WALPOLE. Later Hugh summed up in his journal: 

I felt a kind of extravagant happiness. I roared and sang and was ebulHent, 
and many people must have disUked me very much indeed. But no one 
appeared to, which is all I care about. I love the blue sparkling water, the 
smooth passage of the ship, kippers at breakfast, sitting with your feet up 
reading The Golden Bowl, writing the novel a Uttle, endless jokes with 
Ronald—always light and water and space and brilliant new air down the 
nostrils. 
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Intoxicated with sun, sea, and beauty, Hugh regained London early 
in April and almost immediately: “Oh dear, oh dear! ^1200 for a 
Bellini Pieta. Tm mad. But perhaps not. Banks, etc, may all dis¬ 
appear! Excited and frightened all day by this purchase.” Tbit night 
he couldn’t sleep for thinking of the picture, and next day he sf ent two 
hours in the National Gallery, ‘looking at my other Bellini}!” The 
dealer who sold it to him couj'^ratulated Hugh on his purcl ase and 
assured him that it was worth al his other pictures put togetl er,^ but 
his doubts lingered long. 


5 

Home again at Brackenbum he was quickly absorbed in Fhe Sea 
Tower, despite the intrusion ot other work: The Haxtons needed 
lengthening, the film was about co begin again, all sorts of ne\7spapers 
pestered him for articles and stories. At the end of April, on hi> way to 
London, he spent a week-end with the Brett Youngs near Pershore, and 
with them watched Bradman score his customary double century in the 
opening match of the Australian tour on the lovely Worcester ground. 
Next day his old friend J, D. Beresford visited the house: the two men 
had not met for almost twenty years, nor had their earlier friendship 
survived Hugh’s success and Beresford’s failure. Yet they were pleased 
to see each other, and Hugh wrote Beresford down as “nicer, I think, 
than ever.” 

As soon as possible he hurried back to Cumberland and finished The 
Sea Tower. Three days sufficed for the alterations and additions to The 
Haxtons, and now there was nothing to hold up the flow of the Eliza¬ 
bethan Herries. Could he possibly hold off its beginning until Christ¬ 
mas Eve? 

June and half July were spent in London, where Hugh bustled from 
one engagement to another—much cricket-watching at Lord’s and the 
Oval, work on the film at Denham, several visits to the Glyndeboume 
Opera, speaking at an anti-Fascist meeting at Queen’s Hall and to 
Dominion representatives at 10 Downing Street, week-ends with the 

1 i^sthetically he may have been right, though not financially. After substantia 
bequests to the Tate Gallery, Fitzwilliam Museum, etc, Hugh’s pictures fetched close on 
;(C30,ooo; the “ Bellini ” only one hundred guineas. 
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Botts, bowling out Beatrice Lillie in the Authors v. Actresses cridcet 
match, mourning the death of E. V. Lucas, making friends with the 
dramatic critic Alan Dent, lunching with Duff and Diana Cooper at 
Admiralty House, writing a short story called The Perfect Close, buying 
pictures and bronzes without end. 

Hughes part in the script of And So—Victoria was finished just in 
time to prevent his collapsing from nervous strain, and on July 15, 
the day The Joyful Delaneys was published, he escaped in the car with 
Harold. They reached Cornwall in two days, and when they came to 
Penzance, Hugh felt “all my youth returned.'' He had forgotten that 
the south could be so fair, so prodigal of cornfields and of roses. A lazy, 
happy week at Perranporth was broken into by an exchange of letters 
with James Agate, who wrote: 

I hear from the Daily Express that Macmillan have had orders from you 
not to send it your new novel. 

But why should a great writer like you be so afraid of a little critic like 
me? Isn’t this rather as though an all-England batsman should accept an 
invitation to play in a Test Match only on condition that Neville Cardus was 
not allowed to write about it? 

You shall have anything up to ten pages of Ego 4, in which to justify what 
on the face of it looks like pusillanimity! I will even promise not to answer 
back except to correct any possible misstatements of fact. 

Come, you old badger, let me draw you! 

To which Hugh replied: ^ 

I don’t want you to review my books and for two reasons: 

I. I don’t want you to review them because you don’t read them. What 
you do is to open my new book, find a piece of EngHsh that isn’t your 
Enghsh, pick it out, pillory it under your fat caricature in your paper, make 
a mock or two, and so leave it. 

Now, you arc a first-class journalist and I always read you with joy, but I 
can never reconcile your serious, devoted attitude to the theatre and your 
flippant, casual patronage of current literature. 

I doubt if you’ve ever read a whole book by anyone right through in your 
life! Have you? If so, what? 

Now, you may be right in your attitude to current literature, but, as you 
know, a book is a book to the author of it. One has been a year or more 
living with it, caring for it, cursing it. Why should one deliver it over to 

^ The text of this letter is taken hrom Agate’s Ego 5 (1942). 
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$omeon€ who will certainly mock it without reading it? All the same it 
would be so deHvered over were it not for the second reason. , 

2. I have a great regard for our friendship. It has had some ups anjd downs, 
but by now I value it for its entertainment value and because I like y<m. Now, 
I know that a contemptuous review by you who have not read my oook will 
only make me, for a time at least, think you a patronising, jo! -shirking 
bastard. Of course you are not that, but I, in company with others v horn you 
have mockingly patronised, would for the moment think so. As yi u are not 
that, I don’t want to think you atv^. 

After all this you will think me super-sensitive and cowardly pe haps. I’m 
not cowardly, but I am sensitive where you are concerned. 

And Agate answered: 

The difference between us is tk.it you have an immense talent br story¬ 
telling and not very much feeling tor the words in which you tell y )ur story. 
With me the boot is on the other leg. Since I can’t tell a story, probably 
because I can’t think of one to tell, I am forced back on to words, ah )ut which 
I have thought so much that I disapprove of “my” style more than plenty. 
. . . Have you ever in your Hfe re-written a sentence? If so, which? 

But by the time this arrived Hugh had escaped to Malvern where, in 
the Abbey Hotel, he surrendered to his longing and began the Eliza¬ 
bethan Herries. At first he called it The Trumpet and Alarm, from a line 
in Christopher Smart’s Song to David, but this quickly gave place to 
The Bright Pavilions, Once he had begun it there was no further hold¬ 
ing back: he read book after book on Elizabethan life and literature, 
worked the story over and over in his mind, and wrote it down at 
every opportunity. The last week of August he spent with his brother 
and sister at Ballymore, County Donegal, where die almost incessant 
rain became his ally, so that by the time he left ten thousand words 
were on paper. 


6 

September, that month of mounting international crisis, was spent 
at Brackenbum. A conference of journalists, held in Keswick during 
the first half of the month, provided additional distraction and made 
many claims on his time. In the intervals he pressed forward with 
The Bright Pavilions, which he described to Marguerite Steen as "‘a 
cross between Westward Ho! and the Marquis de Sade.” 
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But writing grew harder as Europe hurtled towards war. Every few 
hours there was a radio news-bulletin to be listened to: emergency 
plans must be made. By the time Neville Chamberlain flew to Berch- 
tesgaden on the 15th, everything was mapped out: they would bring 
the pictures up to Cumberland for safety, Harold would probably 
return to the police, and Hugh could surely be useful in some kind of 
propaganda work. Indeed, Hugh’s journal for the second half of 
September, although it was written up only spasmodically, presents a 
faithful picture of the average Englishman’s feelings during those 
dramatic days. Surprise, indignation, fear, relief, shame, succeeded 
each other in every heart. On the 22nd, the day of the Godesberg 
meeting, Hugh confessed that he had “got the jitters’’; next day he 
regained control of himself; and so it went on. The Storrs and the 
Botts came to stay for a few days each, and their company was a solace 
amid news of gas-masks, trench-digging, and Air-Raid Precautions. 
This was Storrs’s first visit to Brackenbum, and in his bread-and-butter 
letter he wrote: 

It is not only the perfection of the house and library and the beauty of 
the setting, but the individuality of the atmosphere diffused even in the 
gloomiest physical and pohtical weather: the golden radiance of a Cuyp late 
afternoon. 

Harold alone preserved his habitual calm. When they heard the 
news of the hysterical scenes in the House of Commons which greeted 
Chamberlain’s invitation to Munich, Harold commented: “What a 
pity the Botts left!’’ 

For the next two days Hugh could do nothing but listen to music— 
and news-bulletins—on the wireless. Writing was out of the question, 
chess demanded too much concentration, and even reading f^ed him 
until he tried his old favourite, Marjorie Bowen’s youthful best-seller. 
The Viper of Milan, and found that it held his attention. He slept badly 
too, and it was an immense relief when on the morning of the 30th 
Harold brought his breakfast up to him in bed, and with it the news of 
the Mimich Agreement. “Peace,” said Harold laconically, and added: 
“I hope you’re not tired of fishcakes.” 

The wisdom of Neville Chamberlain’s policy of those days is still 
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debated, but the respite it earned for his countrymen, if only so that 
they might have time to gird themselves for the battle, was seized with 
gratitude, and by none more thankfully than Hugh. 


7 

As soon as the immediate cdsis was past, Hugh’s life re? umed its 
customary ambience. A busy fortnight in London, during wh ch he sat 
for three days on a jury at the Old Bailey, was followed b) a restful 
one at Brackenbum. He agreeci to write a “literary page” ev jry other 
week for the Daily Sketch, and tliis article, which soon became a weekly 
affair, he contributed regularly tor die rest of his life. 

George Blake came to stay and as usual his company delight id Hugh. 
The first part of The Bright Pavilions was completed, anc then he 
dreamed a dream which caused him next day to write to Mr. Lynd: 

Dearest Sylvia, 

I probably never had a sillier reason for writing to you than this. Last 
night I dreamt of you, and you were flying along in a nightdress with an 
Ehzabethan ruff. You called to me: “Come along! Come along!” and I 
flew with you clumsily, and you called out over your ruff: “If you saw better 
you’d fly better”—which somehow seemed to explain the Universe to me! 
And then suddenly—Oh Lor! your left wing broke—you fell, round and 
round like a top—and I woke up! 

So I just want a line from you to say that all is well with you and Robert. 

Affectionately, 

Hugh. 

On Sunday October 23 he jotted down his time-table for the day, 
and it is given here as typical of many Brackenbum days. Reflections 
on the contents of the Sunday papers, on his own book, and on the 
scenery, have been omitted. 

7. Base. 

8. Communion. Keswick. 

9. Breakfast. Sausages. Egg. Bacon. Cherry jam. Read Sunday papers. 

10.30- 11.30. Write letters, this diary. Consider the first part of Bright 
Pavilions. 

11.30- 12. Read National Observer —^which I adore. 

I2-I. Read Legend of Montrose, Yeats, Ben Jonson. 
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1-1.30. Lunch. Roast beef. Fruit. Water. 

1.30- 2.30. Nap. Sunday allowed. 

2.30- 3.30. Walk with H. C. 

Tea with Foxes. 

5.20. Kipnis singing Schumann Dichterliebe on wireless. Grand. 

6.30- 7.30. Reading my play. 

7.45. Insulin. 

8. Supper. Cold meat pie. Fruit. Water. 

8.15. Cloister and Hearth on wireless. 

8.45. News. 

9.30. Chess. 

II. Bed. 

The play was again The Haxtons, in which he now made some further 
alterations. He also wrote a short story called Service for the Blinds and 
became so absorbed in the theme of blindness that he determined to 
build his next novel round it. 

At the beginning of November he spoke on the opening day of the 
Sunday Times Book Fair at Earls Court. His subject was Book Collect¬ 
ing, and his audience numbered some eight hundred. Next he attended 
one of his exciting tea parties at Virginia Woolf’s, where was Elizabeth 
Bowen, “dressed very smartly with a hat like an inverted coal-scuttle. 
She and Virginia sat together like two goddesses from a frightfully in¬ 
tellectual Olympus. Thank God I’m no longer frightened of them. 
In fact I even pull Virginia’s leg. But she is very like my mother and 
my aunts—only she observes more sharply.” 

8 

Two weeks of rain and wind at Brackenbum were relieved by 
a happy visit to the Blakes, and on December i, the eve of another 
departure to London, Hugh took up his journal. After discussing the 
international situation and the probability of war, he continued: 

Personally Tm getting older and much more tranquil. No one and nothing 
can take from me the grand life iVe had, and, all things considered, I think 
Tve done well with the very second-rate brain Tve got. 

It is second-rate pardy because of the simply rotten education I had. At 
school from nine to nineteen, at Cambridge three years, and I learnt nothing 
except to read and write—the latter I still do abominably. I can’t add or 
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subtract. I know no foreign language decently, my geography is appalling. 
I have taught myself history, but I am inaccurate and confused abdiit every¬ 
thing. 

Between myself it is miraculous that Tm not found out more often. But 
perhaps most people are desperately ignorant except in their <*wn job. 
Priesdey told me the other day that I was a teetotaler because I di* In’t need 
liquor, getting drunk with excitement or enthusiasm every day o\ jr trifles! 
Perhaps there Tm lucky, because if I cared for Hquor what a druj k I’d be! 
Today, for instance, I have found t^ery good. 

1. Mutton at lunch. 

2. Orloff playing a Scriabin concerto. 

3. The carnations sent me by A! [woods. 

4. Ogden Nash’s poem on die Jups. 

5. The cosiness of the library w hen the rain was peltering dowi, outside. 

6. Ordering some Firsts from Arthur Rogers. 

And I don’t doubt that I shall enjoy tonight the heavyweight fight on the 
wireless between Len Harvey and Eddie Phillips. 

^On December 15 in London he bought a Quentin Matsys for ^400, 
and swore a solemn oath not to buy another picture for six months. 
Two days later he was the principal guest at the annual dinner given by 
the directors of Macmillan’s to their staff, and was delighted to learn 
that he was the first author to be so honoured. Christmas was spent as 
usual in Edinburgh, and on New Year’s Eve he drove home to Bracken- 
bum. 


9 

1939 was not a year which many people welcomed with hope, 
“jitterbugs” were vocal everywhere, and Hugh’s journal hereabouts is 
full of gloomy political foreboding. Still, cheerfulness broke in now 
and again. His brother and sister spent a few days with him at Bracken- 
bum, while he laboured away rewriting the all-important last chapter 
of The Sea Tower. Both he and his publishers knew that the original 
version was not right, but he so seldom rewrote a page of his work, let 
alone a complete chapter, tliat he found the task a hard one. But after a 
week or so, and Harold’s timely suggestion of the introduction of a 
red-hot poker into the scene, the job was done to his satisfaction. 

He was cheered by a letter from an old lady asking him to buy some 
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hairs from the tail of the hone that Wellington rode at Waterloo, and 
still more by the production of The Haxtons at the Liverpool Repertory 
Theatre. He drove there and spent most of the week watching re¬ 
hearsals imder the direction of his old friend William Armstrong. In 
some ways the chief pleasure of play writing to Hugh lay in this part of 
the business, “to see one’s characters move away from the paper into 
free life.” The first night was on January 19: to Hugh’s delight the play 
held the audience, and when he came on the stage to make a curtain- 
speech he was greeted with shouts and cheers. 

There followed a fortnight in London, during which he broadcast, 
and paid visits to Vita Sackville-West at Sissinghurst and the Cazalets 
at Fairlawne. On February 3 he drove north, bent on seclusion and 
The Bright Pavilions, but events took another turn. 


10 

In the early morning of the lotli Pope Pius XI died, and next day 
Hugh was “excited when Ralph Pinker rang me and asked whether 
I’d go to die Pope’s funeral for Hearst. /^500 and expenses. So I 
accepted.” On the nth the long-distance telephone was busy. “First 
Hearst wouldn’t pay expenses, so I wouldn’t go.” Then he would pay 
expenses, but the day and hour of the funeral were still unknown. 
Finally, that evening, while Hugh was in Keswick watching an amateur 
performance of The Passing of the Third Floor Back, he received word 
that the Pope’s body was corrupting, the funeral was fixed for the 14th, 
and arrangements were being made for him to fly to Rome imme¬ 
diately. 

All through the night Harold drove him southward. They reached 
Piccadilly at half-past five on the morning of the 12th, Hugh caught 
the plane that day and, flying by way of Berlin, reached Rome on the 
afternoon of the 13 th. That evening he saw the lying-in-state, next 
day the funeral. When he had written his descriptions of these scenes, 
there was nothing to do but wait about for the election of the new 
Pope, and each day he must conjure out of nothing an article which was 
syndicated in almost a hundred American papers. However there were 
the beauties of Rome to admire, and congenial companions among the 
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Other journalists. He particularly enjoyed the company of Tom 
Driberg, Alfred Noyes, and Hilaire Belloc. j 

On the anniversary of Keats’s death, Hugh and Noyes made a pil¬ 
grimage to his grave in the Protestant Cemetery, and Hugh picked a 
violet-leaf which he folded away in the pages of his diary. S Don the 
urge to write overcame him, and he began the first pages of t le book 
that was to become Roman Fountiin. In it he combined vivid u porting 
of the Papal ceremonies and Redman scenes with passages of garbled 
autobiography and others of pure fiction. Despite its mixtur i of in¬ 
accurate fact and symbolical invimtion, it is of all his books t le most 
revealing of himself and his char icter. It made him smile whei people 
told him the best things in the book were the quest for the foun ain and 
the character of Mr Montmorenv y, since both were wholly ini; ginary. 
‘‘You forget that I’m a professional novelist,” he would hum de¬ 
lightedly. 

The English journalists had procured a hiding-place opposite St 
Peter’s, a room in a priests’ lodging-house, whence on March 2 they 
saw with relief the column of white smoke that announced the election 
of a new Pope. Hugh’s account of this moment, and of the scenes 
which followed it, was declared by Hearst to be a “masterpiece” and 
later made one of the most effective chapters in his book. 

The coronation of Pope Pius XII took place on the 12th, and next 
day, Hugh’s fifty-fifth birthday, he travelled to Florence. After a few 
days he moved south to Naples, where Harold joined him. Together 
they visited Amalfi and Sorrento, where Hugh “walked through 
Marion Crawford’s garden and stood on his terrace.” At Capri he 
lunched with Axel Munthe, now eighty-one years old, “half bhnd, very 
charming, sarcastic and tender.” By the end of March Hugh and 
Harold were back in London, and Hugh’s last journey to the Continent 
was over. 


II 

He stayed in London a few days, had tea with Virginia Woolf, 
accompanied by “the frankest sex talk on both sides,” and was charmed 
by Stefan Zweig, to whom John Brophy introduced him. Then up to 
Brackenbum and The Bright Pavilions, into which he once more 
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plimged with delight He had just reached the scene of Campion’s 
execution,* and though Roman Fountain was urgently insisting on being 
written, he could not wholly set aside his old love. So the two books 
grew side by side, aid Hugh would spend the day on whichever 
seemed immediately more attractive. George Blake came to stay, but 
Hugh wrote on. 

At the end of April he drove south for three weeks in London, during 
which he saw Storrs, Zweig, Compton Mackenzie, and Frank Swinner- 
ton. One day at luncheon Harold Macmillan proposed a new edition of 
the first four Herries novels in one volume to be called The Merries 
Chronicle. Nothing could have pleased Hugh more than to see his bid 
for immortality thus compaedy presented, and he welcomed the pro¬ 
posal with joy. 

Another fortnight of sunshine and hard work in Cumberland, mosdy 
on Roman Fountain, but with occasional returns to Mary Queen of 
Scots, ended with this entry written in his journal at the end of May, 
before his next departure for London: 

I have told a great whacking lie and have been miserable about it for 
days. The worst of it is that the lie came from my issuing in an article an 
anonymous criticism of a book. That was in itself bad enough, and then I 
could only cover up the harm I had done by a whacking he. 

I find that I tell downright whacking preconsidered Hes practically never, 
and that it is a real shock to me when I do. I have been dreadfully ashamed, 
and this self-shame is very bad for me, I find, because it makes me distrust 
myself in many other respects. 


12 

Back to the whirhgig he went—to luncheons with Sibyl Colefax, 
week-ends at Canterbury and with the Freres, dinner with the Lynds. 
He bought a Manet drawing, watched the West Indies skitde Middle¬ 
sex at Lord’s, sat for his portrait to R. G. Eves, and was televised at 
Alexandra Palace. In June he made a speech in the Bodleian Library at 
Oxford, spending the night with George Gordon at Magdalen. 
Among the other guests was P. G. Wodehouse, who on the morrow 

1 When the book was published. Father D’Arcy, S.J., wrote from Campion Hidl, 
Oxford, to thank Hugh for his “very sympathetic and vivid account” of Campion’s 
character and martyrdom. 
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was to receive an honorary degree from the University. “Same old 
Plum'’ was Hugh's only comment in his diary, but Wodehousf has an 
amusing memory of the occasion: 

It was just after Hilaire Belloc had said on the radio something to t!le effect 
that the greatest of all writers today was P. G. Wodehouse—pun ly, pre¬ 
sumably, as a gag, to get a rise out of serious-minded authors whon . he dis¬ 
liked—and Hugh couldn’t leave this alone. He asked me if I had s en it in 
the papers, and I said yes, and he sail “I wonder why he said that,” a id I said 
I couldn’t think, and the subject was dropped for a while. But it was lot long 
before he was muttering again ‘T w onder why Belloc said that.” E\ mtually 
a plausible solution occurred to hi?n. “Ah, well,” he said, “the o i man’s 
getting very old.” 

Next day Hugh lunched with the Muirhead Bones, and so* in after 
with the Prime Minister in Downing Street. “Chamberlain chai ming,” 
he noted, “but looking worried and rather wistful. He seem»id a bit 
bewildered!” A few days later, when he chronicled the meeting in his 
journal, a schoolboyish note, almost one of hero-worship, crept into 
his words: 

He was most friendly, caUing me “Walpole,” putting his hand on my 
shoulder. I talked to him about Alfred Douglas getting a Civil List Pension. 
He was the other end of the table, but he talked with me afterwards about 
the Hamlets he’d seen, the best Forbes-Robertson. He seemed tired, worn, 
anxious. He said once with deep bitterness: “Ah, our dear friend Pibben- 
trop!”—but I noticed a different rather wistful accent when he spoke of 
Hitler. I believe Hitler letting him down was the greatest blow of his life. 


13 

At the end of the month Hugh paid his first official visit to Durham 
since he had left, a disgruntled schoolboy, thirty-six years before. He 
spent a “thrilling morning” at Bede College, re-discovering all the old 
places—the comer of the dining-room where he used to read novel 
after novel and play his interminable games of literary bagatelle, his 
bedroom between the college and the Principal’s quarters, the garden 
running down to the river. Later, at the Durham School prize-giving, 
Hugh and Dr C. A. Alington, the Dean of Durham, were the chief 

speakers, and in the evening there was a “delightful O.D. dinner,” at 
o D 
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which, as if to bring the wheel full circle, Hugh talked and laughed with 
his old teacher John Hay Beith. 

Next day he attended a service in the cathedral, lunched with Mrs 
Darwin at Drybum, and drove home to Brackenbum rejoicing in his 
lot. So stimulated was he by this visit that in his diary he described his 
next day’s work—the description of the execution of Mary Queen of 
Scots—as “the best chapter I’ve ever written in my life.” 

His old friend Jim Aimand, on holiday from Canada, came to stay 
for a few days. Ten years earlier Hugh had written to him: “I’ve really 
only had three friends, you and David and my present Harold,” and 
this declaration held good to the end. When Annand left, Hugh wrote 
in his diary: “I love him as much as ever.” They were not to meet again. 

In London at the beginning of July, Hugh bought a Tintoretto draw¬ 
ing, a small Constable, and a Cezanne nude, and attended the first night 
of a dramatisation of Captain Nicholas at Richmond. He enjoyed the 
performance more than the critics did, and the play’s run was short. 
There followed a blissful fortnight with Harold in Scilly, and by the 
beginning of August he was back in London, lunching with H. G. 
Wells, whom he found “puckishly, gleefully pessimistic.” 


14 

This was a nervous month of expectancy and apprehension, and until 
he could get back to real writing Hugh filled in time with a short story 
called Miss Thom. He was invited by Ernest Brown, the Minister of 
Labour, to be a member of the tribunal which, under the new Military 
Training Act, was to hear the cases of conscientious objectors in Cum¬ 
berland and Westmorland. 

The tribunal was to sit in Carlisle, and if Hugh had accepted this 
offer he might well have lived longer, since his duties would have kept 
him in the north, far from the bombs and the nervous strain which 
hastened his end. But he believed that if war came there would be 
more important tasks for him, and perhaps he knew his own tempera¬ 
ment too well to tie himself down in this way. Anyhow he refused the 
oflfer, and went off to stoy with Alfred Noyes in the Isle of Wight. 

The first three days of his visit passed agreeably, with bathing and 
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tennis, but on the third evening, just as the party was breaking up for 
the night, the talk turned upon modem literature. In all innocence, and 
without knowledge of his host’s strong views on the subject, Hugh 
spoke in praise of James Joyce’s Ulysses. Suddenly he found himself 
blackguarded, and believed that but for the lateness of the 1 our he 
would have been turned out of the house. As it was he ;pent a 
miserable night and left early in the morning, when he drove over to 
the Priestleys and ‘‘it was like coming home.” 

15 

When he had recovered from this unexpected reverse, he t avelled 
back to London. The few days he spent there were expensive 0 les, for 
he paid j[,750 for a Utrillo—“bat what a Utrillo. There can be no 
finer in the world anywhere.” This picture, with its “deep, rich almost 
eatable white walls,” shone over the mantelpiece in the sitting-room at 
Brackenbum and remained for him to the end the brightest jewel in his 
now vast collection. 

But first it remained for a while at 90 Piccadilly, and before the war 
comes to change everything, here is a last glimpse of the flat in the 
height of its glory, preserved in the loving exactitude of Sylvia Lynd’s 
memory: 

His rooms were so crowded with beautiful things that they gave the im¬ 
pression of a rich background rather than a collection demanding detailed 
attention. A typical moment in my remembrance of liim is finding him one 
hot summer’s day sitting at the pianola in liis shirt sleeves playing himself a 
Beethoven sonata; the purple Persian rug that coloured so much of his writ¬ 
ing dominating the room; Gaudier-Brzeska’s lovely httle green stone fawn 
snoozing beside him; T’ang horses stepping grandly on the chimney-piece; 
the white Utrillo, a new possession, propped on the arms of an armchair; 
all sorts of trifles in jade and rose-quartz and amber giving back the light; 
the window filled with his big Epstein bronzes, the Green Park for their back¬ 
ground; the whole concourse of London’s prosperity going by outside; and 
Hugh himself, pearl pin in tie, about to put on his coat and set out for the 
Royal Garden Party across the way.i 

He enjoyed a happy week-end with the Botts at Richmond, 
though he could sometimes be a difficult guest. He had recently 
^ The Book Society News^ July 1941. 
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developed the habit of rearranging the furniture in other people’s 
houses to suit his own taste—^a trick of which his hostesses seldom 
approved. He would also practically commandeer any small object 
which took his fancy; Alan Bott once in this way lost a whole set of 
books, which were recovered only after Hugh’s death. 

To the Botts’ on Simday came Nicholas Hannen and Athene Seyler. 
Hugh presented Athene with an advance copy of The Sea Tower, and 
“when she saw it was dedicated to her she nearly fainted.” Later, after 
she had read the book, she wrote to him about it, and he answered: 
“Reading between the lines I gathered from your letter that you didn’t 
like it much. Sad. But at least it will tell people all the world over that 
I love you.” On which Athene Seyler comments: “I wrote and thanked 
him enthusiastically—^in a letter which would have deceived anyone 
who was not so sensitive and who had not such delicate perceptions 
where his friends were concerned—for indeed I had not liked the 
book very much.” 

In August Hugh joined his brother and sister at Rockcliffe on the 
Solway Firth for their annual hoUday. They made several expeditions, 
including one to Burns’s grave in Dumfries, and Hugh finished 
Roman Fountain. But the international crisis impinged more and more 
on everyone’s thoughts. On the 21st the Russo-German pact was 
announced, and when Hugh had finished his book the hoHday was 
abandoned and he hurried back to London. 

He was impressed by the calm in his Scottish hotel and by the cheer¬ 
fulness of the people everywhere, the relief at tension ended—so 
different from the panic of the previous September. But as he sat in his 
Piccadilly flat, waiting for the war to begin, he felt lonely and not a 
little apprehensive. Looking round lovingly at his books, pictures, and 
other treasures, he wondered ruefully whether they and he would 
survive the wrath to come. “So God help us all,” he wrote in his 
journal. “Make us brave, quiet, humorous, unselfish. Let us face 
death calmly, and comfort and cheer our friends.” 



BOOK SEVEN 

THE SECOND WAR 


My God! it is a i ielancholy thing 
For such a man, w! o would full fain preserve 
His soul in calnines , yet perforce must feel 
For all his human I rethren—O my God I 
It weighs upon the leart, that he must think 
What uproar and ' /hat strife may now be stirring 
This way or that w ay o’er these silent hills— 

Invasion, and the tlmnder and the shout. 

And all the crash of onset; fear and rage, 

And undetermined conflict—even now, 

Even now, perchance, and in his native isle: 

Carnage and groans beneath this blessed sun I 
We have offended, Oh! my countrymen! 

S. T. Coleridge 
Fears in Solitude 
written in April 1798, during 
the alarm of an invasion. 




CHAPTER TWENTY-FIVE 


THE CLUE TO THE EXIT 

I 

W HEN the Prime Mini'ter’s wireless announcement on the 
morning of Sunday September 3 was followed aln ost im¬ 
mediately by the sirens’ first blast of war, Hugh w is at 90 
Piccadilly, supervising the packing of his most precious pict ires for 
their journey north. He spent tl.at night with the Cheevers at Hamp¬ 
stead: there was a second air-raid warning in the small hours and at 
five in the morning Hugh and Harold set off for Cumberlani l in the 
car laden with pictures, through the streets with their boarded, sand¬ 
bagged windows, under the silver barrage-balloons which float ;d “hke 
great boxing-gloves” in the sky. 

They reached Brackenbum by lunch-time and found it bathed in a 
peace and tranquillity which it was never to lose through all the years of 
war. They hung the pictures in place of others, enjoyed two quiet 
nights and one day of “marvellous hot weather, as there always seems 
to be at the beginning of these wars,” and then drove back to London. 
There was nothing to take Hugh back, then or later, except the vague 
possibility of a wartime job and the restless spirit which drove him 
always to return to the centre, to know what was going on, never to 
miss anything if he could help it. Time and again his friends begged 
him to settle down at Brackenbum and write his books: once or twice 
he tried to follow their advice, but it was no good. Even if the nervous 
strain killed him—and in truth it did kill him—^he must be there at 
the heart of things, where he could experience the worst and no one 
could accuse him of skulking in his tent. 

His first action when he got back to Piccadilly was to take up his 
journal: for the next fortnight he wrote in it each day, and seven of its 
fifteen volumes deal with the twenty-one months of war he was to 
know. Where he confined himself to observation and reported gossip, 
the record maintains its interest today, but more often he launched out 

into wild, repetitious and often contradictory prognostications. He 
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was not a good strategist or war-prophet, and the chief value of this 
part of the journal lay in the release which its writing aflforded to his 
immediate hopes and fears. On September 7, in an attempt to rational¬ 
ise his dread of air-raids, he wrote down in detail his plans for moving, 
first to the basement, then to a shelter, to Hampstead, and to the country 
only if the West End of London became uninhabitable. Then, at the 
end of the paragraph, as if to quiet himself still further, he added these 
prophetic words and underlined them: “A is not my fate to die yet y and I 
shall die in my bedroom in Brackenburn.'' 

He wrote to the Ministry of Information offering his services, and to 
his indignation received back a letter asking him to state his quaU- 
fications. A further lorry-load of pictures was despatched to Bracken- 
bum, others to the Botts’ Richmond home, and the flat was re-hung 
with old favourites rescued from cupboards, together with one or two 
of the latest acquisitions from which he refused to be separated. 

Hugh was fascinated by the blackout, and at the same time a little 
afraid of it, since even with his glasses he found difficulty in getting 
about. ‘1 bump into lamp-posts, fall over kerbs, dare not cross the 
street.'' Describing it in his journal, he wrote: 

For the first time one notices the London night-sky. More velvety than 
any sky Tve seen. The houses in Piccadilly are like chffs, and the tiny lights 
of the cars Hke cats* eyes. Prostitutes everywhere. Whispers everywhere 
through the dark. “Please, dearie—one moment.** People carry their gas¬ 
masks in their litde cardboard boxes gaily as though they were doing some¬ 
thing for their country. 

For the first time in more than fifteen years he was compelled to 
spend his London evenings at his ovra fireside, and to his surprise found 
that he enjoyed them immensely. He would feel his way down Half 
Moon Street to the hotel where he dined, and then back to the flat, the 
cosy fire, his books, pictures, wireless. He read much of Froude's 
History^ and even began to toy again with the final section of The 
Bright Pavilions. Walter Scott's Journal too helped to sustain him and to 
rekindle his old love for its author: “He came as close to me as a piece 
of white heather, whispering me good luck"; but the war naturally 
dominated his journal and his thoughts. Now was the time to revive 
the old fantasy of being arrested as a German spy. He had always pie- 
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ferred the Germans to the French, he had been a friend of Winnie 
Wagner the Nazi, had even sat and talked with Hitler himsel^so did 
his romantic habit lead him into imaginings ridiculous but fearful. 
His dreams too grew more and more bizarre. One night in early 
September, “in my sleep I had tea with the King and Queen, and the 
Queen said: ‘We rely on you. Sir Hugh,* and I answered: ‘Bill ngsgate 
is the answer. Ma’am.’ ” 

The friends he met in the daytime swung him to and fro w th their 
prophecies. One believed the war would be over in three weeks, 
another that it would last for twtmty years. All opinions were) ecorded 
in the journal, together with a few crumbs of comfort, or >s Hugh 
called them, “nice war sops for little vanities”: the trawl r Hugh 
Walpole had been detailed for special war service,^ the Sunday Dispatch 
reprinted his short story Mr Oddy with the comment: “Thesi; are the 
days to enjoy Hugh Walpole,” the Bishop of London “in i. solemn 
article in the Express makes my old ‘ ’Tisn’t Life that Matters . . .’ the 
basis of his sermon.” 

There were major consolations too. “Am I mad?” he wrote on 
September 14. “About pictures I think so.” If he bought new ones 
now, they must either be sent away for safety or remain as an added 
anxiety in Piccadilly. He decided to buy no more during 1939. 

Nevertheless this afternoon I go into the Leicester Galleries and in admira¬ 
tion for Phillips’s pluck in keeping open (so I kid myself) buy, of all things, a 
Watts nude, an Alfred Stevens chalk drawing and a lovely Rossetti drawing. 
And a marble torso by Leonardi. Rush back with them in a taxi, to find the 
Watts quite impossible with my other things (it looked lovely in Phillips’s 
shop), so dash back with it in a taxi again and exchange for a superb Despiau 
drawing, a Degas, and a Uttle James Pryde. With these I rush back to the 
flat again and sit in an ecstasy all evening contemplating them! 


2 

The Sea Tower, which had been delayed by the outbreak of 
war, was published next day. Hugh now described the book as 
“sophisticated melodrama—easy to read,” and when The Times re- 

^ The vessel survived, and in October 1950 was detained for eight days by the Russian 
authorities and fined three hundred roubles for fishing in the closed waters of the White 
Sea. 



412 


THE CLUE TO THE EXIT 


viewer described him as a creator, but not from life, he commented: 
“All the same I have my world!“ And as if to add another island to his 
cosmos, he sketched out in his journal a rough synopsis of the novel 
about a blind man which he would write next. Its early title. The 
Hawthorn Window^ was soon changed to The Blind Mans House, but its 
theme. Generosity of Heart, remained constant. 

On the 20th he drove north for a week, relishing the journey as 
seldom before, since the rationing of petrol might make it the last. 
Brackenbum, crowded with the Piccadilly pictures, seemed “a well of 
peace and quietness,” and directly he sat down in his library to begin 
the torture chapter of The Bright Pavilions, the war fell away from him 
and he was once again his happiest self. “So it has always been,” he 
wrote, “and so I hope it always will be.” Priestley came to stay, and 
Hugh found him “at his very nicest and sweetest.” 

Strange man! ... so sensitive and vain, so sure of his uniqueness, his power, 
his wisdom—yet with a marvellous control of his real nature (he is peevish 
and complaining, but I have never known liim once in all these years lose his 
temper), so pessimistic, but with a gorgeous sense of humour. So penurious 
about little things and yet so generous-minded. He is so gruff, ill-mannered, 
and yet how sweet he was to Mrs Brown on Sunday. He can be an admirable 
critic. But through all and everything there is a deep sweetness that pervades 
his whole nature—which is why I love him. 

3 

On the 28th London whistled him up again, though he was well 
embarked on the final stage of his novel and there was nothing im¬ 
portant to call him south. As Harold drove him back along the roads 
from which the traffic had now largely disappeared, he saw the war as 
the true Armageddon, ending with a Communist revolution in 
England “and myself finally shot by a Workers’ Committee in Keswick 
for a bourgeois Christian.” 

A week-end at the house of Marie Stopes in Surrey provided 
splendid material for his journal. Of his hostess he wrote: “She has 
real honest goodness and incredible pluck. There is something so 
honest in her that you feel warm in her defence.” And of his fellow- 
guest, Lord Alfred Douglas: 
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How astonished was I when this rather bent, crooked-bodied, hideous old 
man came into the room. How could he ever have been beautiful, for he has 
a nose as ugly as Cyrano’s, with a dead-white bulbous end? ? 

He talks ceaselessly on a shrill almost-broken note, agitated, trembling. He 
is so obviously a gentleman, full of Httle courtesies, delicacies, that, as 
gentlemen are now as rare as dodos, he seems remarkable. He lov( s to talk 
of his ancestors fighting in border raids, of Oscar whom now h always 
defends. When someone he hates like Wells is mentioned, he gets \o angry 
that all his crooked features Hght up and his nose achieves a sort o sombre 
glow. In the afternoon he had before all of us a first-class n w with 
young Briant of the Sunday Chrornde about the Russians, Hsteni g to no 
argument, screaming Hke a parrot, repeating phrases again and a ;ain. At 
last he shrieked: “Oh go to Hell!’' Upon which the young man \ ent. 

He is a real poet—witness “the nbs of Time,” one of the finest li les in all 
Enghsh poetry ^—but has a streak of craziness running through his cl arm and 
talent. When I went to bed on Sui.day evening not very well, he c: me in to 
see me with most tender soUcitude. 

He and Marie make a strange pair in this ugly eighteenth-centui y house, 
dark and wall-peeling. 

Hugh made another overture to the Ministry of Information, but 
with little more success than before. He managed to visit some fiiends 
of his who were working there, and to discuss with them his idea of 
forming, as a kind of appendage to the Ministry, a committee of 
authors who would be useful for cultural and other propaganda. His 
friends listened to him sympathetically, but he quickly realised that 
they were too unsure of their own position to put forward any 
project that might be considered costly or unpractical. So he left them 
in their distracted honeycomb and hurried back to his new pictures and 
“TAe Hawthorn Window opening slowly ahead of me.” 

He spent the next week-end with the Botts at Richmond, and it was 
well that he did so, since Alan was able to prevent his accepting a 
tempting proposal which he had just received. Walter Hutchinson had 
asked him to write the history of the war quarter by quarter, volume 
by volume, for a handsome fee. As always he found it difficult to 
refuse, but his fiiend’s counsel was wise, for Hugh’s inability to re¬ 
member or assemble facts, together with his disinclination to leave the 

^ To clutch Life’s hair, and thrust one naked phrase 
Like a lean knife between the ribs of Time. 

{The City of the Soul, Sonnet iv) 
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current novel, would surely have brought the scheme to grief. The 
moment he had decided to refuse, his previous enthusiasm seemed 
madness, and it was with a profound feeling of gratitude that, in the 
middle of October and accompanied by Harold, he took train for the 
north. 


4 

He had allowed himself a fortnight in which to finish The Bright 
Pavilions^ but the final chapters of his books always got themselves 
written sooner than he expected. Now, with golden autumn sunshine 
flooding the lake and the mountains outside, he wrote away at a furious 
pace. In the evenings he rediscovered, after thirty years and more, the 
novels of Rhoda Broughton, and decided that, despite her addiction 
to the historic present, she was “the wittiest woman novelist between 
Jane Austen and Elizabeth.*’ “How well,” he wrote, “I remember 
lunching with her and Henry James and Howard Sturgis—^in 1910 was 
it? How well I remember her sharp sparkling eyes. She leant on a 
stick. She said (it must have been her pet remark—she repeated it so 
often): began as Charlotte Bronte and ended as Charlotte Yonge.* ” ^ 

Presently there arrived an advance copy of The Herries Chronicle, a 
massive volume of almost fifteen hundred pages. In high spirits Hugh 
wrote in his journal: 

For so many years to see such a work has been my urgent desire, almost 
from the days of writing the first chapter of Rogue Herries, How well I 
remember writing a specimen page just to see whether I could get at all the 
proper requisite style (for I had never tried writing anything of the kind 
before) and he [Priestley] approving it. He was even at that moment 
meditating The Good Companions and gave me, as I well observed, only half 
his attention. Still it was enough. 

And now I receive this handsome volume, with its excellent type and 
paper—^nearly a milhon words for 8/6—and do believe that for many years 
to come visitors to the Lakes will look at some part of it, if only because 
there arc here the real names of local places. It carries the English novel no 
whit further but it sustains the tradition and has vitality. 

^ C. K. Scott Moncrieff, reviewing The Green Mirror in the New Witness of 12 April 
1918, had written: “The art of Mr. Hugh Walpole might be defined as that of a person 
who means to write like Charlotte Bronte, having only lived like Charlotte Yonge.” 
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This was surely the best possible omen for The Bright Pavilions, 
which now rushed to its conclusion. The final words were written on 
the evening of October 23, three days before Hugh’s self-appointed 
deadline, and immediately, “as soon as one novel is pushed ou'^ of my 
brain and heart another skips in!” The Hawthorn Window becari le daily 
clearer, and behind it beckoned the large if still nebulous shap of the 
next Henries volume, which was to deal with the period of tl e Civil 
War. 

But again London called, and v hen he arrived there at the en I of the 
month he found everyone settling down to what became kr 3 wn as 
“the phoney war.” Quickly he tell back into his previous rc atine— 
reading and writing in the mornings, lunch with a friend or at t le club, 
a Turkish bath or cinema in the attemoon, quiet evenings in the flat. A 
new pleasure was provided by the daily concerts which Myra Hess had 
organised in the emptied National Gallery. Almost every dav Hugh 
attended the lunchtime session, and often the afternoon one as well, 
making great friends with Myra Hess in the process. “Meanwhile,” 
as he noted in his journal, “all is hushed, as though one lived in a magic 
wood outside whose boundaries lurk tlie wolves! ” 


5 

The last two months of 1939 were spent in London. Early in Novem¬ 
ber there was a “great meeting at M. of I. about my committee. Had 
things all my own way. Everyone charming.” But the scheme was 
never heard of again, and Hugh’s desire to help on the war received no 
encouragement vmtil later in the month he was invited by the Lord 
Mayor to be Chairman of the Books and Manuscripts Committee for 
the big sale which the Red Cross were organising for 1940. Imme¬ 
diately he hurled himself gratefully into this congenial work, and 
quickly asked so many important people to Join the committee that the 
provision of a room large enough for its meetings would have proved 
diiflcult had a plenary session ever been called. Gradually also he 
wrote to every fiiend, writer, collector, he could think of, asking for 
contributions, and they responded nobly. 

A new interest came into his life when in the middle of November 
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he spent a week-aid with the Anglican monks of die House of St 
Francis at Ceme Abbas in Dorset. He spent the time reading, writing, 
walking and talking with the brothers. Father Algy Robertson be¬ 
came his dear friend: he paid another visit to them in April 1940, and 
something of the quietude and dedicated simplicity which he found 
there remained with him during these last months of his life and helped 
to sustain him amid the terrors of the London blitz. “I am sure,” he 
wrote in his journal, “that this is not the only life for men to lead, and 
that it is not my life because the starving of sex and creative impulse 
would turn me silly at my age. I’m equally sure it is the best life, and 
it has got under my skin so that I shall never lose it again.” 

In London Priestley came to luncheon: 

I think I am fonder of him every time I see him. His growls and pessimism 
all come from liver. He must have one of the worst in the animal kingdom. 
He says we will be ruined financially, politically, every way. Admits re- 
luctandy we are the finest people in the world and can’t ever be beaten. To 
say this is for him like having a tooth out, and inside he bursts with pride like 
a frog. I tell liim he is not a novelist and never will be. He admits it and says 
he loathes to write novels, loves to write plays. 

Other events were Macmillan’s announcement that sixty thousand 
copies of the one-volume Herries Chronicle had been sold before 
publication, and that they hoped to dispose of a further forty thousand 
before Christmas; Hugh’s lecture to the Literary Society at Eton; 
week-ends with the Botts and at Canterbury; more sittings to R. G. 
Eves; occasional visits to theatre or opera; constant purchases of 
pictures and more pictures. Harold, who disapproved of this in¬ 
discriminate buying—chiefly on the perfectly reasonable ground that 
there was nowhere to hang'new acquisitions, had by now given up all 
attempts to restrain him. “Has Sir Hugh been buying any pictures 
lately?” asked a friend. “He’s been nibbling,” answered Harold 
resignedly. 

At the beginning of December the play of The Old Ladies was re¬ 
vived at Kew in what Hugh described as a “grand performance.” 
Even the egregious Agate was moved to write: “I thought the piece 
as effective as ever, and a very fine adaptation of a rattling good book. 
How very good you are when you are not fell-bound.” 
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Next day Hugh travelled down to Gloucestershire and spent 4 happy 
week-end with Will Rothenstein and his family. Rothenstei^, who 
had been commissioned to do so by Macmillan, made a chalk driiwing ^ 
of Hugh, who decided that the artist had “a grand generous heart. 
This family is a new friend.’’ 

A few days before Christmas he travelled by train to Edij iburgh, 
where he found the blackout e\'en more stringent than in I ondon. 
One night, after attending evensong in St Mary’s Cathedr il with 
William Roughead, he set off foi his sister’s house in the Corst )rphine 
tram, missed his stopping-point m the darkness, was carried o]. to the 
terminus, took another tram back, overshot the mark again, th n “felt 
quite panicky lost. A hateful feeling, very strange and sinisti r. Got 
home icy cold.” 

Christmas itself was the usual happy family affair, with any an ount of 
presents and cards, and on Christmas Eve Hugh wrote the first v^ords of 
The Blind Man s House, the last ol the long succession of books to be so 
begun. The annual list of friends now bore an added significance. 
How precious they all were to him in this world of bloodshed and hate! 
He held on to the thought of them, and on Boxing Day wrote to 
Alan Bott: 

The cigar-cutter is really magnificent. I hope to have it all my life long, 
and with it I Hke to realise that our affection for one another grows stronger 
and stronger. You don’t know how much it means to me. I’m not really 
sentimental, but am thirsty for affection, and even love, from one or two 
people, being never really sure that I may not be thrust back into the old 
abyss, which I once knew, again. 


6 

As the war slowly progressed and impending events cast ever blacker 
shadows, Hugh found it less and less possible to sit writing peacefully 
in Cumberland. For the first fortnight of January 1940 he worked 
happily enough at The Blind Mans House, while outside die great frost 
spread and hardened until for the first time he saw Derwentwater 
frozen over from end to end. But he soon became restless: not even 
thoughts of Oliver Cromwell and the next Henries novel could hold 
^ It now hangs in Messrs Macmillan’s boardroom. 
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him; aad in die middle of the month he travelled to London, bearing 
with him at considerable inconvenience his “White Wall” Utrillo, 
from which he refused to be parted. “Harold says this is imbecile, but 
I can’t live without it. If there is an air-raid I shall take it into the 
shelter with me!” 

A heavy cold, threatening the pneumonia so dreaded by diabetics, 
kept him miserably in bed for a week; nor was his recovery helped on 
by a visit from his income-tax adviser, who had just discovered a 
further JQ4000 of untaxed income dating back to 1938. Still, there were 
compensations; a “completely delightful” diimer with Virginia Woolf, 
a new picture by Matthew Smith, a new friend in Frank Singleton. 
Breaking his habit of writing only in Cumberland, he quiedy pursued 
The Blind Mans House and agreed to write a war pamphlet for Mac¬ 
millan. His old friend John Buchan, Lord Tweedsmuir, died in 
February, and Hugh mourned him as “a very good friend to me. I 
really loved him although I saw him so little.” 

Hugh presided at his first Red Cross committee meeting, snatched 
a week-end at Canterbury, saw his portrait by Eves ready for the 
Academy,* and noted that “personally, now at the beginning of the 
seventh month of the war, I have suffered no slightest inconvenience. 
I am now on a strict diet anyway. I seem to buy books no longer. On 
the other hand I have in the last week bought an Ethel Walker sea¬ 
scape, a Piper oil (very fine) and a magnificent Rowlandson water¬ 
colour very [much] after Rubens!” These were almost immediately 
joined by two Turners costing ^2$o. “Alas, alas! But they are so 
beautiful.” 
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He was back at Brackenbum in time for his fifty-sixth birthday, 
and two days later Roman Fountain was pubhshed, with a dedication to 
Harold. As he received the enthusiasm of his friends and waited for the 
verdict of the critics, he decided that he would “never write a more 
honest or sincere book.” Desmond MacCarfhy’s review in the Sunday 
Times could “scarcely be called favourable, but it is the most interesting 

^ Now hanging in the library of the National Book League in Albemarle Street. A 
second portrait is in the possession of Mrs Eves. 
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I have had for a long time. What literary times we live in, wh^n I can 
look forward to scarcely another review of importance.'* And lie went 
on to wonder whether his “romanticism and religion" were intrin¬ 
sically bad, or whether they only seemed so to some because of the 
period of history in which he was writing. “How happy woulc I have 
been," he exclaimed, “had I been writing from 1890 to 1910 when 
romanticism was all the wear. I suppose it is the influences 1 1 nbibed 
then that make me the writer I am. In any case it doesn’t matter Only 
I have been swimming against ti-e stream for thirty years—hich is 
perhaps why I am still robust!" 

The weather in Cumberland v as lovely, and as Hugh prepa red for 
his next journey to London, whose bombardment must sureiy' soon 
begin, the possibility of his own death came forcibly into hii mind. 
Amid the tranquil beauty of the lakes and mountains he felt h; could 
face the prospect manfully, but first he must make peace v ith his 
enemies—his peace with God was already, he hoped, accomplished. 
Who were these famous adversaries ? Maugham, he had once thought, 
had ridiculed him in public, but that business had long since been ex¬ 
plained and forgiven. The childish breach with Ransome was happily 
healed these many years. Agate’s attacks were too much mixed with 
friendliness and requests for money to be taken seriously now. Most of 
his other traducers were men of straw, or dead, or forgotten. Had he 
then imagined all his enemies? 

No, for there still remained St John Ervine, whose supposed enmity 
Hugh had nourished all these years. The origins of this famous feud 
had long been forgotten, but feud there undoubtedly was, and he 
did not want to die with it on his conscience. So on Easter mommg, 
after receiving Holy Communion at St Jolin’s, Keswick, he sat down at 
Brackenbum and wrote tliis letter: 

Dear St John, 

This isn’t an easy letter to write but it has to be written. I have for a 
long time cherished a grudge against you and have said a number of rude 
things. That you have also said, I believe, a number of rude things is only 
natural. I fancied some long time ago that I had a grievance, and this re¬ 
sentment was added to by various odds and ends brought to me by others. 
But it would none of it have happened at all had I not been, at that time, 



420 


THE CLUE TO THE EXIT 


[1940 

desperately sensitive and unsure of myself. I am not making excuses. I am 
not apologising either. I am only saying that I have been greatly in the 
wrong, am ashamed of my conduct and must tell you so. You must feel that 
it*s a bit late in the day for me to say this. I am afraid it is. You will of course 
continue to resent me or put me clean out of your mind as you please. 

I can only say that I have done wrong and am very sorry for it. 

Yours sincerely, 

Hugh Walpole. 


To which Ervine replied: 

My dear Hugh, 

I’m very glad we’re friends again and I’ll do my best to see that we 
never fall out. I still don’t know how the quarrel began, and I wish some¬ 
time you’d tell me; but don’t bother if the telling is burdensome. The main 
thing is that it is over. Nora, who has hated our ill-will, bids me send you 
her regards, and we both hope you are well and will long remain so. 

Yours very sincerely, 

St John Ervine. 

And so, with the last hatchet (as he thought) buried, Hugh could 
travel south with a quiet mind. But he did not know that one anony¬ 
mous foe still lurked in ambush, ready to pounce only when he 
could no longer reply. The obituary columns of The Times are famous 
for honey rather than gall, yet the day after Hugh's death they con¬ 
tained a venomous and belittling account of his life, full of subtle half- 
truths and su^estiones falsi, stressing his ambition, industry and sensi¬ 
tiveness to adverse criticism, omitting all mention of his passion for 
hterature and his endless generosities to and encouragement of writers 
young and old, describing him as a “sentimental egotist" and opeiily 
claiming that he was “not popular among his fellow-writers." 

The old game of Writing to Reviewers was over, but in its place 
rose a chorus of the voices of his friends^—always the sweetest music in 
Hugh's ears—protesting at this travesty of truth. The Times printed 
cogently indignant letters from Priestley, Kenneth Clark, T. S. EUot, 
Athene Seyler, and Alan Bott, each of whom rebutted some part of 
the anonymous aspersion.^ Summing up the incident a few years later, 

^ Even his old “enemies” joined in the chorus. Ervine wrote a long and very fair 
obituary in the Belfast Telegrapht and Agate quoted: “Now cracks a noble heart.” 
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Charles Morgan wrote of Hugh: ‘‘May posterity reward his strange, 
complicated and yet childlike spirit. So good a story-teller is lively at 
any rate to live longer than many a petit-maitre who sneered at tim as 
soon as he was dead.” ^ 
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But to return to 1940. On April 9 the Germans overran De imark 
and invaded Norway: the war was coming nearer, but all Hugh could 
do was to carry on with his Red Cross sale and with the corr mittee 
(of which he was chairman) for supplying games and books to prisoners 
of war. Week-ends with the Botts the Freres, the Franciscans at Ceme 
Abbas, made quiet breaks in the routine of blacked-out, st ained, 
rumour-swept London. The golden bowl might be broken it any 
moment, but meanwhile life must go on. New friends included Michael 
Ayrton, a nineteen-year-old artist of great precocity and promise. 
Hugh bought a number of his pictures and was responsible for his 
designing the scenery and costumes for John Gielgud’s production of 
Macbeth in 1942. “There is something in your macabre,” Hugh told 
him, “that responds to my macabre—the best part of my writing.” 
Unlike so many of his proteg&, Ayrton remained his grateful friend 
and after Hugh’s death wrote appreciatively of him as patron and 
picture-collector. 

But Hugh’s chief opiate, now as always, was simple story-telling. 
To blot out the worry of the Norwegian campaign he plugged on at 
The Blind Mans House, and wrote in his journal: 

The odd thing about me is that so long as the creative animal is alive within 
me I am happy. Let wars rumble, rheumatism snarl, my money be all taken 
by the Government. Dear little animal, how I love to see you poke your 
litde head out and begin to scratch in the soil! The pictures as you scribble 
them seem to me lovely and fresh. Later a wind comes along and obliterates 
it all—or only vague fragments remain. But so long as you hve and are 
lusty I am happy, busy, excited. 

On April 30 Hugh had his last sight of Virginia Woolf. At any rate 
no later meeting is recorded, and this occasion was so lucent and happy 

^ The House of MacmiUan (1943). 
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that there could have been no more perfect close to their friendship. 
Here is Hugh’s brief account: 

Virginia Woolf had tea alone with me yesterday. She looked like a 
beautiful Victorian lady of fifty years ago. She had been lecturing at Brighton 
on the novel and had said that I and my contemporaries with our roots in the 
old pre-1914 world had been Hke men on a tower firmly placed. Since 
1920 the younger novelists had been perched on a leaning tower, and their 
proletarian novels had been very wobbly! 

I said that I had loved her always. She asked why. I gave her my reasons 
and she seemed pleased. 

A friend who joined them after tea remembers the evening with 
especial pleasure. The long aristocratic lines of Virginia Woolf’s face 
were always beautiful, but the general effect of her presence varied 
astonishingly. If she was ill, or tired, or unwilling to be observed, she 
had the gift of putting out the light and of taking upon herself the 
protective drabness of a neutral background. At other times, and this 
evening in Hugh’s flat was one of them, the lights were blazing, her 
witty conversation sparkled in their glow, and the beauty of her 
physical presence dazzled and enchanted the beholder. They sat either 
side of the fire, she and Hugh, talking and laughing, exchanging stories, 
jokes and opinions: both for the moment completely happy, the war 
shut out, their affection for each other triumphantly asserted. Within 
little more than a year they were both dead, and for the friend who 
shared some of this magical evening with them, its memory, though 
being atmospheric it cannot easily be regained in words, shines still as 
a moment of civilised delight among the gloom and terror of those 
years of war. 

On May 10, the day of the German invasion of Holland and Belgium, 
and of Winston Churchill’s appointment as Prime Minister, Hugh 
travelled up to Brackenbum. He worked away at his novel and com¬ 
forted himself by reflecting that the mountains around him would 
outlive Hitler, but after a week he could stand the isolation no longer 
and returned to London. He was greeted by the first news of the 
German break-through and the disruption of the French armies: 
momentarily he was seized by panic almost as overwhelming as that of 
September 1938. The fall of France would be the end of die world; 



THE DUNKIRK FORtNlGHT 


AET. 56] 


42J 


civilisation was finished. But he soon managed to pull himself together. 
It was the time of the great parachutist scare, of imminent invasion, of 
the inauguration of the Home Guard, of wondering agonisedly whether 
the B.E.F. would escape from the Continent. On the 23rd “the Govern¬ 
ment proclaimed itself Dictator and everyone was dehghted.” Hugh 
drew ^2,00 in notes from the bank ;uid acquired sufficient petrol 1 3 get 
him and the Cheevers family out of London in an emergency, 'li’here 
was little else he could do. 

On the 24th Boulogne fell, and the old bogy of the Germans across 
the Chaimel was realised. The strain began to oppress the stroi gest: 
its effect on Hugh’s excitable nerve^ can be imagined. “Physicall' I’m 
bearing up all right,’’ he wrote on tiie 25th, “except that, like evei yone 
else. I’m sleeping badly. All day long, though, my heart beats tw ee as 
hard as usual and I have a hot head. It is, to compare small things with 
big, exactly as I feel when I play chess, or wait for the result of a Test 
Match—only this goes on and on and on.’’ 

Despite these symptoms he still managed to buy more pictures— 
a Matisse, a Boudin, and a Modigliani, all from Montague Shearman’s 
collection. “I believe,’’ he wrote, “I shall be creeping up Bond Street 
to look at pictures even while Hitler is making his triumphant entry 
into London.” He also conceived the notion of a volume of stories, in 
some sort a companion series to his Thirteen Travellers, to be called The 
City under Fire, and designed to show the reactions of a group of people, 
including Maradick, Meg Delaney, and others of his old characters, to 
this new kind of warfare in the heart of London. An introductory 
sketch and one of the stories were found among his papers. 

On June i, as the full magnitude of the Dunkirk evacuation was 
becoming known, Hugh travelled down to take part in the celebration 
of the htmdredth anniversary of the birth of Thomas Hardy. He spent 
the week-end with the Bishop of Salisbury, and on Sunday drove 
over for the service in the little church at Stinsford (the Mellstock of 
the novels) where Hardy’s heart lies buried. The exquisite weather, 
the armed soldiers at roadside barriers, the tiny church “glowing like the 
soft heart of a flower,” all combined for Hugh to make the day “one 
of the loveliest and most poignant of my life.” The village orchestra 
played century-old tunes as in Under the Greenwood Tree, and Hugh 
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read the lessons, which moved him so powerfully that he almost broke 
down in the middle of the eighth chapter of St Paul’s Epistle to the 
Romans. In the afternoon Lord Baldwin addressed the public from die 
Hardy Memorial in Dorchester. The Chief Constable expressed to 
Hugh his concern lest there might be a demonstration against the old 
statesman, but all proceeded smoothly. Hugh described Baldwin as 
having ‘‘death in his face—leaning on a stick, trembling. ... He spoke 
platitudes about Hardy, but in a beautiful voice and fine English.” 
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After lunching with Priestley (“a changed creature, optimistic, 
buoyant, happy”) and staying a day or two with the Botts, Hugh went 
up to Brackenbum on June ii to try and finish his novel before France’s 
final dissolution and the invasion of England which must surely follow. 
But this time he could not last out even a week. Rest and writing were 
alike impossible, and on the i6th, deciding to return to London, he 
wrote in his journal: 

I have a strange detached sense that I must be “in” at the bombing, destruc¬ 
tion, occupation of London as it may be—to write of it an immortal account. 
I say to myself: “fll write down all the litde things. It shall be like the de 
Goncourt Journal.” 

This is detached, cold and inhuman and mingled with stomach-fear and a 
really terrible love for Harold and a few more. Why wish to be immortal 
at such a cost ? The vanity of us poor human beings. But it isn’t only vanity. 
It’s a real burning desire to be a truthful observer of one of the turning-points 
of the world’s history. 

I look at my White Wall Utrillo, my Bellini, my Manet drawing, my 
Cezanne water-colours, with* a burning protective love. “Nothing must 
destroy you,” I cry. “No matter if I go—^you must remain.” 

They are certainly more important than I, but I would sacrifice the whole 
lot for Harold’s little finger. Painters will paint plenty more. 

He arrived at Hampstead just in time to hear of Petain’s request 
for an armistice. For the next few days the news was scrappy and 
confused: there was nothing spectacular to record in London: he was 
there ready, and in the absence of anything else to do he took up his 
pen and polished off The Blind Mans House. 
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As soon as it was done, and arrangements made for a copy of die 
typescript to be sent to the United States for safety, his min|l was 
flooded, not with thoughts of bombing and invasion, but, such was the 
strength of his vocation, with the next novel, that same macabrt story 
which had first come to him three years ago. On June 30, exsedy a 
week after he had completed its predecessor, Hugh wrote th; first 
words of The Killer and the Slain. 

He was still at Hampstead, and it would not be extravagant o say 
that just now he clung to the Chcevers as never before: “Tha little 
family is the centre of my life, and iiow lucky I am to have it!” I arold 
was an Air-Raid Warden, and Hugh would walk with him to thi local 
Post, through the soft scented twi Sight of die Garden Suburb, j iving 
thanks for every peaceful moment that remained. On Harold s off- 
duty evenings they would all go to a cinema or to the theatre at 
Golders Green. A ^70 shelter was erected in the garden, anl like 
every other family in England the) lived from day to day, waiting for 
the invasion that never came. 

Hugh made a number of further attempts to get some kind of a war 
job, but nobody seemed to want him. He had long since finished 
collecting the books and manuscripts for the Red Cross sale, and now 
the only useful work he could find was to conduct some New Zea¬ 
landers round London in buses, and to give an occasional broadcast for 
the B.B.C., who promised him more. He also took the chair at a 
meeting called by writers, pubhshers, and others, to organise a deputa¬ 
tion to the Government petitioning that books should be exempted 
from the impending Purchase Tax. Priestley, Geoffrey Faber, and the 
Master of Balliol spoke at the meeting, which eventually achieved its 
object. 
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But writing was still Hugh’s main preoccupation, and in the first 
thirteen days of July he wrote and sent to his typist the first eleven 
thousand words of the new book. Then he journeyed down to Carlyon 
Bay in Cornwall, where the King’s School had been evacuated from 
Canterbury. He stayed with Canon and Mrs Shirley and was at oncc 
“blissfully happy.” 
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The moment I got here in pouring rain my spirit was tranquillised. This 
old stone Cornish house such as all my relations have lived in for centuries 
and I lived in as a child—^high untidy rooms, with old worn carpet, and 
watercolours in dull gold frames, and bookshelves filled with Marioo Craw¬ 
ford and Seton Merriman in Tauchnitz, the sloping lawn bordered with 
rhododendrons, crooked and deeply green, the sea, grey and wrinkled, the 
smell of gorse, blackberry and gull, the post and papers still not in until 
afternoon. Heavenly. I feel that I could stay here for months and the war far, 
far away. 

But after a week he was obliged to come back for the Red Cross sale. 
This took place at Christie’s on July 24 and 25, when the books and 
manuscripts realised more than ^7,000. Hugh himself bought nearly 
fifty lots at a cost of j[,2S0, The manuscript of The Cathedral, which 
he had presented, fetched ^36. 

A week-end with his brother at Stratford-on-Avon included a visit 
to the house of Marie Corelli: 

An old servant, exactly like the old Scotch one we used to have at 
Eglinton Crescent, showed us round. Small, white-haired, bespectacled, in a 
black silk dress and apron. ‘T hope you were a friend of Miss Corelli’s and 
never spoke or wrote harm of her,” she said, her eyes flashing ... “She was a 
sweet little lady,” she repeated many times, and had obviously adored her, 
as had all her servants. 

She took us over everything—all as it had been in M. C.’s lifetime. All 
dead or dying. The harp, the faded photographs, paper roses, cracked looking- 
glasses, a spinning-wheel from which a moth flew out, faded books... Above 
all the famous gondola, and the Christmas card her gondolier had sent her 
just before he was killed in France. The ink she had used corroded in the 
ink-bottle. Rows of hideous china ornaments in her bedroom. The padr 
dock thick with grass, and her old pony over forty! The garden with no 
flowers, only weeds . . . Death and decay over everything. Only the old 
servant enormously alive, repeating again and again: “She was a sweet little 
lady. We all loved her.” 

She is not to be laughed at any more, for the love she created in those 
around her is still alive. But a warning never to leave collected things behind 
you. Distribute them all, so that they may live with live people again. I left 
feeling very sorry that I had ever laughed at her. She seemed to be there, 
alive and affectionate among all the decayed material things. 
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Hugh came back to London and a ‘‘skull and crossbones day. | Letter 
from bank saying I’m ^^441 overdrawn, when I thought I was ^1300 
to the good. 1 am in 2i mess. Wandered about feeling ruined all day.” 
This customary financial miscalculation so aggravated his Jready 
strained nerves that he quarrelled that day with Alan Bott, wl om he 
had invited to lunch at the Athen.eum. They had scarcely begv n their 
meal when Hugh began nagging his friend in a loud voice. A: ter en¬ 
during a little of this, Bott said that if Hugh didn’t stop he woul d leave 
the club. Hugh continued to storm, and Bott withdrew hung: y. No 
sooner had he gone than Hugh, overcome with remorse, sat do vn and 
wrote: 

14 August 1940. The Athen eum. 

Dear Alan, 

Tm terribly sorry—and just before I go north! 

It makes me quite miserable. As always with these things I think we are 
both annoyed at times by one another and that we are both to blame. It is 
true that in the last three or four years I have been quiet and tranquil (even 
with Noyes I wasn’t excited) save only with yourself. 

Your kindness in acts to me has been quite marvellous, but again and again 
I feel that you really disUke me, and above all deeply criticise me. It is this 
that so often upsets me. God knows I have every fault in the world. I tliink 
most meanly of myself at heart, which is why perhaps your cynicism about 
me rouses me inwardly to rebel. 

In any case I am miserable about today which was all my fault. I will try 
to behave better and not allow myself to be so conscious of, and hurt by, 
your criticism. I really love you very much. Let me have a line to Bracken- 
bum. 

Yours, 

H. 

Alan Bott responded warmly; the incident was forgotten; and as a 
peace-offering Hugh asked permission to dedicate to Bott the war- 
pamphlet which he was about to write. 

The nervous crisis was over; as the train carried him northwards to 
Ctimberland his senses were calmed, and at Brackenbum on August 16, 
although The Killer was in full career, he wrote the first words of the 
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next Hemes novel, Katherine Christian, which he was never to finish. 
During a week in Scotland (visiting George Blake and listening with 
his sister to the Polish Choir in the Usher Hall) he wrote the whole of 
his war-pamphlet, which was published in March 1941 as Open Letter 
of an Optimist. 

Brackenbum again, with its “wonderful peace and quiet’' and the 
new story demanding to be written. “Writing’a Henries novel is to me 
like bathing in milk! How I adore it. This one really does promise 
riches. And so do the two that follow. How I ache to get at Sedgemoor 
and the Monmouth rebellion! Shall I live to get there?” 

The ever-growing genealogical tree of the Henries family, which had 
accompanied each volume of their history, had been tended by Thomas 
Mark, who had peopled its furthermost branches with wives, great- 
aunts, and cousins of the appropriate age and sex. Now Hugh once 
again consulted his able collaborator. 

My dear Mark, 

Beginning a new Herries I am attacked by a nightmare that we haven’t 
put right my ‘"Sylvia” mistake. Whom did we make marry Tobias Garland 
and become the mother of Rashleigh etc? Did you insert an extra Barbara 
and make her the mother ? Do reassure me by return as I am most uncom¬ 
fortable about it. In any case it is too late to do anytliing about it, but I hope 
it is all right? 

What did we call Josephine ultimately? She is figuring in the next Herries 
very considerably. I am coming to town on Friday to share in the bombing 
and sign some Bright Pavilions when they are ready. I do hope we haven’t 
made a blunder with two Sylvias! 

Yours, 

H. W. 


He was duly reassured. 

For the first time since the war began he was now able to enjoy the 
pleasures of Brackenbum without being dragged back to thoughts of 
death and destruction. He grew calmer each day, and his nightmares 
gave place to happier dreams: 

I woke up in the middle of last night, saying aloud: “Love is the thing,” 
as though I had made the most marvellous discovery ever. Then I turned 
over, was asleep at once, and dreamed of a wonderful pie made of black¬ 
berries, thrushes’ eggs, honeycomb and watercress. 
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He found time also to potter in his library and rearrange his books as 
he had so often loved to do in the past. He dug out the worki of his 
old friends Conrad and Henry James, and replaced them in neW posi¬ 
tions of honour. could stay here for ever,’’ he wrote. **Meailwhile I 
must not funk London!” There were by now solid reasons for fear, 
since the London blitz had begun, but it was a refreshed and £ ^rtified 
Hugh who travelled south on September 6 to face the venom of the 
Luftwaffe. 
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T he final chapter of Hugh's life may well begin with his first 
experience of air-raids, since, whatever the immediate cause of his 
death, he was as surely killed by the Second World War as his old 
master Henry James had been killed by the First. James had been a 
much older man, and for him the final blow was the wanton destruc¬ 
tion of European culture at the hands of war, rather than direct personal 
danger. Hugh was fated, or at any rate felt impelled, to endure the 
prolonged ordeal of the Battle of London, in which noise, terror, 
and lack of sleep gradually wore down the strongest physiques. His 
temperament, always a nervous one, was subjected to a series of 
ever-greater shocks, until his heart, weakened by years of erratically 
judged insulin injections, could stand no more. 

Night after night as darkness came, the sirens wailed out their hideous 
warning and strained nerves listened for the crash of guns, the whistle 
and explosion of bombs, hour after hour until with the first light of 
dawn the All Clear was soimded. On September ii Alan Dent came 
to dine at 90 Piccadilly. Soon after dinner a noisy raid began, and they 
went down and sat with the servants in the basement kitchen. After a 
while Hugh grew bored and declared that he was going to bed regard¬ 
less. So upstairs they climbed once more, and Alan Dent was settled 
in the sitting-room with the opening chapters of The Killer and the 
Slain, The sequel shall be told in his words: 

Hugh prepared for bed in spite of bangs louder and nearer, and I set about 
a tale of a passionate hatred between two men, more exciting than anything 
of the sort since The Old Ladies, I exclaimed aloud at the arresting quality 
of the opening pages. He was as pleased as a schoolboy at my praise, for he 
knew it was critical praise. 

Some time afterwards I looked into his room to say good night, and was 
startled to find Hugh on his knees by his bedside at his prayers, like a little 
child. This was quite obviously a nighdy custom, and it was wholly without 
self-consciousness that he climbed into his bed, saying: “I was just putting 
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Up a little prayer for your safety, Jock/’ Other men of the world, dqlubtless, 
if the truth were told, still submit themselves to the same spiritual exercise. 
But they would hate to be caught at it, whereas Hugh laughed aloud at my 
acute embarrassment on finding him out.^ 

That night a bomb fell in Bond Street, another in the groi nds of 
Buckingham Palace just across the Park, but Hugh slept well. It was 
only gradually, through the following weeks and months, tliat the 
strain wore down his health and sjurits. Early next morning he valked 
along Piccadilly, observing in the ^ky die crimson glow of still- 1 : aming 
fires, in the street the glittering greenish piles of broken glass, ‘like a 
scene from VatheW^ He had now a definite engagement to br >adcast 
twice a week to America and the Dominions, which gave him both a 
reason for staying in London and also the long-desired feeling hat he 
had something useful to do. 

On the night of the 12th a bomb fell opposite the flat on die near 
side of the Park. Hugh experienced “a most unpleasant suggestion as 
of this building holding itself together and wondering whether it would 
fall or no—a shudder as I should imagine an earthquake would be.” 
But the house stood firm, windows and all. Next morning, as the sirens 
sounded for a daylight raid, Hugh took up The Killer and the Slain and 
was soon lost in it, just as in the earlier war he had written The Dark 
Forest in the confusion of the Great Retreat. 

But Piccadilly was becoming uncomfortably noisy, and that same 
day he moved out to Hampstead. There, each night between eight 
and nine, the garden-shelter was occupied by Hugh, Ethel Cheevers, 
Nada the Cornish maid, and Leo the Cheevers’s pekinese. Hugh always 
carried with him an armful of his most cherished possessions. Besides 
his teeth in a tooth-bath, these consisted of the manuscript of The Killer^ 
the current volume of his journal, a blue box (successor to the one he 
had clutched in the cab from Seascale long ago) containing ivory 
figures and other small objects, photographs of Harold and Boles- 
lawsky, a Cromwell letter bought at the Red Cross sale, and always a 
picture, usually a Matisse oil of which just now he was particularly fond, 
“We sleep beautifully,” he wrote, “but in the middle of the night when 

1 Published in JofiM o'London^s Weekly (20 June 1941) and reprinted in Nocturnes and 
Rhapsodies (1950). 
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nature drives me out I slip into a world suddenly ifrantic with noise, 
huge tea-trays smashing all over the sky—^lovely starlit sky with a vast 
full moon. There is always the sinister whirring of a plane. Then all 
suddenly stops and the peace is exquisite.” 

One night a poHceman friend of Harold’s arranged for Hugh to 
spend the night at Beak Street police station. He slept on a mattress 
alongside forty policemen, but not for long. Bombs fell all around 
them, and at three o’clock in the morning he was taken along Ox¬ 
ford Street to see the fire at John Lewis’s department store. “The full 
moon was huge and golden, and all round it shrapnel was blazing and 
dancing. The fire leapt to heaven, the noise was like a thousand thunder¬ 
storms, and above one’s head the swift thin clouds made the glittering 
stars [look] like fast-moving aeroplanes.” 

On September 27, in the midst of the inferno. The Bright Pavilions 
appeared. It was the last of his books that he was to see pubhshed, 
and he had dedicated it to Ronald Storrs. Reviews were favourable 
and sales excellent considering the times. It was not till later in the war 
that the sales of books soared to heights never known before, so that 
everything between covers was bought and read directly it appeared in 
the shops. By 1945 the whole of Macmillan’s considerable stock of 
Hugh’s fifty-odd books had been exhausted—^by the demands of 
readers, not by enemy action. 

Driving from Hampstead to Piccadilly grew daily more difficult. 
Craters and vmexploded bombs caused many streets to be roped off and 
their traffic diverted. The flat took on more and more the air of a 
beleaguered outpost, but by walking the last part of the way Hugh 
managed to get there most days. He lunched with Michael Ayrton 
and decided that he was “a bit of a genius,” attended a congratulatory 
luncheon to Charles Morgan on the pubheation of The Voyage, and 
carried on with his wireless talks. Owing to the bombing he had to 
speak and make recordings at many emergency branches of the B.B.C. 
To North America he spoke repeatedly in a series of talks called “With¬ 
in the Fortress,” but early in 1941 he was switched to a regular pro¬ 
gramme called “Hugh Walpole Talking.” 

Day by day he mourned the destruction of favourite buildings—St 
James’s Piccadilly, Holland House, Pagani’s restaurant, and the others. 
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On October i8 he travelled to Bristol and lectured there in the Central 
Library on “The Romantic Novel in England/’ An air-raid Was in 
progress outside, but his gift of oratory did not fail him, and his 
audience of over seven hundred was held, despite the uproar overhead. 

All this time he was using The Killer and the Slain as an outlet: br his 
nervous emotions, reserving Kath rine Christian for the blessed inter¬ 
ludes at Brackenbum. The theme of The Killer had been with h tn for 
years, but into its treatment he poured all the twisted agonies of his 
present state. “It may be awfully good,” he wrote when it wa^ half- 
finished. “I can’t tell till I come to the hard part, which is the socond 
half. Meanwhile what a lot of nastiness, and pity for my own na* iness, 
I have in me! It’s all coming out in this work.” 

There may be some significance in the fact that this was the 1 rst of 
all his novels to be dedicated to the memory of Henry James, h e had 
never forgotten his old benefactor, had re-read most of his bo :>ks at 
intervals, and often upheld him in print as a neglected giant, but there 
was something about the pattern of the two wars, and James’s death in 
the earlier one, which now brought him strongly into Hugh’s mind. 
Psychologists may perceive a deeper connection, and Leon Edcl has 
written a brilliantly ingenious “psychocritical” analysis of The Killer 
and its origins.^ 

But now Hampstead, like Piccadilly, became too hot to hold him. 
On October 15 a stick of four bombs fell in the road outside, and 
though the house itself was miraculously preserved, Hugh went through 
all the sensations of imminent dissolution—the swish of the bombs, 
explosions, cries, screams, and the noise of falling rubble. Four days 
later, at about eight in the evening, he was sitting in tlie dining-room 
reading War and Peace (“of course,” as he put it to a friend) when 
without warning a bomb fell, “as it seemed right upon us. The window 
behind me blew in. I heard a rush of falling glass. Ethel was coming 
downstairs and I thought she was killed. However we met in the hall. 
Main damage to pantry, where part of the bomb had penetrated. 
Windows smashed, doors blown in.” Harold and one of his sons had 
seen the bomb fall from a distance, and now ran up in great distress, 
fearing the worst. They agreed that since the house was barely 
1 “The Fantasy of The Killer and the Slain** {American Imago, December 1951). 
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habitable and they were all suffering from shock, it would be wise to 
seek an at any rate temporary refuge in Cumberland. Arranging for 
Harold and Ethel to follow him as soon as possible, Hugh took train 
for the north on the morning of October 22. 


2 

He was never wholly himself again after this last bomb-incident, 
though he lived for another six months. Harold and others close to him 
noticed that his nerves became more edgy than ever, and that his health 
played him tricks. The train, crammed with soldiers, was three hours 
late at Penrith, where Jack Elliot met him with the car. During the 
drive home they had to stop for Hugh to be sick by the roadside. Then, 
at last, “Oh how wonderful the cottage, smelling of mountain streams, 
chrysanthemums. Ranter!” 

He had scarcely begun to absorb the undisturbed quiet before his 
conscience was pricking him for not staying in London. He salved it 
by deciding tliat he had earned a respite and could legitimately stay 
where he was until the middle of November. Indeed he was fit for 
little else, since the symptoms of delayed shock soon began to appear. 
Sickness, jumpiness, sleeplessness, nightmares, digestive trouble, at¬ 
tacked him severally and jointly. Only Katherine Christian had the 
power to hold and soothe him. 

The Cheevers arrived a few days later, as did Athene Seyler, to settle 
her daughter and her infant granddaughter into Copperfield, the 
gardener’s cottage in Grange, part of which Hugh lent them for the 
duration of the war. At the end of the month he went for two nights 
to Temple Newsam, Leeds, where he opened the new Art Gallery. 

When he got back to Brackenbum he retired to bed with what he 
described as “a sort of gastric flu,” and was compelled to stay there a 
whole week. In all his sixteen years at Brackenbum he had never so 
far spent a complete day in bed there, and he was sufficiently alarmed 
about himself to call in Doctor Cameron of Keswick. He made a 
thorough examination, decided that Hugh had narrowly escaped a 
diabetic coma, prescribed a return to his original dose of insulin, and 
advised him to consult his London specialist as soon as he could. Hugh 
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pooh-poohed this diagnosis, but admitted in his journal that fcf two 
days he had “suflfered the pains of hell. Harold says my fao^ was 
absolutely grey/’ However, his recovery was rapid. The day got 
up he wrote two articles and more than forty letters: next morning he 
delightedly began a new chapter of Katherine Christian, Unfortu lately 
he was due to deliver two broadcast talks in London, and it wa with 
the utmost reluctance that he travelled south on November 14. 
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Both Piccadilly and Hampstead were still out of the question, >0 for 
this stay Hugh had booked a room at the Dorchester Hotel it Park 
Lane. It was on the sixth floor, but the first night he was so tired oy his 
tram journey that he slept well. Next day he delivered his two 1 road- 
casts, one to America, the other on the Home Service, and came back 
to a “fearful night. Hotel simply rocked.” The new anti-aircraft guns 
in Hyde Park were largely the cause of the rocking, but in the small 
hours Hugh could bear the noise and loneliness no longer. Clad in his 
dressing-gown he trailed down seven floors to the basement, where he 
found Lady Cunard “and the other smarties, smoking long cigarettes 
and chattering in hard shrill voices.” He lay down but when, soon 
after, an old lady on the next bunk said: “I don’t know what you think, 
but the hot-water system is all round this shelter. One bomb and we’ll 
all be boiled alive,” he decided that he preferred the hazards of the 
sixth floor. Up he climbed, only to discover that he had left his key 
behind, and by tlie time he had been down and up once more he was so 
exhausted that he fell asleep at once. 

Next morning John the valet telephoned to say that all the ceilings 
and one wall of the Piccadilly flat had been blown in during the night. 
After lugubriously inspecting the ruins of his beloved rooms, Hugh 
felt he could face no more nights in central London. The Botts offered 
him refuge at Ham Common, and he gratefully accepted. For a week 
he enjoyed comparative quiet, and was able to start on The Killer once 
more. It should not be forgotten that, besides the scripts of his B.B.C. 
talks, he was all this time contributing his weekly book-page to the 
Daily Sketch. 
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In the early morning of November 23 his peace was shattered by a 
heavy raid, in the course of which nine bombs were dropped in close 
proximity to the Botts’ house. Hugh had to see what was happening, 
so he rushed out on to Ham Common in his dressing-gown, wearing 
his spectacles and a French steel helmet several sizes too small for him 
which he picked up in the hall. In his excitement he had forgotten his 
teeth, so that when an elderly female admirer recognised him and 
begged Josephine Bott to introduce them, he could neither handle his 
headgear with decorum nor even acknowledge her compliments arti¬ 
culately. Thus grotesquely did Mr Footer make his final appearance 
in Hugh’s story. 

Later that day Hugh left to spend a couple of nights with Ronald 
Storrs in Essex. Josephine Bott drove him there and back to Rich¬ 
mond. “Jo really is an angel,” wrote Hugh, “and good to me beyond 
all knowing.” 

Even his return to Brackenbum on the 30th was not without its 
terrors. The big London railway stations were particularly nerve- 
racking places at this time, with their huge glass roofs, their lack of 
shelter, and their power of magnifying the sounds of guns and air¬ 
craft. To catch the night train Hugh had to stand for half an hour 
wedged with sailors and other passengers on what his porter told him 
was the least dangerous part of the platform, then to sit for almost 
another hour in the blacked-out train before it finally started. 

But then, “Oh Joy! Oh Glory!” The next day “was like heaven. 
A lovely frosty day with amber light and silver shadows everywhere. 
I walked on the fell with Harold and Ethel, finished a chapter of 
Katherine, and Athene came to tea. I felt as though a whole barrage was 
lifted off my head.” 


4 

The Botts came up to stay for a week in the first half of December, 
and on the i8th Hugh travelled to Edinburgh, to spend what was 
destined to be his last Christmas with his brother and sister. He con¬ 
fessed in his diary on Christmas Day that his head, neck, and legs hurt 
him like toothache, and that there was now scarcely a day when he 
felt really well. Nevertheless he wrote on at The Killer —“a very odd 
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book that nobody will like ... all these months of fear, uncertainty, 
restlessness are behind it.” On New Year’s Eve, after compiling in his 
diary the last list of his fifteen best friends, followed by five runners-up, 
he closed his journal for the year with “End of 1940. Thank God** 

Back at Brackenbum, he ruefully contemplated the falling due of his 
large life assurance policy. The cheque for ^15,800, which would 
once have meant so much to him, now seemed useless. He learned that 
the serial and film rights of The Blind Mans House had been sold for 
^6,000, months before the book was due to be published. Twenty- 
eight thousand copies of The Bright Pavilions had been bought by the 
public in three months, but what use was all this money, this success, to 
him now? Most of the money would go to the Government in taxes, 
there was little he could buy with the remainder, and worldly success 
was worth nothing without peace of mind. 

On January 7 he finished The Killer and the Slain. 

This book I had to write. In all my long literary life I have never known any¬ 
thing so like automatic writing. I simply put down what I had to put down. 
This doesn’t mean of course that it is good. But technically at least it is, I 
think, the best of my macabre. Very difficult, but the difficulties, I fancy, are 
not evident. 

On the 2ist the Cheevers, after three months of rest, returned to 
their patched-up Hampstead house. Hugh was sad to see them go. 
“We have, all three of us, a most wonderful friendship, with perfect 
understanding and a great sense of humour.” Without them he lived 
“a hermit’s life,” working at Katherine Christian and feeling gradually 
stronger. He found time to record in his journal that “Stonier in this 
month’s Horizon attacks me for deserting Perrin and my horror stories. 
Instead I am writing ‘flimsy-flamsy’ Henries! I might have been ‘a 
serious artist’ but am only ‘a very good entertainer’ 1 This is the old 
regular ‘highbrow’ attack. How sick I am though of this long-con¬ 
tinued attempt to make the novel a solemn, priggish, intellectual 
affair, removed from the ordinary reader. Surely the novel should 
entertain first, and then let all else be added unto it!” 

At the end of the month he received a “letter from Inland Revenue 
saying I’ve paid no taxes since 1936! Some error here.” On February 
9 he decided that the next two hundred days would be “the most im- 
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portant in the history of the world,” and that he would tick thenii off in 
his diary. He was able to number only a hundred and one bef|)re his 
last illness set in. But now Katherine Christian claimed most of hii time, 
and he had finished half of it before on the 20th he once mon'. took 
train for London. 


5 

After a few days at Hampstead, Hugh returned to 90 Piccadilh . The 
flat was “like Lazarus raised fro:n the dead.” Walls, ceiling ;, and 
windows had all been repaired; the few remaining books had n< t been 
damaged; and when Hugh had hung on the walls a number of pi :tures, 
new and old, by Rowlandson, Ci)tman, Romney, Wyndham Lewis, 
Lord Methuen, Jack Yeats, and (.raham Sutherland, he commmted: 
“Nothing irreplaceable, all lovely.” 

The air-raids had mercifully slackened in intensity, but he found that 
he no longer enjoyed being alone in the flat from seven in the evening till 
eight next morning, “sitting there reading and listening for the guns,” 
and tlien lying, as Alan Dent put it, “all Danae to the bombs,” so he 
spent most nights at Hampstead. Now that The Killer was finished he 
had nothing to write in London, but almost at once two books crept 
into his head. One, Fragments of Delight, “about my books, pictures, 
fun in general,” he shelved in favour of The City under Fire, whose first 
story he now began—“just to keep my hand in.” On March 6 he 
bought four pictures by Paul Klee for ^50 apiece, and a week later 
his fifty-seventh birthday, for which Alan Dent sent him fifty-seven 
jonquils, called forth another statement of account: 

I should say that, in spite of the war, this is the peaB^of my life. I have 
fame, more money than I shall ever have again, pretty good health, my 
working faculties are excellent, and more love around me than I deserve. 
That I, egoist, spoilt, selfish and a boss, a fusscr and dogmatic, should have 
the love of such people as H. C., Dorothy, Robin, Ethel, Jim, Dick, Owen, 
George Blake, John, Alan, Jo, Ronald, is nothing short of a miracle. In fact 
it is all a miracle, for my talents are small (limited in scope) and my character 
very middling. 

After a few more refreshing days widi the Shirleys in Cornwall, 
Hugh returned to Hampstead. The nights were quieter now, or at any 
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rate less consistently noisy, so that plans for future books began to 
assemble. One day, as he was walking down the hill to get his hair cut, 
the whole of the next Polchester novel, to follow Katherine Christian, 
“came into view.” It was to be called The Church of St 'Eustace. 


6 

April was a cruel month. It opened with the shattering news of 
Virginia Woolf’s suicide. She had occupied a very special place in 
Hugh’s life, and though the war had accustomed everyone to the ex¬ 
pectation of sudden death, this blow seemed unbearably wanton and 
unnecessary. Hugh broadcast about his dead friend and wrote at least 
two articles about her,* but her death haunted him, and his grief for her 
certainly hastened his own end. 

Ironically enough, his bank balance continued to mount as the 
possibilities of his enjoying it declined. Macmillan’s royalty cheque 
for ^2700 now arrived to swell the total, but what was there left to 
buy? Three pictures by Old Crome came into the market—an oil 
painting and two water-colours, belonging to an old woman who had 
recently died in Crome’s Norfolk village at the age of a hundred and 
one. Hugh snapped them up. 

On the night of April 16-17 there was a particularly heavy raid on 
London. Hugh had taken Harold and Ethel to see his favourite Max 
Miller at the Palladium, and they were back in the Piccadilly flat 
listening to the news when the alarm sounded. Harold drove them up 
to Hampstead “through a chaos of noise and flashing Ughts.” Hugh 
went to bed but not to sleep. It was the noisiest night he had known, 
except for that last one at the Dorchester. Hour after hour he lay there, 
feeling the house rock, hstening to the uproar, thinking; “At any 
moment they may drop one just for fun—and that is the end! I thought 
of my Old Crome pictures I had just bought, and of finishing Katherine 
C —but mostly of Harold.” 

That night was too much for him. Its first results came three days 
later, on April 20. Here is his own account, written within the week: 

^ John o'London’s Weekly (18 April 1941) aiid the New Statesman & Nation (14 June 

1941)- 
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I had a arise de nerfs on Sunday of which I am thoroughly ashamed. At tea 
I said something snappy to H. C, to which he replied snappily, upon| which 
I left the room, head in air, carrying my Old Crome oil like a banner. I 
then sat looking, at my unfinished article on Virginia Woolf. A v^ave of 
melancholy dashed over my head. I got my hat, waterproof, umbrel la, and 
walked out of the house. I am vague then—I caught a bus, talked to a soldier 
from Bohemia in the tube, visited th i Athenaeum, went to a cinema (Predric 
March was in something), caught a tube back, and re-entered the h )use at 
9 « 30 . 

I knew I had behaved badly, and went to bed Uke a whipped ch Id. All 
this time I was profoundly miserable I slept hke the dead from 9.30 0 7.30, 
but woke quite unrefreshed and m< re miserable than ever. The p )rridge 
was lumpy, and after a scene with H ^rold I threw on my clothes and rushed 
out of the house, swearing I would f^ut an end to everything! 

Of course I didn’t, but wandered al^out the Suburb. Suddenly there was an 
Alert and, as though it were a call ro arms, I rushed home, threw Dff my 
clothes and went to bed. 

I felt then so frightened and miserable that I sent for Thompson.^ Hi came, 
tested heart, blood-pressure, found all perfect, spoke soothing words but 
plainly thought me an ass. I felt perfectly well and even happy. 

This ridiculous exhibition must not occur again. My brain-storms either 
of temper or hysteria are nothing but self-indulgence. 

Here Hugh went too far in self-abasement. In the past his childish 
fits of temper might have been traced to self-indulgence, but now there 
was a graver cause. Nor was he correct in stating that the doctor 
“found all perfect.” In fact Dr Thompson had his doubts concerning 
the condition of Hugh’s heart, and urged the taking of an electro¬ 
cardiogram. But Hugh felt suddenly quite all right again and refused 
to listen to this sensible advice, preferring to “celebrate” his recovery 
by the purchase of a Cotman drawing and a Landseer oil painting of 
Coniston. 

On the 2nd of May (“sinister month!” as Hugh so ominously headed 
it in his journal) he attended the Private View at the Royal Academy, 
where he encountered many old friends, including Gerald Kelly and 
Muirhead Bone. On the 3rd he gave his last broadcast talk, planning 
to begin another series in June. On the 5th he heard Beethoven’s 
Pastoral Symphony played at Queen’s Hall; and on the 6th, carrying 

^ was in fact Harold who summoned the doctor, and incurred Hugh’s displeasure 
thereby. 
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with him a new pair of cherry-coloured corduroy trousers and reading 
a life of Frederick the Great, he travelled for the last time to Bracken- 
bum. 


7 

Hugh’s journal for the last month of his life is largely occupied with 
news and prophecies of war. Why had Hess landed by what Hugh 
always s^eltparashoot? What was Darlan up to? Would the Germans 
take Crete? But Brackenbum, in its remote and tranquil beauty, 
transformed the war into a far-distant, almost a chimerical, horror. 
The weather was lovely, the air full of mist and cuckoos, Katherine 
Christian waiting to be finished. Hugh read through The Killer and the 
Slain, decided that it was “certainly a nasty book,” and turned with 
relief to the betrayal of Thomas Wentworth, Earl of Strafford. 

On May 12 he realised that he was describing Strafford’s execution 
on its exact anniversary, and his mind travelled back to his childhood’s 
determination to write a novel about this unhappy man. He did not 
remember that he had in fact written one, or that it lay in one of his 
cupboards, bound in brown paper and dated 1900—the circle was 
completed. 

On the 14th Arthur Ransome came to see him, bringing a present of 
trout, and the same day the last of the books and pictures arrived from 
London in a van. When they were all safely stowed away—and the 
congestion was by now immense—Hugh sat down and compiled a list 
of his twelve favourite pictures, beginning with the Utrillo. But it was 
a hopeless task: how could he choose a dozen from the hundreds and 
hundreds of pictures and drawings which filled every cranny of the 
cottage, the library, and Copperfield? 

On the 17th he took part in the opening ceremonies of Keswick’s 
War Weapons Week. The proceedings began with a long march 
through the streets of the town. Some of the older and wiser partici¬ 
pants fell out soon after the start and rejoined the column just before 
the finish, but Hugh marched every step of the way, though he was in 
no condition to do so. At the end of the march he made a public speech 
firom a platform in the Fitz Park, and then drove home utterly ex¬ 
hausted. 
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The mortal effects of this exertion were not immediately apparent. 
On the 18th he “had a day off the novel, but read gloriously VCfords- 
worth, Browning, Tennyson, Shelley, Scott, Hazlitt/’ On the 19th he 
confessed to feeling “not at all well,” but “got to work lustiiy on 
Cromwell,” besides reading the Memoirs of Colonel Hutchinson. Next 
day, after more work on the novel, he wrote to Michael Ayrtoii: 

I have been here quite alone for a f )rtniglit now, and never has thh place 
done me so much good. I have been working on a Civil War Herri< and 
Cromwell has made me forget Hitler I’ve been reading obscure Civi War 
pamphlets, Clarendon, etc, until I am a fat red-faced seventeenth-o utury 
squire. 

He had been alone because Harold had been obliged to go do' vn to 
Cornwall to look after his old parents, who had suffered in die air 
attacks on Plymouth and Saltash. Now, on May 20, “H. C. ardved, 
God be praised.” The Cromwell chapter of Katherine Christian was 
finished that day, and after one more short chapter the noveHst laid 
aside his pen for ever. 

On the 2ist he complained of bad indigestion, but managed to fill a 
page or two of liis journal. The pain grew no less, and on Saturday 
the 24th Harold sent for Doctor Cameron, who immediately put Hugh 
to bed. At two o’clock on the morning of the 26th Hugh called Harold 
into his room and complained of an agonising pain. Harold managed 
to give him some rehef by means of massage, but as soon as it was day 
he summoned the doctor again. 

By the time he arrived Hugh had relapsed into a diabetic coma, 
though after treatment this lasted only a short while. Doctor Cameron, 
taking a grave view of the condition of the patient’s heart, sent for a 
specialist from Carlisle and for Hugh’s brother and sister. 

Dorothy arrived on the morrow, Wednesday the 28th, and Robin 
later. The speciaUst diagnosed a coronary thrombosis and told Hugh 
that he must lie absolutely still for six weeks. When he had gone, 
Hugh felt a httle easier, insisted on a pile of Book Society proofs 
being put on his bed (though he was too ill to hold or read them), 
and even managed to scrawl a few lines to special friends. When his 
sister arrived, he told her that he had been very ill and had nearly 
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died, that Harold and Doctor Cameron had been wonderful, and that 
he had not been fnghtened at all. 

For three days he lingered on, only intermittently in pain, but unable 
either to sleep deeply or to make much movement. Dorothy, Harold, 
and a trained nurse sat in his room by turns, day and night. 

On the evening of Saturday the 31st he had his first deep sleep, and 
waking much refireshed in the middle of the night, he asked Harold 
to put on the light and to sit close beside him. “Let’s have a talk,” he 
said. “It may be our last chance.” This was the only reference he made 
to dying, but, as dying men are supposed to do, he retraced to Harold 
the pattern of his whole life. For almost an hour he talked with com¬ 
plete clarity, in a mood of happy, grateful resignation. Love and friend¬ 
ship were what mattered in life, he several times insisted. He himself 
had had a wonderful life, and the happiest thing in it had been his 
friendship with Harold. He recalled all the places they had visited 
together, all the fun they had had, all the sights they had seen. At last 
he grew weary, and the nurse took over the watch. 

In the morning when Harold came into the room, he saw at once 
that Hugh was near his end. Dorothy and Doctor Cameron were with 
him. As Harold came up to the bed, Hugh held out his hand to him. 
Harold took it, and at that moment, as though he had been waiting for 
just that, Hugh died. It was about half-past eight on the morning of 
Whit Sunday, June i, 1941. 

He lies, as he wished to lie, in the churchyard of St John’s, Keswick, 
under the shadow of Skiddaw, looking across the waters of die lake 
to Cat Bells and the mysterious deeps of Borrowdale. 


THE END 
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THE WALPOLE FAMILY 

Sir Robert Walpole, first Earl of Orford, First Minister for twenty-one 
years, had a younger brother named Horatio (1678-1757). This Horatio, 
a very able poUtician and diplomatist, was Ambassador to Paris for several 
years. He has been somewhat damaged in the eyes of posterity by the very 
rude things said of him by his nephew Horace, who could not bear him. He 
built a fine house at Wolterton in Norfolk, and ended his days as Lord 
Walpole of Wolterton. 

The Earldom of Orford died with Horace in 1797; but in 1806 Horatio, 
second Lord Walpole of Wolterton, the eldest son of the above, was himself 
made an Earl in 1806 and took the title of Orford. This title continued with 
his descendants, who were both Earl of Orford and Lord Walpole, until it 
died with the late Earl of Orford in 1931. 

The second son of the first Lord Walpole of Wolterton was Thomas (1727- 
1803), of whom the present Lord Walpole is the eldest Hving male descendant. 
Being descended from the first Lord Walpole of Wolterton, he inherited 
that title on the last Earl of Orford’s death in 1931; but not being descended 
from the second Lord Walpole of Wolterton, he could not succeed to the 
Earldom. 

The third son of the first Lord Walpole of Wolterton was Richard (1728- 
1798), none of whose male descendants is now hving. 

The fourth son of the first Lord Walpole of Wolterton was Robert (1736- 
1810), from whom Hugh was descended. 
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HUGH WALPOLE’S OFFICIAL ACCOUNT OF 
THE FIRST RUSSIAN REVOLUTION 

DESPATCH FROM HIS MAJESTy’s AMBASSADOR AT PETROGRAD RESPECT NG 
THE RUSSIAN REVOLUTION OF MARCH I917 

Sir G. Buchanan to Mr, Balfour [Received April ^th) 

Petrograd, March 20, 19 7. 
Sir, 

I have the honour to transmit to yo vi herewith copy of a detailed ao ount 
of the Russian revolution, with a sliort appreciation of its causes. This 
account has been drawn up, at my request, by Mr. Walpole, and I v ould 
draw your attention to its extremely interesting and picturesque character. 

My thanks for this admirable document are also in a large measure due to 
Dr. Harold WiUiams, who, owing to the intimate relations in which he 
stands to many of the leading members of the present Government and to 
the fact that he was at the Duma day and night during the past week, was in 
a unique position to assist Mr. Walpole in compihng his narrative. 

I myself provided Mr. Walpole with some of the points in the report, 
which will, I venture to think, prove to be an accurate account of the events 
of the past ten days. 

I regret that it has been only*possible to forward one copy of this report, 
and I would ask that, when it is printed, I may be sent a few dozen copies for 
the use of the Embassy. 

I have, etc. 

George W. Buchanan. 


THE RUSSIAN REVOLUTION 

I, March i 6 y igiy. 

I. Whatever immediate causes led to the revolution in Russia, its success 
was only made possible by the change of pubHc feeling towards the Throne 
and Government since 1905. The first four years of the so-called new Con¬ 
stitution destroyed all beUef in the sincerity of the Emperor’s promises, and 
it was felt that he was merely a representative of his bureaucratic entourage, 
so that he gradually fell into the background of the pohtical situation, and 
his place was taken by the Government. 
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For a moment at the outbreak of war the country was actually united in a 
single ideal, and internal dissension was forgotten, but the sudden import¬ 
ance and uphft of the people, and the power that threatened to arise from 
their unity of purpose, created mistrust in the Government. However, as 
long as things went well the people were content, but the failure in Galicia 
aroused their first suspicions of the good faith of their Ministers. It then 
began to be felt that the Government was influenced by two motives, namely, 
open pro-Germanism and the self-interest of bureaucracy, and their fears 
were confirmed by the replacing of proved traitors by men of similar 
tendencies. The appointment of Stiirmer as Premier and Minister for 
Foreign Affairs finally destroyed any lingering trust in the Government, and 
from this moment it was evident that the internal struggle was of paramount 
importance. 

2. The feelings of the Empire found their first outlet when the Duma met 
in August 1915, on which occasion the Government was denounced with, 
up to then, unheard-of violence both in the Chamber and in the press. The 
next opportunity was in November 1916, at the opening of the Duma, 
which had been delayed as long as possible by the Government. The ex¬ 
ample of France and England in reforming their Cabinets at this time gave 
additional impulse, and, for the first time since 1905, the will of the people 
prevailed and Stiirmer was removed. The exposures made by Mihukof and 
Pourishkevitch of the ‘‘dark influences’^ at work behind the Throne and 
Government brought not only the upper middle classes, but even the 
nobiUty and some of the clergy, into line with the people, so that the Govern¬ 
ment was henceforth deserted by all except the extreme reactionaries and the 
pro-Germans. For a while the situation improved under the premiership of 
Trepof, but when he was quickly succeeded by GoUtzin it was clear the 
secession of every class to the popular party was either ignored or despised 
by the bureaucracy. This bureaucracy was a small but easily recognisable 
group of men, led in the Ministry by Protopopof; in the Council of the 
Empire by Scheglovitof, who was dismissed from Ministerial office at the 
same time as Sufchomlinof; in the Duma by Markof II; in the Church by 
Pitirim, the MetropoHtan of Petrograd; and at the Court by the Empress 
and Rasputin. After the latter’s death Protopopof became the rallying 
point of the reactionaries. 

3. At the back of every responsible Russian’s mind since 1905 there had 
been an ideal of Constitution. Since the first failures of the war this had be¬ 
come acutely intensified. It was felt that the Government was inefficient in 
its conduct of the war. The principal difficulty was one of transport, and the 
disorganisation arising from insufficient railroads was increased by the 
division of transport into civil and mihtary spheres. In this way die civil 
population was inadequately served. This system, such as it was, completely 
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broke down when the export of supphes from one Government to another 
was prohibited, a measure which immediately caused great waste in|some 
and scarcity of the same commodities in other districts, and everywjjiere a 
vast increase in prices. Even after this system had proved a disastrous /ailure 
it was also extended to Finland. 

To combat this disorganisation die Unions of the Towns and * )f the 
Zemstvos and the War Industry Committee did invaluable service. Their 
importance and influence became daily greater, and so roused the ala rm of 
the Government, which did all in its power to hinder their work. E uring 
his term of office Stiirmer introduced a number of regulations pacing 
obstacles in the way, and on his retirement Protopopof continued the same 
pohey, and in December 1916 forbade the general congress of these 1 nions 
in Moscow, on the ground of their infringing on work which shoi Id be 
done by the Government. Another measure directed against these org inisa- 
tions was a law passed under article 8 of the Constitution giving the ooUce 
the right of being present at all private meetings of any organisation. 

Increased irritation began to be fell against the poHce among all classes. 
By means of the same article Protopopof strengthened the poHce all o'ver the 
Empire, providing them with arms and macliine-guns intended for the 
army. At the beginning of February he handed over the entire administra¬ 
tion of internal affairs to his two assistants, and devoted his whole energies 
to the departments of the police and the press censorsliip. 

This censorship, always rigorous, had now become intolerable. Though 
not permitted by law, Duma speeches were continually censored, and in 
January the press was warned not to refer to the Government except in 
‘favourable terms. In short, the people as a whole felt that the Government 
were making the best use they could of the war, while it lasted, to strengthen 
their own hands at the expense of civil hberty. 

4. In the army disaffection was no less keen. Its use as a fighting machine 
was daily handicapped by the inefficiency of the War Administration. No 
national effort was encouraged to provide them with shells, guns, and equip¬ 
ment, as was the case in France and England, while it was known that much 
of what was sent by her allies to Russia never reached the front, either 
through carelessness or deliberate misappropriation. The removal of the 
Grand Duke Nicholas had a depressing effect on the army, for he was im¬ 
plicitly trusted, and this complete trust was never quite given to the Emperor 
owing to the suspected German sympathies of liis wife. It was believed that 
Petrograd held as many enemies as Berlin, and this belief was enormously 
strengthened by the liberation of Sukhomlinof. Tliis state of affairs was 
accentuated by the huge unnecessary mobilisation of December 1916. 

The country, however, had no idea of revolution, as such a course would 
only increase their disorganisation and play into the hands of the enemy. 
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Moreover, they had no confidence in the success of such a revolution. They 
could not be assured of the army’s support, and were faced by the enormous 
reinforcements of the poHce at home. The Government’s beUef in the 
supineness of the people was strengthened by the calm way in which the 
postponement of the Duma was apparently received in January 1917. From 
this moment it is evident that the Government resorted to provocation, for 
they believed they could successfully deal with any disturbances, and be 
immensely strengthened by the people’s failure. 

On the 9th February the Labour Group of the War Industry Committee 
were arrested on a charge of conspiracy against the Throne, and imprisoned 
without trial. Social democratic agitators appeared in the factories urging 
the people to strike and express their dissatisfaction. In expectation of dis¬ 
turbances at the opening of the Duma on the 27th February machine-guns 
were concealed in commanding positions to sweep the streets, and although 
the Duma was successful in its efforts to ensure quiet, these guns were not 
removed. Provocations to revolt still continued, and when M. Miliukof in 
a letter to the press exposed the dangers of disturbances, this letter was at first 
forbidden to be pubHshed. A similar proclamation from the Labour Group, 
urging no cessation of work, met the same fate. 

5. As an act both of provocation and as a precaution for their own safe¬ 
guarding, the Government removed Petrograd from the northern army area 
and constituted it a military district by itself. The people resented this 
menace, and when the new Governor, General Khabalof, issued his first 
proclamation warning them, for their own good, of the penalties of disorder, 
it was beheved that this was intended merely as an additional provocation. 

6. By this time the food and fuel crisis had become acute. All through an ^ 
exceptionally severe winter the people had to wait in queues daily for several 
hours to obtain a ration of bread which was quite insufficient. By the be¬ 
ginning of March even this supply began to fail, and the people were faced 
with starvation. The supply of fuel was equally insufficient. The people 
bore with this state of affairs as long as they could. In the bread queues they 
continually urged each other to endure these hardships for the sake of the 
war, imtil at last they could bear it no longer, and began to march the streets 
demanding the wherewithal to Hve. 

II. Prelude (Thursday, March 8 — Sunday, March 11). 

Thursday, March 8 . Upon the afternoon of Thursday, 8th March, 1917, 
the crowds passing up and down the Nevski Prospect were startled for 
a moment by a small company of Cossacks who galloped down the street at 
full speed in the direction of the Admiralty Quay. Their passage caused a 
moment’s gossip, people speculated as to whether there was trouble with the 
workmen on the other side of the river, and someone said that the bread 
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crisis was serious, and someone else said that the present Government was 
abominable, and the litde interruption was forgotten. At that momeiit there 
was very Httle news of importance; there had been no word from the Eastern 
front for a considerable time, and the recent successes on the Western front 
had been of too partial a kind for the average Russian to reaHse theii signi¬ 
ficance. There was at that moment httle or no talk about the Russian 
revolution; there had been some expectation that the opening of the Duma 
on the 27th February would have been a signal for trouble, but that d te had 
passed quietly. The Duma itself at this moment was occupied with a dull 
and slow debate in which the Minist ‘r of Agriculture, Rittich, was • labor- 
ately defending his measures with rey;ard to the food supphes. 

One of the topics for discussion an; ongst the Petrograd “intelligent ia” on 
that Thursday afternoon was the rcct :it premise at the Alexander The itre of 
a gorgeous revival of Lermontof’s AJ uquerade, a performance that ha I been 
ten years in the preparing and was o" a richness and extravagance tha : went 
oddly in company with a distressed and impoverished Russia. The v eather 
was fine, the sight of rows of peasant women patiently waiting outs: de the 
bread shops was by now a commonplace, and it was argued that, as the 
people had shown such exemplary patience under exasperating conditions 
for so long, they would probably continue to show it a little longer. 

Nevertheless, that little gallop of Cossacks marked the opening of the 
Russian revolution. Upon that Thursday afternoon and evening certain 
bread shops in the poorer parts of the town were looted, and a little procession 
of students and women passed up the Nevski very quietly, observing every 
rule of decency and order, but nevertheless a sign and a portent. 

Fridayy March p. On the following morning it was very obvious that 
a spirit of unrest was abroad. A number of daily papers, the Bourse Gazette, 
Russkaya Volya, and Den, did not appear on this day, and the Retch had an 
article, in the course of which it said: 

If the object is not to be overtaken by events, but to foresee and direct them, 
straightforward determination and openness arc needed; the country must be organised 
and the population must be made to feel that everything vdll be done to reHeve the 
critical position wliich has arisen. If only the population can be given this assurance 
we shall see a different picture at once. But without tliis all efforts will fail to cope 
with the feeling of uncertainty wliich at such a time grows like a snowball. 

The general debate on the food question in the Duma was, meanwhile, 
curtailed in order to ask the Government as to what means had been taken 
to secure a supply of food for Petrograd. The answer to this was the an¬ 
nouncement by the Government that the administration of the food supply of 
Petrograd had been transferred to the Petrograd City Department for Public 
Affairs. 
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On Friday morning the Nevski Prospect and some of the other larger 
streets of the town wore quite a holiday air. Crowds walked up and down, 
following, for the most part, some especial group of students or workmen, 
who seemed to have more deliberate purpose in their movements than the 
rest. An observer would at once have been struck with the fact that no one 
showed any anxiety; laughter and jokes were common everywhere, and the 
fresh colours of a brilliant winter’s day added to this sense of gaiety and 
reassurance. At the same time the Cossacks now definitively patrolled the 
streets. When, however, they were given orders to clear some crowd it was 
noticeable that they advanced slowly and carefully; the crowd, on its side, 
always made way for them and cheered them as they passed. Groups of 
Cossacks could be seen with workmen, women, and students standing close 
to their horses’ heads laughing and chatting. Cossacks could be heard on 
every side assuring the people that even though they were given orders by 
the officers they would not shoot. 

This attitude of the soldiers on the morning and afternoon of Friday marks 
quite clearly a stage in the revolution. No revolt could hope for any success 
were the army not on its side; on the other hand, with the support of the 
army, everything was possible. From the moment that the soldiers appeared 
to be on the side of the people the Government had every reason for serious 
alarm. 

Great hostility was, meanwhile, shown to the poHce. On this Friday 
morning stones and broken bottles were flung at them near the Kazan 
Cathedral, and a mounted poHce officer fired four times with his revolver. 
Moreover, in certain streets trams were broken and overturned, and there 
were some small collisions between the pohee and the crowd. During the 
afternoon a significant incident occurred: two workmen leaders were arrested 
by the police and concealed in a courtyard on the Kazanskaya. The crowd 
became very hostile, and appeared determined to rush the courtyard and 
secure their comrades’ deliverance. A party of soldiers defending the yard 
already had their rifles to their shoulders, pointed at the people’s feet, and the 
officer had raised his hand apparently to give the signal to fire, when a strong 
band of Cossacks rode up, (Aspersing the crowd, turned into the courtyard 
and bringing out the arrested leaders delivered them to the crowd. 

It cannot, however, be said that anyone realised, as yet, that a revolution 
was in being. That spirit of curiosity, remaining, as it did, from the begin¬ 
ning of the revolution to the end, so that even on Monday and Tuesday 
women and children could be seen in the thick of the street-fighting, gazing 
with wide-open eyes as though they were watching some melodrama in 
one of their cinematographs, was the dominant note on this Friday afternoon. 

Everyone was waiting to see what would happen, and, except in the cases 
of contact with the police, everyone showed good humour and friendliness. 
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There was as yet very little mention of politics. Late on Friday afternoon, 
in the middle of the Nevski, a workman standing on an overturned tub 
addressed the crowd: “We must get rid of the Stiirmers, Golitzins, andTroto- 
popofs who govern us,” he said. “The people need bread; they cannot work 
without bread.”. When someone in the crowd cried, “Down with the war!” 
he answered, “Remember that the blood of our brothers and sons m ist not 
be spilt for nothing. The first thing is to get rid of this Govemma ,t; and 
peace, when it is concluded, must be an honourable peace.” He urj^ ed the 
people not to cause any riots or do anything that would bring the n into 
contact with the poHce: 

“Not a window must be broken, not a stone thrown, for provocators appe. >r in the 
workshops and urge the people to riot. These arc Government agents; the < Jovem- 
ment wants an excuse to crush the people. Do not play into their hands by rioting, 
but keep cool; the one great thing is to force the Government to go.'* 

He then urged the crowd to disperse to their homes “with songs ” His 
speech, which lasted from fifteen to twenty minutes, was received wit h great 
applause, and, while he was speaking, a large body of Cossacks, a hundred or 
more strong, rode up to the outskirts of the crowd and Hstened, but made no 
attempt to interrupt the orator. This speech, although it was more pohtical 
than a great deal that people were at that moment saying, was very typical 
of the tolerance and good poHcy that was everywhere abroad on Friday 
afternoon. 

Saturday, March lo. On Saturday morning the town awoke to a new 
condition of things. It was patent to everyone that there had been meetings, 
processions, and speeches during the whole of Friday, and that these, instead 
of being checked, had been encouraged by the soldiers. The reactionaries 
must have reaHsed on this Saturday morning that affairs looked very serious, 
and, indeed, on walking down the streets one could discern a new element in 
the atmosphere. Still there was curiosity, still there was a passive and even 
friendly attitude to the forces of law and order; but men said to one another 
that it would be a crime to allow the present opportunity for a determined 
and organised protest to pass. Everyone looked at his neighbour to see how 
far he was inclined to go. 

The first sign of organisation appeared to come from the workmen, 
Saturday was their pay-day, and every man, after he had received his pay, 
went off to join his fellows and discuss the situation. The result of these dis¬ 
cussions was an almost universal strike, and by Saturday afternoon it was 
noticeable that the mob, which now surged up and down the Nevski, con¬ 
tained a very prominent element of serious, resolute workmen, an element 
very different from the women and students who had made the greater part 
of Ac crowd on Thursday and Friday. 
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Still the attitude of the people was peaceful, although cheerfulness and 
laughter had disappeared. The crowds in the Nevski were now of enormous 
proportions, and a strange character was given to the scene by the enforced 
cessation of the tramways and sleighs. Some people tried to drive through 
in motor-cars, but these were generally stopped by the crowd; during the 
whole of that afternoon, however, no very definite event occurred. In the 
evening there was a little shooting, but the people refused to believe that it 
was soldiers who had fired the shots, considering that it was rather policemen 
who had disguised themselves in soldiers’ uniforms. 

In the evening the theatres were open, the cinematographs were crowded, 
the city scene, save for the absence of the trams, seemed to be wearing its 
accustomed colour. But everywhere groups were discussing the situation, 
workmen were holding meetings, and in the Duma there were acute expecta¬ 
tion and apprehension. 

‘‘Tomorrow may be the greatest day in our history,” a Russian said to an 
English friend. He spoke more truly than he knew. 

III. Incitement to Revolution. 

Sunday, March ii. It was immediately obvious early on Sunday morning 
that the Government had resolved on the very sternest measures. From one 
end of the city to the other notices, signed by Khabalof, the military governor 
of the town, stated that workmen who did not return on Monday morning 
back to work, would be immediately sent to the front, warning people also 
not to collect in crowds in the street, as the police and military would be 
authorised to disperse such crowds with all the force at their disposal. 

It was evident, too, that the patrols had everywhere been very heavily 
strengthened, and that detachments of regiments had been called out to 
assist in enforcing order. The crowds were everywhere immense, although, 
the police had warned everyone not to go out, as there might be shooting. 
The day was bright and fine, and as yet no one seemed to have any appre¬ 
hension of danger; women could be seen everywhere with httle children^ 
running to any place where an especial crowd seemed to have collected, 
standing fearlessly near the horses and rifles of the Cossacks and mounted 
police. It was obvious enough that the warnings and orders of the authorities 
had no effect at all, and it was at this moment on the morning of Sunday, the 
nth March, that the Government decided on immediate and, as they hoped, 
decisive action; but it cannot be too strongly emphasised that up to this 
moment the people had given no cause for complaint; they had, indeed, 
assembled in crowds, but their meetings and processions had been orderly, 
dignified, and restrained. 

They had simply requested that some assurances might be given them that 
practical and immediate steps would be taken to deal with the terrible short- 
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age of food, a shortage which, as every man, woman, and child in Petrograd 
knew, it was in the power of the Government to remedy. j 

During the course of the day a company of the Pavlovsk Repment 
mutinied owing to its Instructional Detachment having fired on the nrowd. 
The company, which was the first to mutiny openly, was disarmed by the 
Preobrazhenski Regiment. Firing a^so took place at about 4.20 p.n i. near 
the Hotel Europe and the Anichko* Palace. There was, so far as j aay at 
present be gathered, no case of whol visale massacre of the crowd, the deaths 
at the end of the day amounting to no more than some 200; never heless, 
these attacks were sufficient to give tl le revolution a definite basis of j atriot- 
ism and even legality. 

The attitude of the crowd was, even on Sunday morning, still )ne of 
tolerance to everything save the police. By the early evening the *Tevski 
Prospect had been absolutely cleared ;aid placed under an official and v. ihtary 
guard. That guard, nevertheless, w is too late. The movement ha I now 
definitely received a poHtical motive “We have stood everything fre m this 
Government. Now they shoot us down when we have done no harm. We 
will not cease now until that Government is removed.’’ 

At the same time numbers of Russians on that Sunday evening thought 
sadly that the revolution was already ended in the way that all Russian 
revolutions seemed doomed to end. “You see,” said a Russian, looking at 
the bright shining expanse of the Nevski, guarded by patrols and empty of 
all civihans, “we’ve failed again. They’re too strong for us.” 

Meanwhile, in the Duma great events had occurred, and in the afternoon 
Rodzianko, their President, sent the following telegram to the Czar: 

Situation serious. Anarchy reigns in the capital. Government is paralysed. Trans¬ 
port, food and fuel supplies are utterly disorganised. General discontent is growing. 
Disorderly firing is going on in the streets. Various companies of the soldiers are 
shooting at each other. It is absolutely necessary to invest someone who enjoys the 
confidence of the people with powers to form a new Government. No time must be 
lost. Any delay may be fatal. I pray God that at this hour the responsibility may not 
fall on the bearer of the crovm. rodzianko. 

Rodzianko at the same time informed the commanders-in-chief of the 
various fronts of the first telegram, and added a request for their support in 
his action. Meanwhile the Government had been at a loss all day as to their 
best course. They finally, in the evening, decided to prorogue the Duma, 
Prince Golitzin, the Premier, having a blank form of prorogation which he 
was to use when occasion demanded. On hearing this, certain members of 
the Duma refused to be prorogued, continued to sit in a room by themselves, 
and elected a provisional committee of their own. 

By Sunday evening, therefore, the revolution was constitutionally in 
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being. No one knew as yet what form it would take, but no one doubted 
that a movement had begun that must be carried through to its final solution. 

IV. The Decisive Day (Monday, March 12) 

Monday, March 12, Throughout the night of Sunday there was violent 
agitation amongst the workmen and especially in the barracks. The soldiers 
saw quite clearly that their uncertain position of the preceding days could not 
possibly continue, and there were fierce disputes all ending in the same way. 
They were not to be compelled to shoot against their own fathers, mothers, 
and sisters; if tomorrow such orders were given to them they would know 
what to do. 

The inevitable result followed. Early on Monday morning soldiers of the 
Preobrazhenski Regiment, the finest of the Guard regiments, and always the 
pride of Russian monarchy, being ordered to fire, turned and shot their 
officers. At once companies of the Volynski Regiment were sent down to 
coerce the Preobrazhenski, and they in their turn joined the mutiny. For 
the time there was chaos. Soldiers did not know where to go or what to do, 
and their officers knew that they themselves were powerless. At first the 
mutinous troops walked about aimlessly, not looting, but shouting, cheering, 
and arguing. Finally, in the middle of Monday morning, guided by work¬ 
men and revolutionaries, they stormed the arsenal. According to the account 
of eye-witnesses this was an affair very swiftly decided. Very little opposition 
was presented; a certain number of officers were killed and the military depot 
of the arsenal, loaded with rifles and guns and ammunition, was in the hands 
of the people. 

Events then moved with breathless rapidity. All regiments sent to quell 
the mutiny joined it, and now, by midday on Monday, the people could 
claim to have on their side the Volynski, Preobrazhenski, Litovsky, Kex- 
holmsky and Sapper regiments, in all about 25,000 troops. 

During this Monday morning, it must, however, be remembered that, in 
the central part of the town, hfe seemed to be again almost normal. It is true 
that the trams were not running, many shops were still closed, and people 
crowded the Nevski Prospect, but men were busy over their normal affairs, 
children were with their nurses, and in the rinks on the Fontanka skaters 
appeared to have forgotten the very word revolution. The experiences of an 
Enghshman whose house was at the comer of the Fontanka Canal and the 
Nevski Prospect may be given here, as they were typical of many Petrograd 
citizens on that day. 

During the morning he had conducted some business on the farther side 
of the town. Returning to luncheon at his house on the Fontanka he heard 
rifle-shots at no great distance. He had been present at none of the scenes on 
the preceding day, and he was inclined to consider the whole affair as an 
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abortive workmen’s riot that had been easily quelled. Sitting in his office at 
about 4 in the afternoon he was surprised to hear a tremendous n^ise in 
the street next to his own—shouts, firing, cries, cheers, and the quick rattle of 
the machine-gun. He went to his balcony, and, standing there, was < taught 
straight from his own world of reality into a world of incredible, : Imost 
ludicrous melodrama. Across the bndge and round the corner, dovi i into 
his own street there tumbled an amazing medley of soldiers, civihans, w ^men, 
and students. The soldiers were, some of them, packed into motor -1 Drries, 
their rifles pointing outward, a red pi^xe of cloth tied to a bayonet an i held 
high; students brandished naked swe rds, peasant women sang, and 1 «hind 
the lorries was a motley tumult of soldiers all shouting at once: “This vay!” 
“No, that way!” “Down S. Street!’ “To the Arsenal!” “To the D ima!” 

It seemed impossible to the spectator that this could be a serious i ivolu- 
tionary army, or, if it were revolutionary, that it could attain any erious 
results. He stood there laugliing. Th .'y looked up from below and si outed 
something to him that he did not understand. A moment later a bullet 
crashing through the windows behind him forced him to realise that h( was a 
sharer in this melodrama, not merely a spectator of it. Reahsing the;i how 
serious it might be, he determined to go to the Astoria Hotel, where he had 
some friends for whose safety he was anxious. He stepped out of his house 
and was swept at once into a shouting, cheering mob. At every corner 
were scenes that, by their lurid colour and fantastic juxtaposition with the 
ordinary commonplaces of life, defeated liis will to beheve. At one corner 
a huge Cossack, standing in his stirrups, a red handkerchief in his cap, 
brandished his sword, shouting to the crowd: “Come, follow us. We must 
do as France did. Do not let the soldiers do all the work, citizens. Health to 
the glorious Revolution!” At another comer a group of soldiers had lighted 
a fire and were picketed, resting with their rifles piled in front of them. He 
saw no violence, no looting, no drunkenness. Turning a comer of a well- 
known street, he came suddenly upon a man stretched on his face against the 
snow, two women screaming, crouched against the wall; he heard a machine- 
gun crackling on the other side of the canal. Even as he hesitated a man in 
civihan clothes ran past him, then suddenly, without a cry, tumbled on to his 
face and lay still. The dusk had come on and every dark comer seemed to 
hide a gun. He suddenly ran for his life; he had no more doubts about the 
reality of the revolution. 

It was as suddenly as this that the sharp reahties of the new events came to 
many men and women on that Monday, but the actual revolutionaries had, 
during these hours, accomplished great things. 

About 11 o’clock on Monday morning the Courts of Law were set on fixe, 
and a barricade was put up outside them in the afternoon. Other detach¬ 
ments of soldiers, workmen, and students moved off to the various prisons 
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First, the Preventive prison was opened, and here a number of political, 
as well as a crowd of criminal, prisoners were set free. Secondly, the “Kresti’^ 
prison on the Viborg side of the town was opened and set on fire; here both 
pohtical and criminal prisoners were freed. Thirdly, the Deportation prison 
was opened. 

Afterwards, in the afternoon, the garrison of the fortress of SS. Peter and 
Paul mutinied, after very slight opposition by one of the few regiments who 
had hitherto remained loyal but now went over to the revolutionaries. 
There were also some burnings of local police stations, where many police 
records were destroyed. 

Finally, and most important of all on this eventful day, the building of the 
political (secret) police, the chief seat of reaction, a nest of agents provocateurs^ 
spies, and German emissaries, was raided, and the papers which it contained 
were taken out and burned in the street. The raiding of this place was of the 
first importance from many points of view. It had long stood in the public 
eye as the spider’s web into which every honest patriot and upright politician 
was drawn. It had come to be regarded with an almost fanatical hatred, and 
the sight of the poUce papers burning was a signal to the whole of Russia, 
and even to the world beyond Russia, that the Russian people were again a 
free people, and that whatever mistakes they might make in the future, they 
were at least acting for themselves, their own rights, and their own Uberties. 
What the taking of the Bastille was to France, the burning of the secret police 
dossiers was to Russia. 

Unfortunately, a number of exceedingly interesting documents were lost 
in this fire, but enough were saved from destruction to prove amply and 
beyond any question the criminal indiscretions, dishonesties, and treasons of 
certain members of the late Government. 

Meanwhile, in the Duma events had been moving very swiftly. The 
deputies who had remained the night before, instead of following the order 
of prorogation, now, in view of the supine inactivity of the Government, 
considered what steps should be taken. Rodzianko sent another telegram to 
the Czar, no answer to his fipt one having been as yet received. 

His second telegram read as follows: 

Matters becoming worse. Must take immediate steps, or tomorrow may be too 
late. The last hour has come in which to decide the fate of the country and dynasty. 

Although no answer had been received directly from the Czar, the Duma 
learnt about midday that the Emperor had sent a telegram to General 
Belaief saying that he himself was coming up from the Stafka; that he had 
appointed Ivanof as commander of the army, and that his orders must be 
implicidy obeyed; and that he was coming very shortly to Petrograd with a 
large reserve of troops to quell the rioting. He added that had there been 
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only civilian rioting it might have been possible to take other measure, but 
that the soldiers had broken their faithful oath to their Emperor, and n^ust be 
dealt with by severer discipline. 

This was the first sign that the Czar had given since the beginning of the 
revolution, and k was not calculated to reassure the offenders. 

Meanwhile, early on Monday morning MM. Guchkof and Rods ianko 
consulted, and the executive committee began to sit. On the whole, i: may 
be said that during the early part of Monday many of the members )f the 
Duma were completely at a loss, an i wandered about discussing e? citing 
events, as completely taken by surprb e as was the majority of the citi2 :ns of 
Petrograd. 

There arrived before the Duma a ' elegation of the insurgent trooj s, en¬ 
quiring as to the position taken by the representatives of the peopi . M. 
Rodzianko informed the delegation c the unanimous decision of the 1 jaders 
of the Council. He said: 

“The present critical moment is marked by the passing of the old authority; nd the 
coming of the new. In accompHshing this, the Duma is taking an active pai t, but, 
before everything, it is necessary to have order and quiet.** 

Simultaneously, the President of the Duma delivered to the delegates the 
text of the telegram sent to the Emperor at the Stafka, to the Chief of Staff, 
Alexeief, and to the three commanders on the front. 

About 1.30 the first small detachment of troops arrived at the gates of the 
Duma, accompanied by working men. The deputies Kerensky (Labour) 
and Cheeidze (SociaHst) went to meet them, and were applauded by the 
people. They made speeches, welcomed the troops, and asked them to 
maintain order, prevent excesses, and stand firm for the cause of freedom. 

Kerensky, who was from this moment to stand forth as the strongest, 
ablest, and most far-seeing of them all in tliis crisis, asked the soldiers to stand 
guard over the Duma. The men accordingly took up their positions, and the 
regular Duma guard was removed by order of Rodzianko to avoid trouble. 

At 2.30 a conference was held with closed doors, and it was decided that 
an Executive Committee should be formed, with full powers to maintain 
order and to arrange discipUnary measures during the crisis. Twelve men 
were elected members of this Committee, their names being M. V. Rodzi¬ 
anko, Nekrassof, Konovalof, Dmetrikof, Kerensky, Cheeidze, Shulgin, 
Schedlovski, MiHukof, Karaulof, Lvof, and Rjevski. 

From this time, all through the afternoon, troops arrived at the Duma. 
The first company of the Preobrazhenski Regiment were brought there by a 
civiHan Jew, presumably a revolutionary. The Duma gradually became 
crowded with soldiers, workmen, Jews, students, and girls. The soldiers also 
began to bring in police, reactionary officials, and many small bureaucrats. 
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Then in the evening came an arrest of great importance, namely, M. Scheg- 
lovitof, the President of the Council of Empire, formerly Minister of Justice, 
one of the best-hated men in the whole of Russia. 

Finally, at 11.15 on that evening, a shabby-looking man, in a soiled fur 
coat, spoke to a student outside the Duma: 

“Are you a student?” 

“I am,” was the answer. 

“I would ask you to take me to the Committee of the Duma. I am the late Minister 
of the Interior, Protopopof. I desire the welfare of our country, and so I surrender 
myself voluntarily.” 

So ended the eventful Monday, the 12th March. During the day the 
question before all men had changed. It was no longer, as it had been yester¬ 
day, “Is this a revolution? Will the soldiers be with it enough to make a 
revolution?” 

That question was answered. It was a revolution, and the army within 
the gates of Petrograd had made it one. But what of the army outside the 
gates? What of the rest of Russia? What forces were coming from the 
Czar? Upon that Monday evening it seemed to every man possible that the 
next day would show the world the bloodiest civil war in history. 

V. The Duma 

Tuesday^ March 13, Contrary to expectations, however, it was the Duma 
that, during the whole of the next day, Tuesday, the 13 th March, was the 
centre of events. None of the attacks, so greatly feared, from outside took 
place, for the very simple reason that there was no one to attack. 

The troops that did arrive from neighbouring districts—from Oranien- 
baum, Strelna, and other places—went instantly over to the revolutionaries. 

These troops put up at once the red flag and marched to the Duma. 

In the Duma, meanwhile, the clearer it became that there was little opposi¬ 
tion to be feared from outside, the sharper grew the division between the , 
Duma Executive Committee and the Workmen’s Social Democratic body. 
The former of these two bodies was determined on a Constitutional Govern¬ 
ment of some kind—the latter on a republic. The Democrats themselves 
were divided into the Moderates and the Extremists, but their own divisions 
did not at present appear very sharp. The Duma Committee had the weight 
and reputation of die Duma behind it, while the Social Democrats had on 
their side the revolutionary feeling of the masses and the power of democratic 
appeal to the soldiers. 

It became more and more obvious that this struggle for a form of govern¬ 
ment was to become the ultimate struggle of the revolution—a struggle that 
would not be decided, perhaps, until many more years of Russian history 
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hid passed. But the majority of men already felt that, with the Germ^s on 
their frontiers and a RoyaHst party beyond the gates, this was no timdfor a 
yet further civil division—a division Aat might produce at any montent a 
Russian Commune—and that a compromise must be arrived at. ; Two 
SociaUsts, Cheeicfee and Kerensky, formed the link between the two bodies. 
The Duma Committee called on its side Prince Lvof, the leader of the Z emst¬ 
vos, a man universally respected, admired, and trusted throughout B ussia. 
His name had been much in the people’s mouths during these last day ^ and 
he now came up from Moscow to hi Ip the Duma. Gutchkof, Strub*, and 
Prince Lvof now took the lead in the Duma Executive; M. Rodzianl d still 
acted as rallying point for the outside world, but within the Duma lo had 
fallen into a secondary place. 

The Labour group at once put forward very democratic demands The 
Duma group hoped to be able to establish a moderate system of Coi stitu- 
tional Government, but the power of J^abour grew from hour to hour. Their 
position was continually strengthened by the arrival of new troops c< ining 
from the country, marching to the Duma and swearing allegiance. The 
Duma was the natural rallying point of these troops, but having got there, 
accompanied by cheering working men, they naturally very soon came under 
the control of the Social Democrats. 

It is quite impossible to give any idea of the scene that the Duma presented 
on this Tuesday morning and afternoon. It was a complete babel of agitations, 
ambitions, disputes and alliances. In the first place, the floor was covered with 
Socialist agitators, by whom meetings for soldiers were held all day long. At 
. first Rodzianko and other members of the Duma tried to counteract these 
efforts by their own speeches, but their voices gave out, whilst the Socialists’ 
grew ever greater and greater in volume. Everyone made speeches— 
soldiers and workmen, Jews, speculators, merchants,^and lawyers. 

All this time regiments were pouring in and out, all cheering and shouting 
and waving red flags. The Duma courts themselves were now crowded with 
* motors, armoured cars, machine-guns, provisions, papers, flour, bread, 
buffets for feeding the soldiers, and so on. Every kind of committee sprang 
up—committees for provisions, committees for passports, committees for 
journalists, committees for students, committees for women helpers. Every¬ 
where soldiers could be seen electing deputies, and prisoners were being 
brought in, bells were ringing, men were singing songs. 

A remarkable scene, that lasted practically from this Tuesday until Satur¬ 
day, and out of which it seemed impossible that any real order could be 
restored. 

Many officers appeared during the day in the Duma and offered their 
services. Colonel Englehart was made President of the Duma Military 
Committee, and he at once took the mihtary movement in hand. Some 
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important arrests were made during the day, especially those of MM. 
Stiirmer, Kurlof, and the MetropoUtan, Pitirim; late on Tuesday evening so 
many members of the old Government had been arrested that it may 
practically be said to have ceased to exist. 

Outside the Duma during that day only two events of great importance 
occurred. One of these was the taking of the Admiralty. This building, in 
which the various departments of the Naval Ministry have premises, played 
the part of the last rallying point of the old regime. As soon as the revolu¬ 
tionary movement had broken out. General Khabalof, commanding the 
troops of the district, ordered a detachment of troops of all arms to take up 
their quarters in the building. In the court of the Admiralty were disposed 
fourteen guns and twelve machine-guns. Here also appeared detachments of 
Cossacks, mounted poHce, and others. 

For the rest of that day the siege of the Admiralty was conducted by the 
revolutionary troops, the Government army keeping up an incessant rifle 
and machine-gun fixe. The struggle was continued by night. On the morn¬ 
ing of the 13 th, however, the Naval Minister, General Admiral Grigoro- 
vitch, received a letter stating that if, in twenty minutes, the Admiralty was 
not surrendered it would be destroyed by heavy artillery fire from the Peter 
and Paul fortress, which had been occupied by the Kexholm Regiment a 
short time before. The Naval Minister informed Khabalof of this, and once 
more requested time to withdraw his forces from the Admiralty, as the 
destruction of the building would cause an irreparable loss to the active 
fleet. Khabalof agreed to this, and gave the order to cease fire. The troops 
under his command surrendered. General Khabalof was arrested with his 
staff, and on the gates and doors of the Admiralty appeared the notice: 
“Under the protection of the State Duma.” 

The other event that occurred in the town on the morning of the Tuesday 
was the attack on the Astoria Hotel. This hotel had been for a very consider¬ 
able period allotted to officers for whom special terms were made. Officers 
of every kind stayed there, amongst them members of the AlUed forces. 

As a Russian remarked on Monday at dinner time: “I wonder they don’t 
go for this place. A cabby goes to the public-house, and has to pay two roubles 
for an execrable meal. We have an admirable dinner for two roubles fifty, 
with wine if we want it.” When the soldiers did attack the Astoria, however, 
it was for better reasons than a desire for pillage. At 8.45 on Tuesday morn¬ 
ing a company of soldiers passed the hotel, the red flag flying, and a band 
playing. Shots were suddenly heard, quite unmistakably from the roof of 
the Astoria. The soldiers at once smashed the long vdndows that ran from 
ceiling to floor, and the hotel was at their mercy. A scene of great confusion 
followed. One lady was struck by a bullet in the neck; a general who had 
been caught shooting at the soliers was killed. Enghsh officers coming 
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downstairs protested. “I beg your pardon,” said a soldier, politely, “bit this 
is our affair.” Too much stress cannot be laid here on the perfect politeness 
with which all Alhed ofBcers were treated. The English officers in especial 
were allowed to do what they pleased, and when the women and the seiwants 
in the hotel saw this, they put themselves under English protection. 

There was practically no looting, and the greatest consideration was s 10wn 
to everyone by soldiers, to whom the richness and extravagances ■ the 
Astoria must have been most inhumaily tempting. A lady, when a s )ldier 
went into her room, came to him wrh. her hands full of money. “V^hat’s 
this for?” he asked. “We’re on quite i different job here.” 

No Englishman who was an obserw^r of the incidents at the Astoria iotel 
on that Tuesday will forget the impr ession that the Russian soldiers aiade 
upon him. “To men who can beha /e on such a day in such a fasl ion,” 
someone said, “the conquest of the \\ )rld is possible.” 

The fighting in the town during 1 uesday resolved itself into excl anges 
between the poHce and the soldiers, it now appears that machine-gu is in¬ 
tended for the Russian army and appropriated by Protopopof for the ise of 
the pohce had been placed on the roofs of the houses in Petrograd some weeks 
before. It is also stated that he offered the pohce 100 roubles a day for every 
day that they maintained their defence. Whether tliis be true or no, macliine- 
guns were now in evidence on the roofs of innumerable houses in Petrograd, 
and during the whole of Tuesday and Wednesday firing continued. 

On the whole, however, it may be truthfully said that, so far as Petrograd 
was concerned, by the Tuesday evening the revolution was over. The old 
Government had ceased to exist, and the whole army, so far as Petrograd and 
its environs went, had gone over. 

Nevertheless, on Tuesday evening grave anxiety was felt as to the future. 
The Czar was expected on Wednesday morning. The struggle between the 
Social Democrats and the Duma was growing with every moment sharper. 
Royalist troops were expected from Finland. So successful, in fact, had 
everything been, so far beyond men’s wildest hopes, that no one could be¬ 
lieve that a sharp reverse was not in store. It was all too good to be true. 

VI. The End of the Revolution 
{Wednesday, March 14 to Friday, March 16) 

Wednesday, March 14. The interest of the revolution had become now 
entirely political. Whatever troops had been supposed to be coming with 
Generd Ivanof would, it was now obvious, have a very serious organised 
opposition to face. News came that seemed to show tliat Moscow was 
turning over to the revolution without any signs of a struggle. 

The whole drama was now centred in the fight between the Social 
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Democrats and the Executive Committee. Some idea may be formed of the 
aims and hopes of the Social Democrats by these extracts from the various 
proclamations that they issued at different times during the past three days: 

To the People! 

The time, long awaited, has at last arrived when the great cause of freedom is 
near to realisation. We have paid dearly for it. Many of our comrades have been 
killed and wounded, many have laid down their lives in the cause of the people—^may 
their memories be held sacred! 

All of us who are left aHve should know and remember that the enemy is not yet 
put to flight, that there in the Winter Palace, that ancient nest of Czarism, evil 
enemies of the people have assembled around him a handful of soldiers who do not 
understand what they are doing, nor whom they oppose when they fire on the 
people... 

Better to die for freedom than to remain in shameful slavery to the house of the 
Romanofr. 

Long live great revolutionary Russia! 

The following is a fine proclamation: 

To the Soldiers! 

Soldiers, the people of Russia thank you for your revolt in the cause of freedom. 

Eternal memory to those who have fallen! 

Soldiers, some of you still hesitate to join the revolt of your and our comrades. 

Soldiers, remember your weary fives m the villages, in the factories, in the work¬ 
shops, where the Government suffocated and oppressed you. Join the people, and the 
people will give you and your families a new and free fife and happiness. 

Soldiers, if you are driven from your barracks, go to the Duma; there you will find 
comrades whose joys and sorrows you will share. 

Soldiers, do not shoot at random in the streets. On the roofs of the houses and in 
'private flats the remainder of the police force is hidden, the “Black Hundred,” and 
other vagabonds. Try and get them out by sharpshooting or correct attack. 

Soldiers, keep order everywhere. Form companies and take charge of all military 
matters which concern the defeat of the enemy. 

Soldiers, do not let hooligans molest peaceful citizens. Do not permit shops to be 
looted, nor private flats. That must not be done. 

For all information and orders apply to the Duma, where there will always^ be „ 
found the Military Commission of the town of Petrograd. 

Be firm and unbending in your decision to fight to death for freedom. 

Better that than the enemy should triumph. Victims, your services and your 
honour will never be forgotten by Russia. Long five freedom! 

But here are some sections of a proclamation of a more doubtful dis¬ 
cretion: 

(1) The orders of the War Committee must be obeyed, saving only on those 
occasions when they shall contravene the orders and relations* o? the Council of 
Labour deputies and military delegates. 

(2) In private life, standing to attention and compulsory saluting off duty is 
aboli^ed. 
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(3) In like manner is abolished the address of officers as ‘your Excellency/; ‘your 

Honour/ etc, which shall be replaced by the address ‘Gospodin General' (Mr. General), 
etc. ; 

(4) Uncivil conduct towards soldiers of all military ranks and the addres^g of 
them in private by the word ‘thou* is forbidden. As also in all cases of misunder¬ 
standing Tbetween officers and soldiers, the latter shall report to the company com¬ 
mittee. 

It will be seen from these last extrac ts to what ambitious lengths the Social 
Democrats were now pushing. Throughout Wednesday they did ever thing 
in their power to extend their claims Nevertheless, through the inte ligent 
far-sightedness of such men as Kerensky, some common effort was made 
towards the formation of a Provisional Government, and the news tha *: now 
arrived from outside strengthened that effort. 

It had been expected that the Czar Avould arrive from the Staff at Ts^rskoe 
Selo on this (Wednesday) morning. News, however, now came to har i that 
the Czar’s train had been stopped at a small station, Bologoi; at first it was by 
soldiers, but afterwards it appeared by a workmen’s committee, who bulled 
up the railway Une in front of the royal train. 

Rodzianko, on hearing this, at once sent the Grand Duke Michael a 
manifesto which he begged him that he would persuade the Emperor to 
sign. This manifesto set forth that the Emperor should grant a Constitution, 
leaving the executive the right to form a Ministry. There was in this first 
manifesto no mention of the Czar’s abdication. 

Later in the day, apparently, M. Gutchkof went to see the Czar, and pro¬ 
posed to him that he should abdicate in favour of his son. The Czar rephed, 
*T will not part from my son,” agreeing finally to abdicate on condition that 
his son also was removed from the succession. Gutchkof returned and 
announced this, proposing then with M. Mihukof that the throne should be 
offered to the Grand Duke Michael. 

The whole of Wednesday evening was spent in hvely and often 
acrimonious discussions with regard to this question of the deposition of the 
Czar. 

Thursday, March 13, Thursday morning came to find the town in absolute 
quiet. Only the smaller shops were at present open, and the trams had not 
yet begun to run again. In many ways the town was a revolutionary town. 
The women and children wore red favours in their dress. Red flags waved 
everywhere. Already the artists and musicians were discussing eagerly the 
wonderful new era that was to transform the art world. The whole town 
was divided by this discussion as to the maimer of government, whether it 
should be constitutional or democratic. On the whole, it was apparently the 
generd feeling that the revolution had been achieved almost without blood¬ 
shed (it was thought that the deaths in all amounted to about 4iOOo), and that 
H H 
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anything was better than new trouble. The soldiers themselves understood 
but little of the real aspect of the situation. One soldier was heard saying to 
another: “A republic! Of course we must have a republic, but we must 
have a good Czar to look after it.’* The Democrats clamoured for an imme¬ 
diate general election; the Duma pointed out that a general election would, 
at this moment, give the Germans a certain victory. The final word seemed 
to be: “Let us be content with so far as we have gone for the moment; our 
republic will come.” 

It was particularly to be noticed that there seemed to be very little bitter¬ 
ness about anyone. A Russian must at once sympathise with the “under¬ 
dog,” and there was no question as to who the “under-dog” now was. Even 
about Scheglovitof and Protopopof kind contempt was die attitude of the 
crowd. 

Feeling was, however, quickly stirred on the afternoon of Thursday by 
the speech in the Duma of M. Miliukof. In this speech he announced the 
names of the new Ministers: Prince G. E. Lvof, Premier and Minister of the 
Interior (dramatic justice this, as his predecessor in this office had been his 
chief oppressor); A. F. Kerensky (he was only 32 years of age). Minister of 
Justice; Miliukof himself, Foreign Affairs; Gutchkof, Mihtary and Naval 
Affairs; Shingatef, Minister of Agriculture. He then proceeded: 

“I hear voices ask: ‘Who chose you?* No one chose us, for if we had waited for 
election by the people we could not wrench the power from the hands of the enemy. 
While we quarrel about who shall be elected the foe would have time to reorganise 
and reconquer both you and us. We were elected by the Russian revolution. It so 
happened at the very moment when delay was impossible, a handful of people was 
found whose political past was well known to the people, and against whom not a' 
shadow of those suspicions which brought the old Administration to its fall could be 
entertained; but we cannot forget that we ourselves quite recently defended the 
principle of responsibility of the Government to the electors. 

“We shall not retain power for a single moment when we are told by the elected 
representatives of the people that they wish to see others, more deserving of their 
confidence, in our place. Believe me, gentlemen, the Government will fight in these 
coming days not for the sake of power. To be in power is neither a reward nor a*^ 
pleasure, but a merit and a sacrifice. And as soon as we are told that this sacrifice is 
no longer needed by the people we shall give up our place with gratitude for the 
opportunity which has been accorded us. But we will not relinquish power now 
when it is needed to consoHdate the people's triumph, and when, should the power fall 
from our hands, it would only be seized by the foe.** 

All this was received with immense applause. The debatable part of his 
speech was as follows: 

“The despot who has brought Russia to the brink of ruin will either abdicate of his 
own free 'wiXl or be deposed. The power will pass to a regent; the Grand Duke 
Michael Alexandrovitch Alexis will be the successor to the throne.** 
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There was great disturbance after this, and Miliukof was competed to 
admit that he was speaking here for only part of the Provisional Goveniment. 

It seemed on Thursday afternoon as though the consequences of this ;^eech 
would be exceedingly serious. However, once more M. Kerensky saved the 
situation. News 4 iad come in that the Czar insisted on abdicating, for j is son 
as well as for himself The Empress, who was guarding her sick chile ten at 
Tsarskoe Selo, had given herself up t o the revolutionary troops, sayi ig: ‘T 
am not an Empress now, but simply a sister of mercy over my sick chil Iren.’’ 
It seemed by Thursday evening that the proposal of Mihukof cou d not 
possibly be entertained. Kerensky took advantage of this and, fm< ing a 
council of workmen engaged in a vet y heated discussion, he jumped < n to a 
table in their midst and shouted: 

“Comrades, I have been appointed M blister of Justice. No one is a more ardent 
republican than I; but we must bide our t me. Nothing can come to its full h Ight at 
once. We shall have our republic, but we must win the war; then we can do v (lat we 
wiU.*’ 

His influence turned the tide. The Democrats voted as to their sup}»ort of 
this Provisional Government until the end of the war. The measure was 
carried by the vast majority of 1,000 to 15. 

When on Friday morning it was known that the Czar had abdicated at 
Pskof, and that the Grand Duke Michael had printed a declaration stating 
that he would wait to succeed to the throne until the wish of the people was, 
once and for all, unanimous in his favour, it was clear that the Russian 
revolution was at an end. 

Of the many vast and compheated issues to which such a crisis must give 
rise this is no place to speak. The consequences of the 8th-i6th March will 
underhe the movement of centuries to come. 

One comment only any observer of the affair is compelled to make. The 
reserve, restraint, and disciphne shown by the Russian people during this 
week were far, far greater than their most optimistic supporter could have 
been encouraged to expect. That a people who had for months suffered from 
a severe and unmerited shortage of food, who had seen every civil hberty 
taken out of their hands, and had been forced to surrender every Minister 
who had their welfare at heart, and had then been fired on for the space of 
four days by poHce who numbered at least 28,000, should, when their hour 
of vengeance came, permit no violence, and control in themselves every 
impulse of greed and urJicensed possession, must always remain one of the 
great records of history. 
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Yeats, W. B. The Island of Statues: An Arcadian Fairy-tale in Two Acts. 
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Bound in limp vellum. 1904. 
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beginning. Bound in morocco. 
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Burns, Robert. Poems chiefly in the Scottish dialect. “2nd edition considerably 
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and a note in his hand saying that the annotations throughout are by his 
sister Dorothy. 
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Moore, George. The Passing of the Essenes. Cut galley proofs, signed. 
Shakespeare, William. Fourth FoHo, 1685. Bound in leather of a later date. 
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Caxton. An original leaf from the first edition of The Chronicles of England 
(1480), enclosed with an essay on Caxton by Holbrook Jackson (1933). 
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Kmc James I. Great Seal attached to a pardon of alienation from Sir Thomas 
Cave, Knight, to Sir Hugh Chohneley, Knight. Dated Westminster, 
I April 1606. 

Queen Anne. Great Seal, 1709, in morocco case. 

Napoieon I. Sale catalogues of furniture and effects from Longwoo i, St 
Helena, 1822, with prices and names of purchasers filled in. 

Wellington, Duke of. Coloured caricatures of the Duke of Wellin {ton, 
1825-48. 26" X 19^". Bound in leather. 

Kipling, Rudyard. The Absent-Minded Beggar. 1899. 6 pp. on sill and 
paper. Folio. 



APPENDIX D 


CATALOGUE OF THE . 

HUGH WALPOLE COLLECTION 
IN THE FITZ PARK MUSEUM, KESWICK 

The manuscripts of Rogue Herries, Judith Paris^ The Fortress^ Vanessa, The 
Bright Pavilions, and Katherine Christian, 

A morocco-bound notebook containing notes, scenarios, and lists of 
characters, for the first four Herries novels. 

Letters addressed to Hugh, one each by Max Beerbohm, Arnold Bennett, 
Joseph Conrad, Walter de la Mare, Jacob Epstein, John Galsworthy, 
Henry James, T. E. Lawrence, John Masefield, W. Somerset Maugham, 
Charles Morgan, Osbert Sitwell, Virginia Woolf. 

Bronze head of Hugh by Jacob Epstein. 

Collotype reproduction of drawing of Harold Cheevers and Hugh by 
Stephen Bone.^ 

Drawing of Hugh by Mrs von Glehn. 

Caricature of Hugh by E. X. Kapp. 

Water-colour sketch of the top library at Brackenbum by D. B. Martin, 

Twelve water-colours of Lake District scenes by Sir Charles Holmes. (These 
used to hang in the dining-room at Brackenbum.) ^ 

Water-colour sketch of Brackenbum by W. Heaton Cooper. 

Photograph of Hugh and his dog Ranter. 

^ The original is in the possession of Mr Harold Cheevers. 

* Also in the museum, among other relics of the Lake poets, is the original manu¬ 
script of Soutliey’s Modoc, which Hugh bequeathed to the museum. 
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LIST OF BOOKS BY HUGH WALPOLB 

1909. The Wooden Horse 

1910. MaradicU at Forty 

1911. Mr Perrin and Mr Traill 

1912. The Prelude to Adventure 

1913. Fortitude 

1914. The Duchess of Wrexe 

1915. The Golden Scarecrow 

Containing: A Prologue: Hugh Seymour, Henry Fitzgeorge St ether, 
Ernest Henry, Angelina, Bim Rochester, Nancy Ross, 'Enery, B \rbara 
Flint, Sarah Trefusis, Young John Scarlett, Epilogue: Hugh Se mour 

1916. The Dark Forest 
[1916]. Joseph Conrad 

1918. The Green Mirror 

1919. The Secret City 

1919. Jeremy 

1920. The Captives 

[1921]. The Thirteen Travellers 

Containing: Absalom Jay, Fanny Close, The Hon Clive Torby, Miss 
Morganhurst, Peter Westcott, Lucy Moon, Mrs Porter and Miss Allen, 
Lois Drake, Mr Nix, Lizzie Rand, Nobody, Bombastes Furioso 

1921. A Hugh Walpole Anthology 

1921. The Young Enchanted 

1922. The Cathedral 

1923. Jeremy and Hamlet 

1924. The Old Ladies 

1924. The Crystal Box 

1925. The English Novel (The Rede Lecture) 

1925. Portrait of a Man with Red Hair 

1926. Harmer John 

1926. Reading: an Essay 

1927. Jeremy at Crale 

1928. Anthony Trollope 
1928. Wintersmoon 
1928. The Silver Thorn 

Containing: The Little Donkeys with the Crimson Saddles, The 
Enemy in Ambush, Chinese Horses, A Silly Old Fool, Ecstasy, The 
Tam, No Unkindness Intended, The Etching, Major Wilbraham, The 
Enemy, Old Elizabeth, A Picture, The Dove, The Tiger, Bachelors 
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1928. My Religious Experience 

1929. Farthing Hall (with J, B. Pricsdey) 

1929. Hans Frost 

1930. Rogue Herries 

1931. Above the Dark Circus 
1931* Judith Paris 

1932. Four Fantastic Tales 

Containing: Maradick at Fortyy The Prelude to Adventure, Portrait oj 
a Man with Red Hair, and Above the Dark Circus, with a new 
Preface 

1932. The Fortress 

1932. A Letter to a Modern Novelist 

1932. The Waverley Pageant 

1932. The Apple Trees 

1933. All Souls' Night 

Containing: The Whistle, The Silver Mask, The Staircase, A Carna-- 
tion for an Old Man, Tarnhelm, Mr Oddy, Seashore Macabre, Lilac, 
The Oldest Talland, The Little Ghost, Mrs Lunt, Sentimental but 
True, Portrait in Shadow, The Snow, The Ruby Glass, Spanish Dusk 

1933. Vanessa 

1934. Captain Nicholas 
1934. Extracts from a Diary 
1935* The Inquisitor 

1936. A Prayer for My Son 
1937* John Cornelius 

1937. The Cathedral (A Play in Three Acts) 

1938. Head in Green Bronze 

Containing: Head in Green Bronze, The German, The Exile, The 
Train, The Haircut, Let the Bores Tremble {The Adventure of Mrs 
Farbman, The Garrulous Diplomatist, The Adventure of the Imagina¬ 
tive Child, The Happy Optimist, The Adventure of the Beautiful 
Things, The Man who Lost his Identity, The Dyspeptic Critic), The 
Honey-Box, The Fear of Death, Field with Five Trees, Having No 
Hearts, The Conjurer 

1938. The Joyful Delaneys 

1939. The Sea Tower 

1939. The Herries Chronicle 

Containing: Rogue Herries, Judith Paris, The Fortress, and Vanessa, 
with a new Foreword 

1939. The Haxtons (A Play in Three Acts) 

1940. Roman Fountain 

1940. The Bright Pavilions 
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1941. Open Letter of an Optimist 


1941. The Blind Mans House 

1942. The Killer and the Slain 
1944. Katherine Christian 
1948, Mr Huffam 

Containing: The White Cat The Train to the Sea, The Perfect Zlose, 
Service for the Blind, The Faithful Servant, Miss Thom, Worn n are 
Motherly, The Beard, The LaH Trump, Green Tie, The Church in the 
Snow, Mr Huffam 
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[This is sdective and attempts to 
persons and events as a reader is 1 
references to even the most imp( 

Above the Dark Circus 
conceived, 302; begun, 304; continued, 
306; finished, 307; part rewritten, 319; 
published, 321; various titles of, 321 n. 
Agate, James 

H. lends money to, 274; his “ferocious 
attack’* on H., 330-31; as intermittent 
“enemy,” 331; praises Apple Trees, 338; 
H. softens towards, 347; H. at 60th birth¬ 
day of, 386; H. attacks as book-reviewer, 
394-95; on Old Ladies, 416; not a serious 
enemy, 419; on H.’s death, 420 n. 

All Souls* Night 
published, 339. 

America and Americans 
Conrad on, 179, 195, 203, 236; un¬ 
changed since Martin Chuzzlewit, 192; 
Kipling on, 274; H.’s visits to, 188-93, 
226-32, 274-77, 311, 349-52, 359-69, 
374-75; H. G. Wells on, 364. 

Anderson, Percy 

H. meets, 78; history of, 78-79; Mr 
Perrin dedicated to, 83; H. travels with, 
85, 89; takes H. to see Elgar, 87; intro¬ 
duces H. to Colvin, 87; at Polperro, 98, 

114, 117; H. stays with, 145; and Chu 
Chin Chow, 163; H. visits on deathbed, 
298. 

Annand, James 

H. meets, 163; sees in London, 165, 186; 
H.’s affection for, 167; H. stays with, 
175, 194; with H. in Liverpool, 177; 
goes to Canada, 186; H. in rage with, 
188; at H.’s party, 217; high on list of 
friends, 251; H. visits in Toronto, 275, 

311, 375; their last meeting, 404. 

Anthony Trollope 

MS. in N.Y. Public Library, 229 n.; 
written 281-84; published, 291. 

Apple Trees, The 

full of misspellings, 60; inaccurate on 
Hardy, 79; oegun, 329; finished, 330; 
published, 337; Agate on, 338; V. 
Woolf on, 338; quoted, 39, 66-67, 72. 
Amim, Grafin 
see Elizabeth. 


present only such salient subjects, 
kcly to want to look up. Passing 
rtant characters are not included.] 

Awards 

St. George’s Cross, 139, 143; ' ).B.E., 
165-66; James Tait Black Priz , 203; 
Knighthood, 380-81, 384. 

Ayrton, Michael 

encouraged and helped by H., ^ ii; his 
gratitude, 421; “a bit of a geniu} ” 432; 
H. writes to, 443. 

Barker, H. Granville 

H. sees act, 44; his position in 15 >9, 65; 
on Moscow, no; H. cats with, i( 5, 298. 
Barretts of Wimpole Street, The 
H.’s share in, 213-15; H. sees acted, 319. 
Bayreuth 

H.’s first visit to, 85; Melchior engaged 
for, 231; H. visits with Melchior, 232- 
33; re-opening of Festival, 252; Eliza¬ 
beth on, 252; tension at, 253; Melchior, 
success of, 253 ; H.’s last visit to, 263-64; 
H. meets Hitler at, 263-64. 
Bcaverbrook, Lord 

appointed Minister of Information, 170; 
difficulty of working for, 170; a rumpus 
with, 170-71; apologises and proves 
sympathetic, 171; writes to H., 173-74; 
asks H. to write literary page, 177. 

Bede College 

Somerset Walpole appointed Principal 
of, 22; family life in, 23-26, 29; revisited, 

403- 

Beerbohm, Max 

attends dinner to H., 73; H. buys 
twenty-three cartoons by, 211; H. 
bequeaths them to Tate, 391. 

Bcith, J. II. (Ian Hay) 

attempts to teach H. at Durham, 28-29; 
at Ministry of Information, 170; atO.D. 
dinner, 403-04. 

Belloc, Hilaire 

in Rome, 401; on P. G. Wodchouse, 
403. 

Bennett, Arnold 

his position in 1909, 65; H. meets, 76; 
Henry James on Hilda Lessways and 
Milestones, 88; on Prelude, 89; on Forti- 
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Bennett, Arnold (cant.) 
tude, 115; sends a useful present, I02- 

03; friendship with H. grows, 103; tells 
Doran to publish H., 104; Henry James 
on, 111-12; his article on H., 114--15; 
on Mr Perrin^ 114-15; H.*s gratitude to, 
115-16; driven by money-lust, 116; H. 
on The Price ofLove^ 129; H. writes to, 
from front, 141; H. stays with, 148, 186; 
on Dark Forest, 149-50; H. suggests 
Books and Persons to, 157-58; on life, 
163; in Turkish bath, 167; on E. V. 
Lucas, 169; on cliches, 169; H.*s grati¬ 
tude to, 169; joins Ministry of Informa¬ 
tion, 170; asks H. to write report on 
Ministry, 176; on Secret City, 178; on 
Jeremy, 187; Captives dedicated to, 195; 
on Captives, 198-99; compares H. with 
Trollope, 198; on Middleton Murry, 
209; sends wise counsel, 211; on Young 
Enchanted, 216; H. replies to, 216-17; H. 
on Mr Prohack, 221; his reply, 221; ex¬ 
change of letters with, 234-35; on tattle, 
235; H. on Riceyrnan Steps, 237; on 
misers, 238; on the Lake District, 238; 
and James Tait Black Prize, 255-56; as 
companion, 282; sends H. a book on 
slimming, 282; kind and bored, 284; 
and the Book Society, 299; on abnor¬ 
mality, 301; and Virginia Woolf, 306; 
at Galsworthy’s, 306-07; his death and 
memorial service, 321; H.’s estimate of, 
321-22; H. unveils plaque to, 326; H. on 
his Journals, 329; rated second class, 378; 
his letters quoted: 102-03, 169, 178, 198- 
99, 209, 211, 216, 221, 234, 235, 238. 

Benson, A. C. 

on H.’s father, 5; on Dr. Barham, 6; H. 
meets, 32; described by Percy Lubbock 
and Henry James, 32; describes H. in his 
diary, 33; spots H.’s writing potential¬ 
ities, 33; advises H. to be a clergyman, 
37-38; H.’s devotion to, 39; H. visits in 
Sussex, 44-45,60,79; and at Cambridge, 
47; on Troy Hanneton, 54; introduces H. 
to Henry James, 62; H. motors with, 
68; Henry James’s letters about H. to, 
70; approves of Mr Perrin, 83; discusses 
H. with Henry James, 86; on H.’s Rede 
Lecture, 259; described in old age, 259- 
60; his death, 260; H.’s belated gratitude 
to, 260; as talker, 286-87. 

Beresford, J. D. 

H. meets, 90; compared with H., 92; 
consulted by H., loi; free from jealousy, 
104; ignored by Henry James, 113; H. 
visits, 114, 162; collects for D. H. 


Lawrence, 174; at York Terrace party, 
217; reunion with, 393. 

Besier, Rudolf 

and Robin's Father, 94,98, loi, 177,287; 
and The Barretts of Wimpole Street, 213- 

15, 319- 

Blake, George 

H. meets on beach, 330; H.’s liking for, 
332; comes to stay, 347, 358, 369, 378, 
388, 397, 402; H. stays with, 378, 398, 
428; at Coronation, 382. 

Blind Man's House, The 

roughed out, 412, 413, 415; begun, 417; 
continued, 418, 421, 422; finished, 424; 
serial and film rights sold, 438. 

Blunden, Edmund 

attends Hardy birthday meeting, 207; 
joins Book Society, 329. 

Boleslawsky, Richard 
H. meets in Hollywood, 350; reunion 
with, 360; gives Christmas party, 365; 
H. sad to part from, 369; a long-dis¬ 
tance call to, 374; his sudden death, 377; 
H.’s sorrow for, 377; his photograph 
taken to shelter, 431. 

Bone, Muirhead 

H. meets, 236; H. stays with, 239; on 
short list of friends, 251; makes sketch of 
Brackenburn, 254; knighted with H., 
384; lunch with, 403; H.’s last meeting 
with, 441. 

Book Society, The 

H.’s and Clcmence Dane’s work for, 
292; unhappy result of Red Ike on, 295; 
foundation of, 298-99; Bennett and, 
299; H. agrees to join, 299; meets at H.’s 
tiat, 313, 326; H.’s power through, 
318; burden of reading for, 327; 
Blunden replaces Priestley on, 329; 
gives farewell dinner to H., 358; H. 
rejoins, 370. 

Bookshops 

Hatchards, 177; H.’s love of all, 181; 
Bain’s, 181; Maggs’s, 181; in Guildford, 
186; Gabriel Wells’s, 193; at Mentone, 
258; Bumpus’s, 279; Bridger’s, 326. 
Bott, Alan 

starts the Book Society, 299; takes H. to 
nursing home, 353; joins H. at Champ- 
neys, 358; H. stays with, 383, 386, 406, 
413, 416, 421, 424, 435; at Brackenburn, 
396, 436; houses H.’s pictures, 410; H. 
writes to, on affection, 417; defends H. 
in The Times, 420; H. quarrels with and 
apologises to, 427; Open Letter of an 
Optimist dedicated to, 427. 
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Bott, Josephine 

H/s fondness for, 383; at Brackenbum, 
396; introduces an admirer to H. in the 
blitz, 436; drives H. to Essex, 436. 
Brackenbum 

discovery and p^irchase of, 236-37; H. 
moves into, 243; described, 247-48; 
satisfies only part of H., 249; outlook 
from, 250; bought by Stanley Long 
after H.*s death, 277 n.; H.*s daily rout¬ 
ine at, 293-94; new rooms at, 313, 314- 
15; H/s return to, described, 339; early 
morning departure from, 342; Copper- 
field an overflow from, 349; H.’s Holly¬ 
wood longing for, 368; removal of trees 
in front of, 380; congestion of pictures 
at, 390-91, 442; described by Storrs, 
396; typical day at, described in journal, 
397-98; its peace in wartime, 409, 442; 
H.’s inability to stay at, 409; H. pro¬ 
phesies he will die at, 410; last journey 
to, 442; H. dies at, 444. 

Brain-storms 

H. liable to, 75; in Petrograd, 155; with 
the Annands, 188; self-admonishment 
about, 240; discussed in journal, 255; 
in London, 289; described in Roman 
FountaiHy 289; in Sweden, 308; with 
Harold, 332, 353; with Bott, 427; at 
Hampstead, 441. 

Brett Young, Francis 
H.*s jealousy of, 103, 312; not jealous of 
H., 104; H.’s first meeting with, 148; 
too moral for Capri, 258; visits H., 295; 
gives H. room with a view, 309; H. 
visits, 340, 393. 

Bright Pavilions, The 

H.’s longing to begin, 388, 393; begun, 
395; described to M. Steen, 395; con¬ 
tinued, 397, 401, 402, 410, 412, 414; 
Father D’Arcy on, 402 n.; finished, 415; 
published, 432; dedicated to Storrs, 432; 
its success, 438. 

Broadcasts 

H.’s first, 301; his first solo, 306; in war¬ 
time, 425, 431, 432. 

Broughton, Rhoda 

H. lunches with, 74; her novels 
rediscovered, 414; her pet remark, 
414 - 

Browning, Robert 

read by H.’s parents 6; read by H. in 
Galicia, 138; his importance to H., 141; 
H. conceives play about, 213-15; Gosse 
on, 287; H. returns often to, 373; H.’s 
ast reading of, 443. 


Bmce, H. J. (Bcnjie) 
on Sir G. Buchanan, 135; H. meets, 152; 
brings news of Revolution, 159; effects a 
reconciliation, 163 ; a staunch ffiend, 

319. 

Buchan, John 

H. meets, 75; a revelation to H., *2-93; 
H. sees at Foreign Office, 154, i 12; H. 
stays with, 163; gets H. home, i< 4; en¬ 
courages H. to enlist, 165; Hkes Green 
Mirror, 166; asks H. to be his rivate 
secretary, 170; winds up Ministr , 177; 
his advice remembered, 210; ba ks H. 
for Athenseum, 221; a talk witl , 278; 
has high praise for Rogue Herrie , 312; 
on Judith Paris, 327; H. mystific ,353; 
H. stays with, 354; H. mourns, <18. 

Buchanan, Sir George 

described, 135-36; takes to H., i. 6; de¬ 
pressed by poison gas, 137; cables or H., 
148; H. has long talk with, 157; 1 is des¬ 
patch on Revolution, 161 n., 4^9-69; 
calms H. down, 163; agrees t 3 H.’s 
leaving Russia, 164; H. sees in London, 
167. 

Cabell, James Branch 

H. meets, 192; H.’s admiration for 
and pamphlet on, 193; H. stays with, 
274. 

Cakes and Ale 
sec Maugham. 

Cambridge 

H. an undergraduate at, 31-39; his 
career there recalled, 259. 

Canterbury 

see King’s School and Sellingegate. 
Captain Nicholas 

begun, 338; finished, 340; chosen by 
Literary Guild, 349; published, 351; 
dramatised, 404. 

Captives, The {Maggie) 

begun, 149; resumed, 170, 172; finished, 
177; revised, 185; dedicated to Bennett, 
195; published, 197; Conrad on, 197- 
98; Bennett on, 198; praised by 
Maugham, 218. 

("ars 

Harold taught to drive, 270, 277; H. 
buys Rolls-Royce, 274; a new Daimler, 
278; damaged in smash, 280; Harold’s 
sldll with, 292; H.’s inability to drive, 
292; a new Alvis, 307, 339; a surprise for 
Dorothy, 328; essential in Holly w<km 1 , 
3SO, 360. 
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Cat Bells 

Brackenburn built on, 236, 247; in The 
Fortress, 327; H.*s seat on, 341, 389. 
Cathedral, The 

partly based on The Abbey, 43; begun, 
177; continued, 185, 186, 194, 195; 
laid aside, 202; resumed, 218; H/s 
parents shocked by, 218; finished, 219; 
published, 227; H.*s father’s anonymous 
defence of, 227-28; H.’s “best story,” 
372; MS. sold at auction, 426. 

Cazalet, Victor 

H. lunches with, at House of Commons, 
278; takes H. to visit Winston Churchill, 

297-98. 

Cazalets, The 

H.’s friendship with, 221; visits to, 234, 
313, 400; introduce H. to P. G. Wode- 
house, 268; H. takes to bad play, 287; 
Kipling and, 295-97, 3dd. 

Chamberlain, Neville 
and Munich, 396-97; H. lunches with, 

403. 

Chanter, Douglas 

H. engages, 223; explores Lakes, 249; 
on short hst of friends, 251; leaves H.’s 
service, 286. 

Chaplin, Charlie 

imitates H., 231; entertains H. in Holly¬ 
wood, 350; gives dinner for Wells, 364, 
Cheevers, Ethel 

her great qualities, 285; seriously ill, 340; 
her Cornish pasties, 382; her sponge 
cake, 385; in the blitz, 431, 433. 
Cheevers, Harold 

history and description of, 268-69; his 
character, 269; H.’s plans for, 270; H.’s 
trust in, 273, 343; H.’s thought of, 275; 
fourth on list of friends, 275; enters H.’s 
service, 277; installed at Hampstead, 
284; in sole charge, 286; fails to teach 
H. to drive, 292; as swimming instruc¬ 
tor, 292-93; H.’s growing affection for, 
293; Rogue Hcrrics dedicated to, 307; 
refuses to obey H., 308; H. gives power 
of attorney to, 310; first on fist of 
friends, 311; unsusceptible to ghosts, 
320; becomes “hero of the islands,” 
326; and seat on Cat Bells, 341; arrives 
in Hollywood, 351; acts in a film, 352; 
and H.’s picture-buying, 3 54, 416; wel¬ 
comes H. home, 3 56; H. lonely without, 
366; returns to Hollywood, 368; por¬ 
trait of, in John Cornelius, 371; on 
Giorgione, 385; his calm at Munich 


crisis, 396; one of “only three friends,” 
404; Roman Fountain dedicated to, 418; 
H.’s love for, 424; H. clings to, 425; H.’s 
last talk with, 444; at H.’s death, 444. 
Chess 

supplants backgammon at Brackenbiurn, 
332; S. Bone draws picture of, 340; H. 
on his play, 342; emotional stress caused 
by, 347-48; in Hollywood, 352; on 
Greek cruise, 356; H. irritable after 
losing at, 376; compared with blitz, 423. 
Chesterton, G. K. 

healthy and invigorating, 154; H. de¬ 
bates with, 202. 

C-hildishness 

in H.’s nature, 74-75, 320, 324; in his 
writing, 312-13; in the best authors, 
321; H.’s and Bennett’s, 329; H. on his 
own, 389. 

C^iristmas 

the Walpole tradition of, 177; H. moved 
by, 203; last full family one, 256; 
with Melchiors in N.Y., 275; a surprise 
present for Dorothy, 328; in nursing 
home, 353; in Hollywood, 364-65. 
Cduirchill, Winston S. 

H. taken to lunch with, 268; H. visits 
and describes, 297-98. 

Cobbles, The 
see Polperro. 

Colefax, Sibyl 

introduces H. to Frederick Macmillan, 
110; tells H. to come home, 144; at 
York Terrace party, 218; gives high¬ 
brow lunch, 240; H. sees in London, 402. 
Collier, John 

H. helps towards Hollywood, 354; in 
Hollywood, 360; H. best man at wed¬ 
ding of, 365; wants to be damned, 369. 
Colvin, Lady 

H.’s tribute to, 87; on Galsworthy, 88; 
on Drinkwater, 88; not amused, 88; 
H. stays with, 176; on Jeremy, 187; at 
York Terrace party, 217; her death, 253. 
Colvin, Sidney 

H. meets, 87; introduces H. to Conrad, 
168; H. stays with, 176; at York Terrace 
party, 217; seconds H. for Athemeum, 
221; H. at memorial senvice for, 278. 
Conrad, Joseph 

H. reads at Cambridge, 31; liis position 
in 1909,65; H.’s book on, 116,136; com¬ 
miserates with H., 15811.; H.’s first 
meeting with, 168; on H. G. Wells, 168; 
on Dark Forest, 168; on Green Mirror, 
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171; on Secret City, 179; on Americans, 
179» I95i 203> 236; on journalists, 186; 
on F. M. HuefFer, 195; on Russians, 195; 
on Captives, 197-98; on his friendship 
with H., 203; writes foreword for H., 
203-04; uncomfortable week-end with, 
215; on Young Enchanted, 215-16; his 
distress at Pinker’s death, 219; embraces 
H. publicly, 219; Cathedral dedicated to, 
227; H.*s last visit to, 236; excited by 
Proust, 236; his death, 253; as com¬ 
panion, 282; as talker, 286; Sickert 
likened to, 300; Bolcslawsky compared 
with, 377; his books rearranged, 429; 
his letters quoted, 158 n., 197, 203, 215- 
16; his sayings reported, 168, 171, 175, 
176, 179, 186, 187, 194, 195. 

Cooper, Duff 

on first meeting H., 54-55; H. writes to, 
56-57; at Admiralty House, 394. 

Corelli, Marie 
her house described, 426. 

Coughlin, Father 
H.’s meeting with, 386-87. 

Courtney, W. L. 

praises Fortitude, 96; to be spewed forth, 
102; on Dark Forest, 149; “imbecile” 
on Green Mirror, 166. 

Crawford, F. Marion 
influences H.’s early writing, 26; his new 
novel condermied, 31; nis perennial 
charm for H., 230, 373; described by 
Henry James, 230; H. walks in garden 
of, 401, 

Cricket 

H. watches, 252, 313, 349, 358, 370, 393, 
402; Oval Test scene described, 273; H. 
listens to, in Spain, 303; H. “cracked 
on,” 315. 

, Criterion, The 

Two chapters of Old Ladies pubhshed 
in, 241. 

Crystal Box, The 

begun, 220; continued, 226; privately 
printed, 255; MS. at Canterbury, 475; 
quoted, 17-18, 18-19, 25, 42, 44. 69-70, 
180. 

Cukor, George 

H. travels to Hollywood with, 349; H. 
stays with, 360; gives Christmas party, 
365; H. sad to leave, 369. 

Cumberland 

H.*s absorption in, 12; first visits to, 26- 
28; H. pl^ to settle in, 225, 233; H.’s 
gratituoe to, 247; lyrical impulse in¬ 


spired by, 250; preferred to Cornwall, 
254; H.’s longing to requite goodness of, 
265; the beauty of, 279; H.’s debt to, 
paid, 333; H.’s ambition to be connected 
with, 334; H. taken for native of, 357. 
Cunard, Lady 

H. detests, 278; chatters in the blit ,435. 
Dalmahoy 

H.’s mother buried at, 261; H.’s fathci 
buried at, 304; revisited, 388. 

Dane, Cleinence 

“raves over” Man with Red Hah 265; 
visits H. ill his convalescence, 28; ; H.’s 
appreciation of, 292; joins Book S' cicty, 
299; as book selector, 313; and Cakes 
and Ale, 317; in Hollywood, 352; asked 
to pray for H., 358; in Londoi: 376; 
likes John Cornelius, 386. 

Dark Forest, The 

compared with Mr Perrin, 93; con¬ 
ceived, 136; begun in Carpathian., 138; 
verisimilitude of, 141, 142; continued in 
Petrograd, 143; finished, 144; firit edi¬ 
tion destroyed, 149; pubhshed, 149; 
Arnold Bennett on, 149; Galsworthy on, 
150; Conrad on, 168; Rebecca West on, 
172; as work of art, 254; “my best book 
artistically,” 372; quoted, 144-45. 

David Copperjield 

H. agrees to write film-scenario of, 348; 
difficulties with, 349, 350, 351; H. acts in 
film of, 351; H. sees film in London, 354. 
Davidson, Jo 

H. meets, 226; H. sits to, 310; visited in 
U.S., 311. 

Davies, Hubert Henry 
H.’s friendship with, iio-ii, 117, 119, 
261. 

Death 

H. reflects on, 261 ;H. not ready for, 346; 
H. forecasts his own in John Cornelius, 
372; H. prophesies place of his own, 
410; H. prepares for, 419. 

Death and the Hunters 
see Dark Forest. 

Dent, Alan (Jock) 

H. meets, 394; finds H. praying, 430-31; 
on bombing, 439; gives H. a birthday 
present, 439. 

Denwood, J. M. 

H.’s interest and disappointment in, 295. 
Derwentwater 

H.’s first impression of, 27; and Bracken- 
bum, 247; frozen over, 417. 
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Diabetes 

H.’s diagnosed, 266; neglected, 279; 
worse, 282, 292; insulin injections for, 
302, 330, 430; Hollywood suits, 352; in 
H.*s last illness, 443. 

Dogs 

Jacob, 91, 146, 172; Crock, 197, 202; 
Mopsa, 207, 218; Bingo, 341, 342, 356; 
Ranter, 356, 368, 383, 385, 434 * 

Doran, George H. 

Bennett approaches, 89; accuses H. of 
jealousy and meanness, 104; becomes 
H/s publisher, 104; extremely effusive, 
149; persuades H. to lecture in U.S., 
178; fetes H. in N.Y., 189; good offices 
of, 239; offers good advances, 270; “so 
kind and good,” 274; H. attends party 
for, 284; ms firm absorbed by Double¬ 
day, 309. 

Dostoevsky 

H.*s discovery of, 90; Henry James on, 
91; H. reads in Moscow, 127; H. reads 
on way to front, 137; H. compares him¬ 
self with, 141; H. constantly reads, 373; 
rated first class, 378, 

Douglas, Lord Alfred 
and Civil List Pension, 403; described in 
H/s journal, 413. 

Doyle, Arthur Conan 
H. reads as serial, 26; H. attends seances 
at house of, 280; H. still loves books of, 
373; and knighthood, 381. 

Dreams 

nightmares, 12-13, 18; in Russia, 142; 
at Conrad’s, 175; a horrible one de¬ 
scribed, 340-41; of S. Lynd, 397; 
of royalty, 411; of a wonderful pie, 
428. 

Drinkwater, John 

Lady Colvin on, 88; watches rugger with 
H., 202; at York Terrace party, 217; 
with H. at prize-giving, 289; at Bennett’s 
memorial service, 321; hds death, 379; 
H.’s sketch of, 379. 

Duchess of Wrexe, The 
begun, 95; H. sticks in, loi; H.’s mother 
sleeps through, 104-05; finished, 105; 
published, 109; Henry James on 112-13; 
MS. sold to American, 294; and 
Maurice Hewlett, 303. 

Durham 

H.’s hatred of, 21, 29; snobbery at, 
23, 218; subscription library at, 24; 
and Polchester, 145; revisited, 237, 
403-oi 


Edinburgh 

Walpole family move to, 79; H.’s habit 
of beginning books in, 80; H. dislikes 
climate of, 108, 378; house-hunting in, 
307; Dorothy’s new house in, 310; in 
blackout, 417. 

Egypt 

H.’s visit to, 257-58. 

Elgar, Edward 
H.’s visits to, 87. 

Eliot, T. S. 

likes Old Ladies, 241; H. a little afraid of, 
254; defends H. in The Times, 420. 
Elizabeth 

H.’s first letter from, 46; his first meeting 
with, 47; H. wires to, 48; teases H., 49- 
50; annotates his diary, 51; H.’s later 
friendship with, 52-53; their mutual 
affection, 53; mellowed, 87; in fancy 
dress, 88; H. stays with, 108, 208, 233; 
Henry James on, 109; on James Annand, 
163; H. sees in London, 167; “a gor¬ 
geous time with,” 186; asks Murry to 
tea, 210; “something of the boss about 
her,” 210; at York Terrace party, 217; 
on Parsifal and Bayreuth, 252; praises 
Old Ladies, 255; witchlike, 278; renames 
Hans Frost, 281; clutches her literary re¬ 
putation, 281; H. copies working hours 
of, 293. 

Enemies 

essential to H.’s cosmos, 223; St John 
Ervine enrolled among, 223, 312; a dag- . 
ger in hands of, 316; Agate intermit¬ 
tently among, 33i» 386; H. naked with¬ 
out, 338; H. makes peace with, 419-20; 
one lurks in ambush, 420. 

English Novel, The 
see Rede Lecture. 

Epsom College 

reasons for H.’s choosing, 55; H. teaches 
at, 56-62; an ex-pupil’s description, 59; 
Mr Perrin based on, 78, 83; H.’s breach 
with, 83; H. gives prizes at, 384. 

Epstein 

H. buys work by, 241, 298, 321, 339; 
H. sits to, 343; described at work, 343. 
Ervine, St John 

H. meets in N.Y., 192; invited to join 
dining club, 204; organises birthday 
present for Hardy, 206-07; at Yort 
Terrace party, 218; incident of the 
Brazil nuts, 222-23; H. considers an 
“enemy,” 223; H. stimulated by, 278; 
his “atrocious” review of Rogue Merries, 
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312; re-cnroUed as enemy, 312, 316; 
at Bennett’s memorial service, 321; 
praises Cathedral play, 338; enmity with, 
wearing thin, 391; H. makes peace with, 
419-20; his obituary of H., 420 n. 

Eves, R. G. 

H. sits to, 402, 416; H.’s portraits by, 
418 and n. 

Extracts from a Diary 

origins and publication of, 346 and n. 
Eyesight 

H. short-sighted, 17; H.’s disability 
discovered, 28; prevents H. from en¬ 
listing, 117, 143, 166; a handicap at 
the front, 128; causes breakdown, 169, 
171, 172; again troublesome, 292. 

Farthing Hall 

origins of, 279-80; begun, 282; finished, 
285; published, 303. 

Ferris, W. A. T. (Chug) 

H.’s friendsliip with, 58; H. stays with, 
60; Wooden Horse dedicated to, 69; 
heads first list of friends, 80; sends along 
Douglas Chanter, 223. 

Films 

H. weeps at Beau Geste, 276; difficulties 
of maldng, 350, 351; H. acts in, 351; 
oi Vanessa, 351, 352, 354; Harold acts in, 
352; o£Kim, 361, 366, 368, 369; of Little 
Lord Fauntleroy, 361, 362; of Jamaica Inn, 
380, 383; of And So — Victoria, 388, 389, 
393 , 394. 

Food 

H.’s love of high tea, 26; H.’s compared 
with Woodforde’s, 250; H. homesick 
for English, 365; breakfast H.’s favourite, 
365; at Brackenburn, 397-98. 

Ford, Ford Madox 
see Hueffer. 

Foreign Office 

H. works in, 165-70. 

Forster, E. M. 

H.’s predecessor at Nassenheide, 49; on 
Wooden Horse, 59; H.’s opinion of, 113; 
praises Old Ladies, 255; gives H. tea, 313. 
Fortitude 

portrait of Mrs. Lowndes in, 75; begun, 
80; famous opening words of, 80; and 
Marlow, 81; diverted from Mills & 
Boon, 85; finished, 94; published, 96; 
Bennett on, 96,115; H.’s mother on, 96; 
Galsworthy on, 96-97; Henry James on, 
97; published by Doran in U.S.A., 104; 
among twelve most popular novels of 


.491 

year, 106; H.’s later opinion of, 186; 
quoted in sermon, 411; quoted, 19. 
Fortress, The 

begun, 319; an original for, 320; con¬ 
tinued, 321, 323, 326, 327; finished, 
328; H.’s reflections on re-reading 328- 
29; published, 331-32. 

Fowler, Arthur 

H. meets, 76; H. dines with in ^.Y., 
193; looks after H.’s U.S. income 229; 
Man with Red Hair dedicated to 229; 
fails to send Christmas letter, 256 wel¬ 
comes H. to N.Y., 274; H. stays with, 

275. 

Franciscans 

H.’s visits to, 416, 421. 

Frere, A. S. 

starts the Book Society, 299; H.’si iend- 
ship with, 299; H. meets future v ife of, 
309; watches cricket with H., 31; ; asks 
H. to intercede with Maugham, 3 J3; H. 
stays with, 383, 402, 421. 

Friendship 

the quest for the ideal friend, 32; H.’s 
insistence on, 32; budding ones often 
broken, 32, 56; with Percy Anderson, 
78; first list of friends, 80; H.’s need of, 
with families, 168; between men, 193; 
with Melchior, 197, 207-08; Melchior 
the ideal friend? 212, 215; Melchior 
heads list, 240; another attempt failed, 
253; and Harold Cheevers, 268; does 
last, 309; cxliausting, 344; and H.’s 
50th birthday, 346-47; H. broods on, 
357; “only three friends,” 404; H. tliirsty 
for affection, 417; H.’s dying insistence 
on, 444. 

Frost, Robert 

H. hkes hugely, 277; dominates every¬ 
thing, 311. 

Fyfe, Hamilton 

H.’s host in Petrograd, 130, 131; H.’s 
description of, 135; helps H. to pack, 
137; H. dines with, 143. 

Galsworthy, John 

his position in 1909, 65; promises to 
read Fortitude, 85; embarrassed by Henry 
James, 87; Lady Colvin on, 88; on Pre- 
lude, 89; on Fortitude, 96-97; H. stays 
with, 102, 301, 313; on Dark Forest, 
150; H. talks with, 154; and E. V. 
Lucas’s jokes, 165; and Society of Book¬ 
men, 204; at York Terrace party, 217; 
H. discusses imagination with, 280; and 
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Galsworthy, John (cont.) 
revision of MSS., 294; Whitsun holiday 
with, 306-07; with Bennett, 306-07; 
beaten at croquet, 307 ; his death, 338; 
and knighthood, 381. 

Generosity 

H.*s to other writers, 103-04, 325-26; 
Edith and Osbert Sitwell on H.*s, 325; 
Swinnerton on H.’s, 325; to friends and 
relations, 324-25; H.’s ignored in Times 
obituary, 420. 

German Garden 
H.*s stay in, 48-52. 

Gilchrist, R. M. 

H.*s friendship with, 84. 

Gin and Bitters 

H. accused of writing, 323; H. a charac¬ 
ter in, 323; and Somerset Maugham, 
323-24, 326; Elinor Mordaunt author 
of, 326. 

Gissing, George 

Conrad speaks of, 176; Gosse on, 278, 
287; H. compares himself with, 362; 
rated third class, 378. 

Glasgow, Ellen 

H. visits, 193, 228, 274; clutches her 
hterary reputation, 281. 

Golden Scarecrow^ The 
dedicated to Elizabeth, 53; arranged by 
Pinker, 105; finished in Russia, 131; 
pubhshed, 145. 

Goncourts, The 

H. reads, 54 ; H. plans to emulate, 424. 
Gordon, George 

H. much taken with, 285; joins Book 
Society, 299; as book selector, 313; H. 
stays with, 402. 

Gosforth 

see Sower Myre Farm. 

Gosse, Edmund 

takes fatherly interest in H., 76; and 
Henry James’s 70th birthday, 99; and 
the Sargent portrait, 106-07; nostalgic 
evening with, 186; H. debates with, 202; 
on Gissing and Carlyle, 278; neglects 
Feuchtwanger, 284; a thrilling talker, 
287. 

Greece 

H.’s first impressions of, 355-56; second 
cruise to, 392-93. 

Green Mirror, The 

conceived, 105; begun, 107; continued 
in wartime, 117, in Russia, 123, in 
Warsaw, 127; laid aside, 136; ‘‘my true 


style,” 142; resumed, 146, 147 ; finished, 
148; accepted by Macmillan, 155; pub¬ 
lished, 166; Conrad on, 171; Scott Mon- 
crieff on, 414 n. 

Hampstead (Garden Suburb) 

Cheevers family installed in, 284; a 
refuge to H., 285; H. finds he can write 
in, 306; in wartime, 425; in the blitz, 
431-32, 433, 440-41. 

Hannen, Nicholas (Beau) 
a welcome guest, 310; acts in Ervine 
play, 391; at Botts’, 406. 

Hans Frost 

begun, 277; continued “in V. Woolf’s 
manner,” 279; Elizabeth’s name for, 
281; continued and finished, 281; 
possible influence of V. Woolf on, 
303; published, 308; V. Woolf’s 
opinion of, 309. 

Hardy, Thomas 

H.’s meeting with, 79,286; 8ist birthday 
present to, 206-07; denounced in 
Bloomsbury, 301; and Cakes and Ale, 
316-17; H. constantly reads, 373; cen¬ 
tenary celebrations of, 423-24. 

Harmer John 

begun, 223; abandoned, 232; continued, 
239; laid aside, 239; continued, 242; 
difficulties with, at Bayreuth, 253; 
finished, 254; connection with Melchior, 
254; serialised in U.S., 255; Frederick 
Macmillan on, 267-68; dedicated to 
Melcliior, 270; H.’s special feeling for, 
270, 358; Maugham charming about, 
274; published, 274; sales disappoint H., 
276. 

Harold 

see Cheevers. 

Hawthorne, Nathaniel 
H.’s early reading of, 24; his influence on 
H., 25, 166, 193; H.’s unpublished essay 
on, 25; example of his uniqueness, 363. 

Head in Green Bronze 
published, 391. 

Hearst, William Randolph 

H. at party given by, 362; his fantastic 
ranch, 364. 

Hepburn, Katherine 
H.’s devotion to, 350. 

Hergesheimer, Joseph 
H. meets, 189; his pamphlet on H., 189; 
Thirteen Travellers dedicated to, 190; 
happy days with, 193,226; H.’s affection 
for, 229; revisited, 311. 
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Herries 

first outlines of, 247; conscious stirrings 
bf, 264--65; begin to take shape, 279; 
possible origin of name, 279 n.; H.’s 
further plans for, 302, 346, 367, 415, 
428; fill H/s n^juid, 328; their success 
brings admirers, 330; “one real romantic 
book,” 331; M. Steen on, 333; “all in 
water-colour,” 339; H.’s hunger for, 
388; The Herries Chronicle^ suggested, 
402; discussed, 414; success of, 416; 
Mark disentangles family tree, 428. 
Hersholt, Jean 

H. meets in Hollywood, 350; reunion 
with, 360; helps H. buy first editions, 
363; gives Christmas Eve party, 365; H. 
sad to part from, 369. 

Hewlett, Maurice 

H. meets, 94; and the Henry James por¬ 
trait, 106-07; H.’s recollections of, 303; 
H. compares himself with, 362. 

Hitler, Adolf 

and Winifred Wagner, 263-64; H. meets 
at Bayreuth, 263-64, 411; described in 
Roman Fotmtain^ 263 n.; moved to tears 
by Melchior’s singing, 264; Chamberlain 
and, 403. 

Hollywood 

H.’s first glimpse of, 191; H. accepts job 
in, 348; his salary there, 348, 361-62; 
H.’s arrival at, 349; Harold’s success in, 
351; H. leaves, 352; H. returns to, 359; 
described in journal, 360-61; H. takes 
house in, 360; Christmas in, 364-65; 
compared with prison camp, 366; H. 
finally leaves, 369. 

Homosexuality 

imknown in Russia, 135; rare in male 
friendships, 193; KipUng on Well of 
Lonelinessj 296; discussed in Blooms- 
• bury, 301; Bennett on, 301; H.’s inten¬ 
tion to write about, 345. 

Housman, A. E. 

H.’s impression of, 301. 

Howells, W. D. 

with H. and Henry James at the theatre, 

72. 

HuefFer, Ford Madox 
his position in 1909, 65; H. questions 
importance of, as poet, 144; Conrad on, 
195; P.E.N. Club Dinner to, 275; dedi¬ 
cates book to H., 326. 

Income Tax 

H. perpetually worried by, 224; H. 
makes no allowance for, 367; shelved. 


369; struggles with, 377~78; arrears of, 
418; an error in, 438. 

Inquisitor, The 

begun, 344; continued, 347, 35r; pub¬ 
lished, 361; Priestley on, 361; its ;uccess, 

364. 

James, Henry 

on A. C. Benson, 32; H. write paper 
on, 36; charmed by H., 47, 25 ); first 
writes to H., 62; his position in i< 09, 65; 
first meeting with H., 68; H. fu ;t stays 
with, 68; on Eustace Miles, 70; thanks 
A. C. Benson for H., 70; introd iced to 
H.’s benefactors, 72; as playgoer, 72, 73; 
on publishers, 73-74; on Marad :k, 77- 
78; original of Henry Galleon, Bi; on 
Mr Perrin, 82-83; as dedicat e, 83; 
describes H. in The Outcry, 86; speaks 
of H. to A. C. Benson, 86; ectures 
Galsworthy, 87; on Pinero, 88; c 1 Hilda 
Lessways, 88; on Milestones, 88; mi Pre¬ 
lude, 90; on Dostoevsky and sP/le, 91- 
92; recommends a literary agent, 93; at 
Ockham, 93; his one great passion, 94; 
consoles H., 95; on Fortitude, 97; on The 
Cobbles, 98; commotion over his 70th 
birthday, 99; sends H. furniture, 100-02; 
complains of brevity of H.’s letters, loi; 
H. baffled by A Small Boy and Others, 
102 ; on high jinks, 105; the Sargent por¬ 
trait, 106-07; his article in Times Literary 
Supplement, 1 11-13; on Duchess of Wrexe, 
112-13; H. writes to, from Russia, 125- 
27, 128-29, 130-31; defends H.’s reputa¬ 
tion, 132; advises him to come home, 
133; H.’s reply, 134-35; H. writes to, 
from front, 141; H. telephones to, 145; 
his last letter to H., 146-47; receives 
O.M., 148; his death, 153; his legacy to 
H., 155; H. influenced by, 166; his 
letters read aloud, 186; H. lectures on, 
189; H. reads Letters of, 193; on Marion 
Crawford, 230; Mr Oddy partly based 
on, 258; and death, 261; as companion, 
282; H. calls up spirit of, 285-86; as 
talker, 286; H. enjoys writing about, 
330 ; his books re-arranged, 429; The 
Killer dedicated to, 433; his letters quoted: 
32, 67, 68, 69, 70, 71, 73, 74, 77-78, 82, 
83, 86, 90, 91-92, 95, 98, 100, loi, 102, 
105, 108, 109, 113, 118, 129, 132, 133, 
146-47. 

Jeremy 

publication fixed, 155; begun, 156-57; 
written during Russian Revolution, 
159, 161; finished, 162; published, 187; 
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Jeremy (conU) 

many boys named after, 187; Lady 
Colvin on, 187; Bennett on, 187; 
Katherine Mansfield on, 187; “sweeping 
America,” 191; quoted^ 20. 

Jeremy and Hamlet 

be^un, 208; read aloud to family, 211; 
fimshed, 215; published, 234. 

Jeremy at Crale 

begun, 267; continued, 270; finished, 
272; published, 283; William Roughead 
on, 283. 

John, Augustus 

his portrait of H. at Canterbury, 22; 
H/s enthusiasm for work of, 271; Kelly 
introduces H. to, 271-72; H. sits to, and 
describes at work, 272. 

John Cornelius 

begun on shipboard, 358; H/s special 
feeling for, 358-59; continued in Holly¬ 
wood, 362, 363; set aside, 366; resumed, 
369; finished at Brackenbum, 370-72; 
self-portrait in, 371; H. prostrated by 
end of, 372; dedicated to Boleslawsky, 
377; Dorothy weeps over, 385-86; dis¬ 
cussed in journal, 385; published, 385; 
quoted, 20, 167, 371. 

Jones, Sir Roderick 

as Director of Propaganda, 170; keeps 
H. busy, 170; proves sympathetic, 171; 
writes to H., 174. 

Joyce, James 

H. ignorant of, 144; H. on Ulysses, 220; 
V. Woolf tired of being caged with, 
327; Alfred Noyes and Ulysses, 405. 
Joyful Delaneys, The 

origin of, 372-73; begun, 375; con¬ 
tinued, 376, 378; finished, 387; pub¬ 
lished, 394. 

Judith Paris 

original title of, 302; fills H,*s br^in, 307; 
begun, 308; continued, 309, 312, 313, 
316, 318; finished, 319; published, 327; 
Buchan on, 327; V. Woolf on, 327; H/s 
reflections on re-reading, 328-29. 

Jung, C. G. 

attends H.’s lecture, 314; on Prelude to 
Adventure, 314. 

Karsavina 

H. charmed by, 137; describes H. in 
Russia, 152-53; a staunch friend, 319. 
Katherine Christian 

begtm, 427-28; soothing power of, 434; 
continued, 435, 436, 438, 439, 443. 


Kelly, Gerald 

H. sits to, 116; sittings resumed, 218; 
H.*s friendship with, 218; sittings re¬ 
sumed, 271; his portraits of H., 271 n.; 
H. outgrows work of, 271-72; his 
magnanimity, 272; Warned for spending 
hours on buttons, 300; H.*s last meeting 
with, 441. 

Keppel, Mrs George 
H.*s father objects to, 34; H. visits, 35- 
36; H.’s later opinion of, 36. 

Keswick 

H.*s first visit to, 27; house-hunting 
round, 236; H. stays at, 243; H. makes 
friends in, 250; H. buried at, 444; H. W. 
collection at, 480. 

Killer and the Slain, The 
origins of, 386, 433; begun, 425; con¬ 
tinued, 427, 431, 433, 435, 436; MS. 
taken to shelter, 431; H.*s comments on, 
433 » 436-38; dedicated to Henry James, 
433; finished, 438; H. re-reads, 442. 
King’s School, Canterbury, The 
H. a pupil at, 21-23; his affection for, 
21; his benefactions to, 21-22; shown 
to Melchior, 234; F. J. Shirley and, 
21, 358, 370; H. addresses boys at, 383; 
manuscripts presented to, 389; evacuated 
to Cornwall, 425. 

Kingston Deverill 

the Moore family at, 15; H.’s childhood 
holidays at, 15-16. 

Kipling, Rudyard 

on Americans, 274; on false teeth, 283; 
H.’s description of, 296-97; on the ab¬ 
normal, 296; on Silver Thorn, 296; on 
his Jane Austen mistake, 296; “so great a 
man,” 303; absolutely good-hearted, 
306; H. and film o£Kim, 361, 366, 368, 
369; death of, 365; on ending stories, 
366; and knighthood, 381. 

Knopf, Alfred 

H. impressed by, 190; introduces H. to 
Willa Cather, 193. 

Lake District, The 

H. first visits, 26-28; H.’s essay on, 347, 
quoted, 27, 28; H.’s collection of boolw 
on, 180; H. rediscovers, 224; H. haunted 
by, 228; Bennett on, 238; H. explores 
with Chanter, 249; H. plans senes of 
novels on, 264-65, 279; further explora¬ 
tion of, 385. 

Lawrence, D. H. 

H. brings to notice of Henry James, 105; 
Henry James dismisses, in, ii5;’*H. 
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joins protest at suppression of The Rain- 
bow, 147; H. sends money for, 174; his 
sort of love not H.’s, 255; denounced in 
Bloomsbury, 301; V. Woolf on Sons 
and Lovers, 324; V. Woolf tired of being 
caged with, 327; H. meets widow of^ 

369. 

Lawrence, T. E. 

at Conrad’s, 195; his letter to H., 278; 
H. sells Seven Pillars, 278-79. 

Lecturing 

H.’s first, in Liverpool, 45; H.’s enjoy¬ 
ment of, 75, 189; Doran suggests, 178; 
first U.S. tour, 188-93; second U.S. 
tour, 211, 226-32; third U.S. tour, 274- 
77; in the north, 286; Keedick’s offer, 
291; fourth U.S. tour, 311; in Germany 
and Switzerland, 313-14; in Hollywood, 
352; on Greek tour, 356; fifth and last 
U.S. tour, 374-75; at Sunday 7 'imes 
Book Fair 398; at Eton, 416; in Bristol 
air-raid, 433. 

Letter to a Modern Novelist, A 

written in N. Africa, 329; Agate’s attack 
on, 330-31. 

Lewis, Sinclair 

H.’s first impressions of, 193; H. stays 
with, 274; at Brackenbum, 291. 

Library 

first book in H.’s, 24; H.’s plans for his 
own, 180; eventual size of H.’s, 180; 
at Brackenbum, 248, 314-15; H.’s sold 
after his death, 351 n.; last rearrange¬ 
ment of, 429. 

Liverpool 

H.’s six months in, 40-46. 

Lloyd George 
H.’s impressions of, 310. 

Lockhart, R. H. Bmce 
entertains H. in Moscow, 123-24, 130, 
153; H. writes to, 143. 

London 

H.’s arrival in, 65; H. takes house in, 
194; H. takes flat in, 240, 241,243; H.’s 
inability to manage, 249; impossible to 
write in, 257; more exhausting than any 
lecture tour, 278; H.’s prayer before, 
342; exhaustion of, analysed, 348; the 
blackout described, 410; in the “phoney” 
war, 415-16; H. plans account of bomb¬ 
ing of, 424; in the blitz, 430-33, 435 - 3 < 5 , 
440-41. 

Long, Stanley 

H.’s friendship with, 277; and Bracken- 
bum, 277 n. 


Love 

H.’s lifelong need of, 10,17; the Russians 
on, 131; H.’s sort not D. H. Lawrence’s, 
255; H.’s for A. C. Benson, 260; does 
last, 309; happiness based on, ^29; H. 
thirsty for, 417; H.’s dying in istence 
on, 444. 

Lovelace, Lady 

H. stays with, 71, 79, 92, 93; he life at 
Ockham, 71; her usefulness to H 74 ; H. 
drops, 75, 316. 

Lowndes, Mrs BeUoc 

gets facts wrong, 49; H. mei ts, 75; 
introduces H. to Bennett, 76; an , to the 
McKennas, 80; as Hterary stratcj ist, 85; 
comes to tea, 87; H. writes tt , from 
Moscow, 129; suggests H. return home, 
132; Henry James writes to, 32-33; 
H. prophesies to, 157; at York Terrace 
party, 217; H. revisits, 310. 

Lubbock, Percy 

on A. C. Benson, 32; at Cambric ge, 38- 
39; on death of Henry James, 151; reads 
aloud James’s letters, 186; fails to write 
to Benson, 259. 

Lucas, E. V. 

gives H. good advice, 93; dances the 
farandole, 95; his jokes puzzle Gals¬ 
worthy, 165; discussion with, 168-69; 
introduces H. to Turley, 207; at York 
Terrace party, 217; backs H. for 
Athenaeum, 221; H. mourns, 394. 

Lynd, Robert 

on Green Mirror, 166; Conrad annoyed 
vdth, 187; James Stephens chez, 310; 
dinner with, 402. 

Lynd, Sylvia 

joins Book Society, 299; as book selec¬ 
tor, 313; H.’s dream of, 397; describes 
90 Piccadilly, 405. 

Macaulay, Rose 

attends Hardy birthday meeting, 207; 
at York Terrace party, 217. 

MacCarthy, Desmond 
at highbrow lunch, 240; reviews Roman 
Fountain, 418-19. 

Mackenzie, Compton 

H. meets, 84; H.’s jealousy of, 103, 312; 
Henry James on, 108, in, 113; H. on 
Poor Relations, 192; on H.’s knighthood, 
381; H. sees in London, 402. 

Macmillan, Frederick 

H. meets, no, 163; H.’s happy relations 
with, 166-67; described in John Cor¬ 
nelius, 167; invites H. to write book on 
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Macmillan, Frederick {cont.) 

Trollope, 185; suggests limited edition, 
211; at H.’s party, 217; proposes H. for 
Athenaeum, 221; thinks Harmer John 
wonderful, 267-68. 

Macmillan, Harold 

H.’s friendship with, 167; suggests one- 
volume Herries, 402. 

Macmillan, Messrs 

accept Green Mirror, 155; plan uniform 
edition of H.’s works, 185; issue Cum¬ 
berland edition of H.’s works, 342; H. 
at staff dinner of, 399. 

McCullough, Carleton B. 

H. meets, 190; H. stays with, 191, 228, 
275; on H.’s first American tour, 193. 
McKenna, Ethel 

H. meets, 80; H. visits, 118, 234; sees H. 
off to U.S., 188; finds H. servants, 195; 
her affection for H., 196; continues to 
help, 202; in Venice with H., 210; at 
H.’s party, 217; H. stays with, 237, 242; 
Old Ladies dedicated to, 254; visits H., 
293; H.’s grief at her death, 308; their 
last meeting recalled, 308. 

McKenna, Theodore 
H. meets, 80; becomes H.’s solicitor, 
196; in Venice with H., 210; at H.’s 
party, 217; rebukes H., 237; H. stays 
with, 237, 242; visits H., 293. 

Maggie 
see Captives. 

Mann, Thomas 

H. on Magic Mountain, 280; H.’s im¬ 
pressions of, 314. 

Mansfield, Katherine 

and Rhythm, 98; mocks Jeremy, 187; on 
Captives, 200; answers H.’s letters, 200- 
201. 

Maradick at Forty 

its origin, 60; finished, 72; read aloud to 
Robert Ross, 73; published, 76; A. C. 
Benson on, 76-77; Robert Ross on, 77; 
Henry James on, 77-78; Thomas Hardy 
nice about, 79. 

Mark, Thomas 

H.’s debt to, 167; and Herries family 
tree, 428. 

Marlow 

H.’s sufferings at school at, 17-21; war 
favourably compared with, 139; worse 
than prisons ancl morgues, 277; legacies 
of, 347 . 365. 

Marquis, Don 

H. meets, 226; on short list of friends, 251. 


Marriage 

H.’s one proposal of, 174-75; attempts 
to force H. into, 176; the finest relation¬ 
ship, 348. 

Marriott, Charles 

H.’s correspondence with, 45; H. writes 
to, 50, 52, 53; H. encouraged by, 57; 
H. stays witli, 57-58; first impressions of 
H. 57; introduced to Henry James, 72; 
on H.’s social behaviour, 74; on Mr 
Perrin, 81; on Prelude, 88-89; H.’s 
literary debt to 390. 

Masefield, John 

H. stays with, 202; praises Old Ladies, 
255; in Hollywood, 365; Drinkwater 
and, 379. 

Mason, A. J. 

at Truro, 4; H.’s godfather, 9; Canon of 
Canterbury, 22; later details of, 22 n.; 
his engagement, 27; H. writes to, 27-28. 

Maugham, W. S. 

H. meets, 84; H. dines with, no; praises 
Captives, 218; H. meets in Florence, 220; 
H. reads On a Chinese Screen, 228; first 
night of Our Betters, 233-34; charming 
about Harmer John, 274; Cakes and Ale, 
316; his letter of denial, 316-17; his later 
admission, 31711.; H.’s reflections on, 
318, 319, 320; and Gin and Bitters, 323- 
24, 326; character in John Cornelius based 
on, 371; rated third class, 378; and 
Drinkwater, 379; forgiven, 419. 

Mayne, Ethel Colburn 
H. meets, 36; visits H. at Cambridge, 38; 
criticises H.’s early writings, 42; H. sees 
in London, 44, 56; gives H. lesson in 
reviewing, 67; introduced to Henry 
Janies, 72; unable to stand the pace, 281. 

Melchior, Kleinchen 

H. distressed by arrival of, 253; H. 
begins to like, 253; “miraculously 
good,’’ 275; third in fist of friends, 275. 

Melchior, Lauritz (David) 

H. meets and invites to York Terrace, 
197; turns H.’s life upside down, 202; H. 
visits in Denmark, 205; causes sensation 
at Polperro, 207; sings for Queen Alex¬ 
andra, 208; sightsees with H. in Paris, 
208; the ideal friend? 212, 215; Young 
Enchanted dedicated to, 215; guest of 
honour at York Terrace, 217; swings H. 
into sea of music, 218; sings in Edin¬ 
burgh, 218; plans for his future, 218-19; 
takes lessons from Beigel, 218-19; with 
H. to Vienna and Munich, 220; takes 
German lessons, 220; H. visits in Den- 
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mark, 223; H. accompanies to Dublin, 
224; engaged for Bayreuth, 231; H. 
allots money to, 232; rehearsing at Bay¬ 
reuth, 232; H. takes to Canterbury, 234; 
heads list of friends, 240, 251; engaged 
for Covent Garden, 242; his debut there, 
243; in Parsifal at Bayreuth, 253; his 
second wife, 253; H.’s struggle for friend¬ 
ship with, 253; and Harmer Johtty 254; 
H. visits in Berlin, 256; his first visit to 
Brackenburn, 261; at Bayreuth in 1925, 
263-64; “greatest Heldentenor in the 
world,*’ 263; Hitler moved to tears by, 
264; his successes in Berlin, 266; Harmer 
John dedicated to, 270; arrives during 
General Strike, 270; at Covent Garden 
and Brackenburn, 271; “sweeter than 
ever,’’ 275; H. spends Christmas with, 
275; in Otciloy 291; in Tristan, 303; de¬ 
moted on list of friends, 311; H. visits in 
Germany, 331; in London, 339; one of 
“only three friends,’’ 404. 

Melville, Herman 

Conrad scoffs at Typee, 187; H. under 
enchantment of, 363-64. 

Mencken, H. L. 

H. meets, 190; on H.’s lecture tour, 
228. 

Mersey Mission 

H. offered post on, 38; his work on, 40- 
41, 43-45; H. looks back to, 286. 
Methods of work 

H.’s described, 185; at Brackenburn, 
248-49, 293; on Wintersmoon, 256; H. 
imitates Elizabeth’s, 293; H.’s inability 
to revise, 294. 

Ministry of Information 

H.’s work in, 170, 171, 175, 176, 177, 
181; his report on, 176. 

Moore, George 

on Parsifal, 252; at Elizabeth’s, 278; as 
talker, 286; checked by impotence, 306; 
his death, 338. 

Morley, Christopher 
H. meets, 190. 

Mr Perrin and Mr Traill 

origin of, 78; finished, 79; published, 81; 
Charles Marriott on, 81; Robert Ross 
on, 81; Henry James on, 82-83; hs 
success, 83; H.’s preface to Everyman 
edition, 78, 83; compared with Dark 
Forest, 93; Arnold Bennett on, 114-15; 
as work of art, 254; MS. of, given to 
Fitzwilliam, 294; H.’s “truest” book, 

372. 


Murry, J. Middleton 
offers H. reviewing, 98; attacks Thirteen 
Travellers, 208; Bennett on, 209; Eliza¬ 
beth asks to tea and defends, 210. 

My Religious Experience 
quoted, 12-13. 

New York 

the Walpoles there in 1890, ii; I [. stays 
in, 189, 190, 192, 193, 226, 231-3 t, 275; 
H. revisits seminary in, 190; H.’s! ictures 
“packed” in, 228; the Walpole co ection 
in Public Library, 229 n. 

New Zealand 

H. born in, 3; the Walpole famil in, 8- 
10; their difficulties there, 10. 

Nicolson, Harold 

attends dinner to H., 73; H. stay ; with, 
195; on Greek cruise, 355. 

Norwood, Cyril 

H. nearly works under, 55; H. m icts on 
Greek cruise, 355. 

Novel-writing 

essential to H., 185; H. discusstjs with 
Bennett, 198-99, 216-17, 235, 237, 238; 
and works of art, 254; H.’s pleasure in, 
310, 421; H. on his own, 361; discussed 
in journal, 378; H.’s only whole-hearted 
work, 383. 

Noyes, Alfred 

at Keats’s grave, 401; H.’s unfortunate 
visit to, 404-05, 427. 

Obituary 

The Timeses venomous, 420; C. Morgan 
on, 421; Ervine’s of H., 420 n. 

Old Ladies, The 

begun, 239; origins of, 239; finished, 
240; two chapters pubhshed in Criterion, 
241; published, 254; praised by writers, 
255; MS. of, given to Bodleian, 294; 
dramatised, 354, 355, 416; Agate on, 
416; quoted, 20. 

Open Letter of an Optimist 

H. agrees to write, 418; dedicated to 
Bott, 427. 

Palmstiema, Baron Erik 
H.’s friendship with, 301, 306; H. visits 
in Sweden and is peevish with, 308; 
taken to theatre, 319. 

Piccadilly, No. 90 

discovered, 240; described, 241; H. 
moves into, 243; Harold’s first visit to, 
269; H.’s thoughts on returning to, 329- 
30, 346; H. convalesces in, 353; H, 
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Piccadilly, No. 90 (cont.) 
watches Jubilee from, 357; described by 
S. Lynd, 405; in the blitz, 430-31; a be¬ 
leaguered outpost, 432; damaged by 
bombs, 435; repaired, 439. 
Picture-buying [see also John and Sickert] 
H. buys works by: “Bellini,” 393; 
Boudin, 423; Braque, 367, 376; Cezanne, 
367, 404; Constable, 404; Cotman, 441; 
Crome, 440; Degas, 411; Derain, 367; 
Despiau, 411; Dufy, 390; Forain, 230, 
280; Gauguin, 252, 367; Grant, 280, 
326; Klee, 439; Landseer, 441; Manet, 
402; Matisse, 423; Matsys, 399; Modi¬ 
gliani, 423; Picasso, 367; Piper, 418; 
Pryde, 271, 411; Renoir, 283, 291, 354, 
367, 391; Rossetti, 411; Rowlandson, 
418; Matthew Smith, 418; Steer, 341; 
Stevens, 271, 411; Tintoretto, 404; 
Tissot, 390; Turner, 418; Ethel Walker, 
418; Watts, 411. 

Plays [see also Besier] 

The Comfortable Chair, 172, 213; The 
Limping Man, 308; The Cathedral, 320, 
337 » 338; The Haxtons, 388, 393, 398, 
400. 

Plomer, William 

destroys a manuscript, 43; V. Woolf 
introduces H. to, 324; H. sees, 326; and 
swimming incident, 326 n. 

Polchester 

origins of, 145; H. confuses Truro with, 
220. 

Polperro 

H.*s first glimpse of, 85; H. finds cottage 
at, 94; H. moves into, 98; The Cobbles 
described, 99; Henry James sends furni¬ 
ture to, 100-02; tranquillity of, 104, 
114; war comes to, 116-17; H.’s return 
to, 146; his mother stays at, 148; “the 
pivot of all the earth,” 154; sick leave 
spent at, 170; Melchior causes a sensation 
at, 207; H. decides to leave, 210; farewell 
visit to, 212; Brackenbum preferred to, 
250; revisited, 326. 

Pooter, Mr 

H.*s likeness to, 41; reappears in Lon¬ 
don, 80; at Chelsea Arts Ball, no; in 
Liverpool docks, 158; sees H. off to 
U.S., 188; at Hollywood wrestling, 362; 
last appears in the blitz, 436. 

Portrait of a Man with Red Hair 
serial sold on synopsis, 232; begim, 232; 
finished, 233; repudiated by Vance, 239; 
H. dissatisfied with, 239; published, 265; 
Clcmence Dane “raves over,” 265; 


Benn Levy asks to dramatise, 266; 
dramatic version produced, 287. 
Portraits of H. 

by Gerald Kelly, 271 n.; by Augustus 
John, 272; by Sickert, 299 n,; by Jo 
Davidson, 310; by Stfephen Bone, 340, 
480; by Epstein, 343, 480; by Rothen- 
stein, 417; by R. G. Eves, 418 and n. 
Prayer 

and Julian Huxley, 342; H.’s theory of, 
342; H.’s before London, 342; H.’s habit 
of, 430-31. 

Prayer for My Son, A 
conceived, 351; first two chapters dic¬ 
tated, 353; continued, 356, 357; finished, 
358; published, 370. 

Prelude to Adventure, The 
written in six weeks, 85; published, 88; 
Charles Marriott on, 89; Galsworthy on, 
89; Bennett on, 89; H.’s father on, 89; 
Henry Tames on, 90; its success, 90; 
C. G.Jmig on, 314. 

Priestley, J. B. 

H.’s first impressions of, 265; evening in 
London with, 274; plans for collabora¬ 
tion with, 279-80; dedicates Good Com¬ 
panions to H., 280; begins Farthing Hall 
with H., 282; “an enchanting com¬ 
panion,” 282; H. stays with, 285; 
Farthing Hall finished, 285; the best 
talker, 286; approves of Anthony Trol¬ 
lope, 291; H. rejoices in company of, 295; 
joins Book Society, 299; H. never jealous 
of, 312; as book selector, 313; stays at 
Brackenbum, 315, 412; and Cakes and 
Ale, 316, 317; and Arnold Bennett, 322; 
Judith Paris dedicated to, 327; leaves 
Book Society, 329; H. visits in I.O.W., 
340, 405; on shipboard, 353; dislikes 
Inquisitor, 361; on H.’s enthusiasm, 399; 
described in H.’s journal, 412, 416; at 
start of Rogue Herries, 414; defends H. in 
The Times, 420; “a changed creature,” 
424; speaks against tax on books, 425. 
Proust 

H. reads in Moscow, 123; Conrad 
excited by, 236; H.’s sympathy with, 
257; as train reading, 291; H. returns 
often to, 373; rated nrst class, 378. 

Queen Mary 

described at Jubilee, 357; H. tells of Rus¬ 
sian Revolution, 387; H. reads to, 387. 
Quiller-Couch, A. T. 
quoted, 3-4; H. reads as serial, 26; enter¬ 
tains H. at Cambridge, 259. 
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Ransome, Arthur 

H. takes his name in vain, 61-62; arrives 
in Moscow, 130; introduces H. to 
Harold Williams, 136; helps H. to pack, 
137; responsible for Anglo-Russiaii 
Bureau, 148; H.’s quarrel with, 154-55, 
419; brings trout, 442. 

Reading: An Essay 

origms and writing of, 265; quoted^ 59-60. 
Rede Lecture 

H. asked to give, 255; begun, 258; 
finished, 259; delivered at Cambridge, 
259; Quiljcr-Couch and A. C. Benson 
on, 259- 
Reid, Forrest 

praises Mr Prohack, 221; H. meets, 313. 
Religion 

H.*s doubts at Cambridge, 32, 37-38; at 
Liverpool, 40, 43-44; churchgoing, 92, 
344 , 397; H. analyses his, 218. 
Richardson, Dorothy M. 

describes H. in youth, 90-91, 92. 

Robin's Father 
see Besier. 

Rogue Merries 

planned in H.’s mind, 279; H.’s longing 
to begin, 281, 282; first words written, 
284; H. apprehensive about, 284; con¬ 
tinued, 288, 291, 293, 294; finished, 302; 
H. believes influenced by V. Woolf, 
303; dedicated to Harold, 307; pub¬ 
lished, 311; “atrocious” review by 
Ervine, 312; Buchan compares with 
Jude, 312; H. re-reads, 315; C. B. 
Purdom on, 320; its sales, 321; H.*s 
reflections on re-reading, 328-29; “my 
best book romantically,” 372. 

Roman Fountain 

H.’s first visit to Rome imaginary, 76; 
H.’s meeting with Hitler described in, 
263 n.; brain-storms described in, 289; 
begun in Rome 401; continued, 402; 
finished, 406; published, 418; Mac- 
Carthy’s review, 418-19; quoted, 21, 289. 
Ross, Robert 

H. delighted by, 73; Maradick read aloud 
to, 73; reviews Maradick, 77; on Mr 
Perrin, 81; and Henry James, 93; SomofF s 
resemblance to, 132. 

Roughead, William 

H.^s fondness for, 240, 284; at evensong 
in blackout, 417. 

Royde-Smith, Naomi 
at York Terrace party, 217; on H. and 
his enjoyment, 222. 


Rubinstein, Harold 

H. meets, 54; H. abandons, 55; on H. 
as potential novelist, 55. 

Russell, Countess 
see Elizabeth. 

Russia 

H-’s plans to visit, 107, 114, 116 H. sets 
off for, 117-19; his arrival, J23; his 
homesickness in, 125-27; H. on Russian 
character, 130-31; H. serve with 
Russian army, 137-43; propag nda in, 
148, 151-64; H. treated as ex] ert on, 
162; H.’s farewell to, 164; H. lectures 
on, 189; Conrad on Russians, i 5. 

Russian Revolution 

described in H.’s diary, i59-< i; H.’s 
prophecy concerning, 161, H.’ official 
account of, 161, 449-69; B* Ishevik 
Revolution, 164; H. tells Quee 1 Mary 
of, 387. 

Sackville-West, Vita 
visits H. at Polperro, 174; her distinc¬ 
tion, 195; her memory ofH.in “Blooms¬ 
bury,” 290 n.; H.’s affection for, 301; H. 
broadcasts with, 301; on Greek cniise, 
355; H. beats at chess, 356; H. visits, 
400. 

Schooldays 

at Truro, 12-14; at Marlow, 17-21; 
at Canterbury, 21-23; at Durham, 23- 
26, 28-30. 

Scott, Sir Walter 

H. discovers, 15; H. reads at Durham, 
24; The Talisman first book bought, 24; 
as bagatelle champion, 25; H.’s early 
writings influenced by, 26; H.’s pil¬ 
grimage to Abbotsford, 79; H. weeps 
over Heart of Midlothian, 172; H. decides 
to collect library of, 180; H.’s lifelong 
devotion to, 180, 373; H. believes him¬ 
self reincarnation of, 180; H. buys cor¬ 
rected proofs of Redgauntlet, 181; H. 
buys 57 letters of, 191; Guy Mannering 

f )art of traditional Sunday, 194; H. buys 
ock of W. S.’s hair and MS. of Count 
Robert of Paris, 194; H. buys Wilkie 
drawing of, 202; H. buys MS. of For-- 
tunes of Nigel, 206; H. buys Abbotsford 
Correspondence, 206; H. speaks at S. 
dinner, 218; his Journal very nearly H.’s 
favourite book, 219; V. Woolf on, 240; 
H. plans anthology of, 291; H. cheered 
by fluency of, 294; Kipling defends his 
mistake over, 296; The Waverley 
Pageant, 327; centenary of his death, H.^s 



500 


INDEX 


Scott, Sir Walter (cont.) 
part in, 329, 330, 332, 337; H. talks to 
Queen Mary of, 387; his Journal a solace 
in blackout, 410; H.*s last reading of, 
443; MSS. at Canterbury, 474. 

Sea Tower, The 

origins of, 277, 372; begun, 388; con¬ 
tinued, 391; finished, 393; ending re¬ 
written, 399; dedicated to A. Seyler, 
400; published, 411. 

Seeker, Martin 

H. meets, 85; his taste, 85; becomes H.’s 
publisher, 93; takes over Rhythm, loi; 
encourages H., 145; and destruction of 
Dark Forest, 149 n. 

Secret City, The 

begun, 162; finished, 170; published, 
178; Bennett on, 178; Conrad on, 179; 
de la Mare and, 179; wins James Tait 
Black Prize, 203; quoted, 156. 
Self-portraits 

in The Dark Forest, 144; in journal, 251, 
252, 255, 257, 272-73, 318-19, 328-29, 
339-40, 342, 376, 398-99. 439; in letters 
to Frere, 309, 345; in John Cornelius, 371. 
Sellingegate, Prior 

H.*s MS. collection housed in, 22, 43; 
handed over to K.S.C., 389; MSS. 
arranged in, 389. 

Selznick, David 

H. travels to Hollywood with, 349; 
saves H. from operation, 349; tries to 
dry H. up, 351; H. misses vitality of, 
360; asks H. to write scenario, 361; and 
English film-scenario, 367. 

Seyler, Athene 

H. affection for, 114; a welcome guest, 
310; H.’s trust in, 343; acts in Ervine 
play, 391; and Sea Tower, 406; defends 
H. in The Times, 420; at Brackenbum, 
434 , 436. 

Shaw, George Bernard 
H. hears lecture, 39; H. sees Doctor*s 
Dilemma, 44; H. takes his mother to St 
Joan, 242; absolutely good-hearted, 306; 
H. sees at Malvern, 327; H. describes, 

370. 

Shirley, F. J. 

at King’s School, Canterbury, 21; H.’s 
first meeting with, 358; his progress at 
K.S.C., 370; H. stays with, 416, 418, 
425-26, 439. 

Short stories 

Mr Oddy: partly based on Henry James, 
258; reprinted in wartime, 411; The 


Whistle: description of Harold in, 
quoted, 269; The Tiger, 275; The Little 
Donkeys, etc., 281; The Tarn, praised by 
Kipling, 296; The Last Trump, 303; A 
Carnation for an Old Man, 303; Tarnhelm, 
308; The Silver Mask^. dreamt by H., 
319, published, 339; Mr Huffam, 340; 
The German, 344; The White Cat, 362; 
Having no Hearts, 363; The Train, 366; 
The Exile, 366; The Haircut, 370; The 
Faithful Servant, quoted, 390; The Perfect 
Close, 394; Service for the Blind, 398; 
Miss Thom, 404. 

Shorthouse, J. H. 

H. discovers John Inglesant, 28; his in¬ 
fluence on H., 166; his sense of evil, 
284. 

Sickert, W. R. 

H.’s first enthusiasm for work of, 271; 
H. exchanges picture for three drawings 
by, 280; agrees by telegram, 298 n.; 
paints H.’s portrait, 299; H.’s description 
of 299-301; prefers Freckles to Madame 
Bovary, 300; compared with Conrad, 
300; H. buys works by, 330, 341. 

Silver Thorn, The 

stories collected for, 285; published, 295; 
praised by Kipling, 296, 303. 

Sinclair, May 

likes Prelude, 88; likes Fortitude, 96; H. 
reads in Russia, 127, 129; at Henry 
James’s funeral, 153; H.’s consideration 
for, 207; praises Old Ladies, 255; unable 
to stand the pace, 281. 

Sitwell, Edith 

attends Hardy birthday meeting, 207; 
recalls H.’s consideration, 207; on H.’s 
generosity to writers, 325. 

Sitwell, Osbert 

quoted, 139 n.; P.E.N. Club dinner to, 
275; H. sees in London, 319; on H.’s 
kindness to authors, 325. 

Society of Bookmen 
H. initiator of, 204; Galsworthy at early 
meeting of, 204; its achievements, 204- 
05. 

SomofF, Konstantine Andreevich 
H. meets, 132; H.’s affection for, 136, 
143; sees H. off to front, 137; H. stays 
with, 143; sad parting from, 145; Dark 
Forest dedicatea to, 149; H. living with, 
152; H. reads aloud to, 157; as com¬ 
panion, 162; supplanted by Annand, 
163; sees H. off during Bolshevik Revo¬ 
lution, 164. 
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Sower Myre Farm 

youthful holidays at, 26-28; revisited, 
385; its importance to H., 390. 
Spiritualism 

H. dabbles in, 280; H.*s most exciting 
venture into, 2^5-86. 

Squire, J. C. 

H. ignores opinion of, 237; Bemiett de¬ 
fends, 238; H.’s atmreciation of, 283; 
and Virginia Woolf; 306. 

Stanmore, Lord 

H. works for, 76 and n.; neglected for 
Perrin, 78/, appoints H. secretary, 83: 
becomes tiresome, 85; telephones from 
Chelsea, 86; dies, 87. 

Steen, Marguerite 

looks for a ghost, 320; comes to lunch 
328; visits Brackenburn, 332; H.’s affec* 
tion for, 332; H. helps, 333; her book or 
H., 333 , 339 - 
Stern, G. B. 

H.*s liking for, 319. 

Stopes, Marie 
H.’s visit to, 412-13. 

Storrs, Ronald 

H.’s friendship with, 392; on Bracken- 
bum, 396; H. sees in London, 402; 
Bright Pavilions dedicated to, 432; H. 
stays with, 436. 

Strong, L. A. G. 

and H.’s need for “enemies,” 223; H.’s 
friendship with, 344; asks H. for sug¬ 
gestions, 374; likes John Cornelius, 
386; his understanding article on H., 

387- 

Swinnerton, Frank 

and Rhythm, loi; H. meets, 148; and 
Green Mirror, 166; H. sees in London, 
167; H. seeks consolation from, 173; 
his plans for retirement, 185; attends 
Hardy birthday meeting, 207; agrees 
with Bennett on H.’s narrative skill, 216, 
217; H. enjoys his letters, 226; praises 
Old Ladies, 255; breach in H.’s friend¬ 
ship with, 274-75; as companion, 282; 
on H.’s generosity to writers, 325; H. 
sees in London, 402. 

Tate Gallery 

H.’s bequests to, 211, 391 and n. 

Thirteen Travellers, The 
origins of, 187; dedicated to Herges- 
heimer, 190; finished, 192; published, 
208; Murry’s attack on, 208, 209; Eliza¬ 
beth on, 210. 


Tolstoy 

H. reads Anna Karenina, 39;- Henry 
James on, 91; and Proust, 20i; and 
Judith Paris, 327; rated first dais, 378; 
H. reads in blitz, 433. 

Trollope 

H. reads as a boy, 24; and at P >lpcrro, 
104; H. asked to write book < n, 185; 
H.’s attempt to get republished, 185; his 
style compared witli H.’s, : 87; H. 
claims derivation from, 193; Bennett 
compares H. with, 198; H. nswers, 
199; H. reads straight through, 181-83; 
H. writes most of his book on, 181-83; 
“how well the old boy lasts,” 183; H. 
finishes book on, 284; H. buys lis copy 
of Cloister and Hearth, 341. 

Truro 

created cathedral city, 3; bui ling of 
cathedral, 4; Bishop Benson at, 3-5; its 
isolation, 6; H. at school at, 12- [4; Pol- 
chester originally based on, 45; re¬ 
visited, 220; H. takes Harold to 273. 
Tunney, Gene 

H. meets, 277; receives H. with open 
arms, 311. 

Turkish baths 

H.’s addiction to, 84; Arnold Bennett in, 
167; dirty in N.Y., 193. 

Turley Smith, Charles 
H.’s friendship with, 207; H. stays with, 
220; finds rooms for H. and family, 273. 
Turvillc, Owen 

H. meets at Prom, 332; H. .itays with, 
in West Indies, 338, 344 - 45 - 
Tweedsmuir, Lord 
see Buchan. 

Van Vechten, Carl 

H.’s friendship with, 229-30; fails to 
send Christmas letter, 256. 

V^anessa 

begun, 328; continued, 330,332; difficul¬ 
ties with, 333; finished, 333; published, 
341; film of, 341, 35 i» 352, 354 - 

Wagner, Richard 

H. bowled over by, 53; Goiter dam- 
merung unsettles H., 57; H. sings in 
bath, 90; George Moore on Parsifal, 
252; H. glimpses widow of, 253; 
difficulties of staging, 263. 

Wagner, Siegfried 

encages Melchior for Bayreuth, 231; 
H.’s description of, 232; and Hitler, 263. 
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Wagner, Winifred 

H. takes to, 232; a trifle overpowering, 
253; storm-centre at Bayreuth, 263; and 
Hitler, 263-<54, 411. 

Walpole, Dorothea (Dorothy) 

bom in New Zealand, 10; in New 
York, ii; contributes to H.’s prizes. 
26; in theatricals at Durham, 29; visits 
Robin in hospital, 165; takes her mother 
to South of France, 258; her courage, 
261-62; her final medical degree, 266; 
H. helps with money, 266-67; H.*s con¬ 
fidence in, justified, 267; visits her father 
with H., 279; at her father’s death, 304; 
house-hunting in Edinburgh, 307; 
picnics with H. at Watendlath, 308; 
moves into Corstorphine house, 310; 
a surprise for, 328; H. stays with, 358; 
H. writes to weekly, 367; H.’s deep 
affection for, 378, 385-86; and John 
Cornelius, 385-86; visits parents’ graves, 
388; goes to concert with H., 428; at 
H.’s death, 443-44. 

Walpole, G. H. S. 

early life, 4; at Tmro, 5; A. C. Benson 
on, 5; falls in love, 6; his engagement, 7; 
his forebears, 7; married, 8; in New Zea¬ 
land, 8-10; his difficulties there, 10; 
offered chair of theology, 10; in New 
York, II; his writings, ii; courteous to 
children, 16; moves to Durham, 22; 
discusses H.’s future, 25; appointed 
Rector of Lambeth, 31; objects to H. 
staying with Mrs Keppel, 34; with¬ 
draws objection, 35; his sympathetic 
treatment of H., 44; on school¬ 
mastering and the literary life, 60-61; 
elected Bishop of Edinburgh, 79; on 
Prelude, 89; and St Mary’s Cathedral, 
161; H. helps with money, 191; re¬ 
assured about Captives, 199-200; reports 
on York Terrace, 205-06; shocked by 
Cathedral, 218; defends Cathedral 
anonymously, 227; pleased by Jeremy and 
Hamlet dedication, 234; at North Ber¬ 
wick, 279; recovers from heart attack, 
284; his sudden death, 304; H.’s tribute 
to, 304-05; H. opens memorial to, 339. 

Walpole, Mildred 

childhood, 6; in love, 6; engagement, 7; 
marriage, 8; in New Zealand, 8-10; 
writes home, 9-10; shyness of, 8,24; dis¬ 
cusses H.’s future, 25; H. sends present 
to, 84-85; on Fortitude, 96; stays at The 
Cobbles, 148; H.’s heart bleeds for, 190; 
upset by Cathedral, 218; her health fail¬ 


ing, 242; happy time with H. in Italy, 
enjoys St Joan, 242; ill in south of 
France, 258-59; back in Edinburgh, 
259; H. writes to almost daily, 259; 
her last illness, 260-61; H.’s last talk 
with, 261; her death,^ 261; the family 
“only half-ahve’’ without her, 264; her 
memorial in Linlithgow, 339 n. 
Walpole, R. H. (Robin) 
bom in New York, ii; contributes to 
H.’s prizes, 26; in theatricals at Durham, 
29; wounded and convalescent, 165; H. 
telephones for, 261; picnics with H. at 
Watendlath, 308; at Jubilee, 357; H.’s 
deep affection for, 378, 386; the King’s 
resemblance to, 384; visits parents’ 
graves, 388; H. visits at Stratford, 426; 
at H.’s death, 443. 

Watendlath 

H.’s discovery of, 250; Dorothy 
Wordsworth on, 250; to be used in 
Judith Paris, 308; H. settles a dispute at, 

379. 

Waverley Pageant, The 
H.’s idea of, 291; preface written, 327; 
dedicated to V. Woolf, 327 n. 

Wells, H. G. 

his position in 1909, 65; attends dinner 
to H., 73; calls him HugMe, 76; likes Mr 
Perrin, 83; gives fancy-dress dance, 88; 
passage on H. from Boon quoted, 144; 
“degraded and decadent,” 154; “most 
fascinating,” 165; Conrad on, 168; 
“malevolence lurks” in, 306; H. sees in 
London, 319, 321; arrives in Holly¬ 
wood, 364; on America, 364; “gleefully 
pessimistic,” 404; hated by Lord A. 
Douglas, 413. 

West, Rebecca 

hits back, 172-73; H.’s fear of, 173; H. 
makes it up with, 284; and Arnold Ben¬ 
nett, 321, 322. 

Weyman, Stanley 

H. reads as serial, 26; H.’s praise of, 373. 
Wharton, Edith 

Henry James praises, iii; and Henry 
James’s death, 153; Bennett and H. on, 
238. 

Wilder, Thornton 
H. debates with and describes, 311. 
Williams, Harold 

H. meets, 136; H. dines with, 143; be¬ 
comes H.’s colleague, 151; his Imow- 
ledge of Russia, 151; in March Revolu¬ 
tion, 160. 
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Wikon, J. G. 

prince of booksellers, i8i. 

IVintersmoon 

begun and discussed in journal, 256; 
continued, 258, 264; finished, 267; serial 
rights sold, 277^ published, 287; William 
Temple on, 288; sales of, 288, 291 
quoted, 266. 

Wodehouse, P. G. 

H. tries to emulate, 60; H.*s first meeting 
with, 268; describes H.’s blind spot 
287; and Kipling, 366; at Oxford, 402- 
03; Belloc on, 403. 

Women 

H.’s relations with, 32; qualities H. dc 
manded in, 114, 332; H.*s one propose ' 
of marriage, 174-75; H.*s dislike o(' 
most, 187; as book selectors, 313; Ep 
stein on, 343. 

Wooden Horse, The 

begun, 54; read aloud to Mrs Darwin. 
56; difficulty of writing at Epsom, 57. 
a colleague’s opinion of, 57; fmished, 
58; criticised by Charles Marriott, 58, 
by Ethel Mayne, 58, by E. M. Forster, 
59; submitted to Smith Elder, 60; ac¬ 
cepted by them, 66; published, 69; 
dramatised, 94, 98, loi, 177. 2S7. 
Woolf, Virginia 

H.’s affection for, 98; on Walter Scott, 
240; praises Old Ladies, 255; and H/s 
style, 279; H. presents Femina Prize to, 
289; asks H. to dinner, 289; H. on 
Orlando, 289-90; her friendship with H, 
analysed, 290; H. on her death, 290; H. 


visits, 301, 313; H. believes himself in¬ 
fluenced by, 302-03; worried by Ben¬ 
nett and Squire, 306; H. fails to write 
book for, 307; on Hans Frost, 309; pro¬ 
claims herself unreal, 310; and Arnold 
Bennett, 321, 322; on Sons an>' Lovers, 
324; on Judith Paris, 327; suggests 
changing cages with H., 327; Vaverley 
Pageant dedicated to, 327 n.; H longs to 
be counterpart of, 328; on Api le Trees, 
338; H. dines with, 354, 418; ea with, 
398, 401; H.’s last meeting w :h, 421- 
22; her suicide and H.’s grief, 4,40. 

Yonge, Charlotte M. 

H. reads in Galicia, 142; Lore Balfour 
shares H.’s love of, 222; H. bo: 5ts of his 
knowledge of, 229; H. has oinplete 
works of, 373; R. Broughton enefs as, 
414; H. likened to, 414 n. 

York Terrace, No. 24 
H. rents, 194; H. movesin, 196- J7; Mel¬ 
chior comes to stay at, 197; contretemps 
at, 202; parties at, 203; Society of Book¬ 
men first meets at, 204; H.’s father stays 
at, 205-06; Hardy birthday meeting held 
at, 207; ambitious party at, 217; incident 
of the Brazil nuts, 222-23; decision to 
sell, 225; H. reconsiders, 226; sold, 228. 

Young Enchanted, The 
begun, 202; continued, 205; laid aside, 
205; finished, 208; limited edition 
arranged, 211; published, 215; dedicated 
to Melchior, 215; Conrad on, 215-16; 
Bennett on, 216. 
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